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“alendar for May, .1910.

Moon's PHAsEs.
Last Quarter 2d. 9h. 17m. 8. m.
New Moon 94, 1h. 21m. &, m,
First Quarter 154, 10b. 1m, a, m.

l"lll Moon 24d. 1h. 27m. a. m.
Ja8t lerter 31d. 6b, 12m. a, m,
D D'“' Sim | Sun Moon | “‘"h H_lgl!
of i s 'Watr Wat'r
M \\ul. Rises Sets hms]q s n
.m [, w| h.m,|b. m,|h, m
1| Sun {4 52|7 3| 1 6'%%8“’08
2| Mon(4 50|7 4| 1 47| 4 50| 3 12
Tue |4 49|17 6| 2 21| 6 01| 4 44
t Wed|d 47/7 7| 2 49| 6 58] 6 17
5| Thu|4 46{7 8| 3 14| 7 4(“ 7 43
6| Fri |4 45|7 9| 3 38| 8 33| 8 52
7| Sat |4 43|7 10| 4 01 9 19| 9 68
8| Sun 4 427 12| sets |10 03{10 52
9| Monl4 407 13/ 8 8|10 46|11 42
10| Tue (4 397 14 9 30|11 24! ......
11| Wed|4 38|7 15/10 43| 0 34|11 58
12| Thu |4 37|7 16/11 46| 1 2912 34
13! Fri {4 35|7 18/morn| 2 30| 113
14|/ Sst 14 34/7 19| 0 36] 3 36| 2 00
15/ San |4 33|7 20| 1 13| 4 43| 3 02
16/ M 4 32|17 21! 1 43| 5 43| 4 20
17 'l‘u |4 317 22| 2 6| 6 32| 5 49
18| Wed|4 30(7 23| 2 27| 7 15| 7 156
1<lh 4:‘.‘7 24 2 45| 7 64| 8 26
90| Fri |4 28|7 25| 3° 8| 8 31| 9 19
21| Sat {4 27[7 26| 3 21| 9 04|10 04
22| Sun (4 26(7 27| 3 42| 9 38'10 44
23, Mor |4 26|7 28| 4 4|10 10[11 24
24) 1 « |4 25|7 29| rises {10 38|11 58
25 Wed|4 24/7 30| 9 1611 02
26| Tha |4 23|7 31|10 ld 0 36/ 11 31
97| Fri |4 22|7 32|11 5| 116{12 03
28| Sat (4 22[7 33[11 48| 1 57|12 39
99| Sur {4 21{7 34|morn. 2 41| 1 21
30| Mon|4 20|7 35| 0 22| 331| 2 10
31/ Tae |4 197 36| 0 511 4 23] 3 16

A Nister's Love.

The sunshine came brightly one
morving into s great hospital ward
he oity of St. Louis. Wedry
sufferers reised their bheads from
their pillows, and eyes dim with pain
grew bright, as they watched it gild
the white beds, It crept over
little tables, where here and there &
wase of flowers bloomed, and over the
pillows, where the sufferers, too ill
lay silent with closed

in

to note it,
eyes.
There were beds, too, with soreens
around them, which meant the long,
iast journey was olose at hand, but
the sunshine gilded them, too, though
the occupants noted it not ! Nurses
in pure white uniforms glided noise-
lessly here and there, and the doctors
went gravely from bed to bed, giving
hope and comfort to many hearts.

But the sunshive flooded it all and
ymaade the sad scene less sad, less
painfal.

There were nuns there, too, with
chastened faces and tender touch,
gentle voices and kind eyes,
and the weary faces smiled when
they stood at their bedsides, There
ne of them now standing at the
pillow of a pale, sweet-faced invalid,
wiping the sweat of agony from her
forehead and holding a little erucifix
to her willing lips every now and
then.

She was not dyiong unless you call
such sgony for fifteen years a con-
stant death, These were but parox-
ysms of torture from ber orippled
spine, which came and went and left
her helpless.

with

was

“ Poor Bessie,” said the nun: ‘* it

ro hard to see you guffer and not
to be eble to relieve you, unless youn
want the hypodermio ?”

“No, Sister, No! Am L not ex-
piating for poor Charlie! Poor boy !
It he only knew |” said the invalid,
whose face was resuming its normal
expressicn, now that the convulsion
was over.

“Yes, if he only knew,” mur-
mured the pun, compassionately ;
and she held a restorative to the
white lips of the patient, smoothed
her pillows, and bathed her forehead
and wrists,

# Sister,” said Bessie, “ I suffered
this way nearly all night, and some-
thing seemed to say, * Take courage,
God not forget your pgor
brother,” and I bore it all, and offered
it all to my Saviour on the cross for
Charlie,”

# Blessed ara.they who suffer and
hope, Bessie,” said the Sister, softly.
“You have been with us for fifteen
years, and your one thought has
been of that unworthy reckless
brother, His conversion will surely
be your reward. God will not let

will

guoh faith and patience go unre=
warded.”

“ Don’t call him unwortby and
reckioss, Sister. He never meant

to be either. When he was a little
curlyhesded fellow he msed to get
into every kind of mischief, but he
always came to me, and I can yet
geo his black eyes flashing with tem-

per, and hear him eaying, Bess,
you're the only friend & poor kid
has. If they dou’cstop naggin’ me,

1’1l run off, but I'll never forget yon,

Bessie,” They were hard on him,
Sister—father and mother were—
and he did run off, and once in a

whila he would write a letter on the
sly and tell me where to ansawer, and
I used to beg bim not to forget his
night prayers at least, and to go te
Mass, bat then I got this fall and
was crippled, and he never wrote
but once after—only once in thees
fifienn years—and he eaid he didn't
believe in religion any more; that
chu:ch and praying were for women,
and ke'd leave me to do his share,
and thep, Sister, I promised God I
would suffer all the sgony of this
awful back and never murmar if He
wouald bring Obarlie around, and
pince I have been in this blessed
place it bas been easier, and he is
pever & minute out of my mind.”

¢ How many rosariea do you say
a day for him, Beseie, besides all the
uffering ?"'

\the

All Stuffed Up

That’s the condition of many sufferera
from catarrh, especially in the morning.
Great difficulty is experienced in clear
ing the head and throat.

No wonder catarrh causes headache,
impairs the taste, emell and hearing,
pollutes the breath, deranges the stom-
ach and affects the appetite.

To cure catarrh, treatment must be
constitutional—alterative and tonic.

“I was ill for four months with catarrh
in the head and throat. Had a bad cough
and raised blood. I bad become dis
couraged when my husband bought a bottle
of Hood’s Sarsaparilla and persuaded me
to try it. I advise all to take it. It has
cured and built me up.” Mgzs. Huer Ru-
poLrH, West Liscomb, N. B.

Hoaood’s Sarsaparilla

Cures catarrh— it soothes and strength-
ens the mucous membrane and builds
up the whole syster.

“ Well, Sister, as I have nothing
else to do, [ say the fifteen decades
twice in the morning and twice in
the afternoon, and a few other little
prayers between the pains,”

“God bless you dear,” the
nun, “ keep on suffering and pray-
ing, and put me in your prayers,
too, Bessie, for I need them.”

“Is it you ?"’ said Bessie, with an
incredulous look. * Never a prayer
do you need. Teaking care of all us,
and of the like of me, from year’s
end to year’s end, You'll go right
up, Sister,” and she tried to motion
with her twisted hand and arm to-
wards the blue sky.

The oun langhed softly; then
straightening the covers and giving
& pressure to the band that held the
worn rosary she went on her round
of duty.

Poor Bessie had indeed suffered
and prayed for fifteen years, aod
offered it all for Charlie, her wild
and only brother who had drifted
from the Church and was some place
in the wide world—DBessie knew not
where—but the marvelous faith of

said

the poor cripple was go vivid that
everyope was interested in ber, and
her piety, patience and resignation
made everyone love her.

She had a remarkably sweet face
and a soft, winning voice, and the
doctors and nurses who succeaded
each other year after year looked on
bher as & prodigy, and did everything
skill and sgience could suggest, even
though unavailing, to help her con=
dition, But she never murmured
when they told her after an unsuo-
cessful operation or an agonizing
examination that nothing could be

done. She only smiled and said,
¢T don’t mind ; I'll suffer for poor
Charlie.”

Those fifteen years of torture were
an apostolate for one, siogle soul.
A daily sermon wae preached from
that hospital cot, which was a silent
but powerful incentive to many &
discouraged heart to keep on and
The Sister’s felt Bosgie’s
good influence in the hospital, and
because she was incarable and with-
out mopey or friends, they took
tender care of her, and she loved
them with all ber soul.

One day the superior of the hos-
pital came to me with a paper in her
hand. * Father Alexander,” she
said **I wonder if this could be
Bessie’s brother ? 1t is a Pittsburg
paper that has found its way somes
how to St, Louis, and here is an ac=
count of an saccident case—a man
whose name is given a8 Charles
Horton. He was taken to South=
side Hoepital, The name struck
me—Charles Horton! Would it be
worth while to inquire ?”

“It certainly would,” was my
reply. I thought a minute and said,
“ Suppose you write to the Sisters
at Pittsburg., They visit the hoe-
pitals, They would make inquiries,
If good is to be effected we must go
about it quietly.”

Her letter went that day, giviog
an sccount of Bessie and asking the
superior to ascertain if the mapo had
a sister, and what his sentiments
were, But nothing was to be said
to Bessie till information was ob-
tained.

Nearly two weeks clapsdd. We
were giving up hope, and were glad
Bessie knew nothing about it, when
guperior came to me with a
thick letter in her hand. I knew
by ber face there was news.

“ Here is the reply to that letter,
Father Alexander, and we must tell
Bessie at once. I will do so, while
you read the letter. It is quite a
document.”

She departed, ava I learned that
the Sisters in Pittsbarg had gooe to
the Soutbside Hospitsl, a non-Cath-
olic .institution, and were received
very kindly. Thbey found that a
wan by the name of Charles Horton
was there, When told two Sisters
of Mercy wanted to see him, he was
extremely unwilling, and ooly after
being nrged, consented to have them
euter bis room

"He was weak and misersble, and
evidently pot far from the end, He
was barely civil, and declared he was
pnot a Catholic, and seemed so ill at
ease that it was distressing to talk to
bim. Finally the Sister spoke of
the letter from St. Lonis and asked
him if be bad not a sister there.

weary not,

tated. The reason is plain—

it's the best. Insist upon
bhaving Scott’s—it's the
vorld s ltandud flesh and

bgh be home

Instantly his face obanged, and
eagerly he held out his hand.

“Yes, ob, yee, I have; how do
you know it ; is she well?”

““She is praying for you every
day ; sbe is searching the world for
one word abont youn; she loves you
a8 muoch todsy as when you were 8
curlyheaded little fellow, telling her
your troubles.”

The hard face softened more,

“Yes,” he said, “thal’'s Bessie—
just like her. How she would harry
bere if she knew.”

“ But she cannot come. Don’t
you koow that she hurt her back
fifteen years ago, and is -orippled
ever since? Don’t you know that
gshe cannot move out of bed, but
suffers terrible agony of the nerves
and muscles ? And don’t you know
she lies there, sweet and patient,
offering it all for ‘ Charlie,” begging
the Lord to bring him bagk to the
Church of his boyhood ?”

“ She suffers that way ?”’ said the
“God help me! She was
the most innocent girl that ever
lived, and you say that she had been
suffering fifteen years for me? O,
Bessie, my little sister I” said the
poor fellow, tears rushing to his
eyes.

The nun soothed bim,

“ Becaunse she loves you 8o much
she begged God not to let her die,
but to increase her pains, to expiate
your faults, and to bring you back
to tbe Churob.

“ Faults I” -he cried,  “Sister,
they are crimes ! Crimes for twenty
years, I have led a wild life. I
have never thonght of God except to
ourse his name, but now I feel as if
my heart was broken.
priest ?”

man,

Oan I see a
“Indeed you can,” said the nunp ;
“and ob, how you should thank this
dear Sister for the grace. Be com-
forted, and we will send a priest at
ooce, Let me place this Sacred
Heart badge over your poor heart and
we will go home to our convent and
all the Sisters will pray for you and
we will write toc Bessie.”

He held the Sister’s hand as she
rose to go after a fervent prayer at
bis bedside. Then promising to re-
turn next day, the Sisters left. Bea
fore leaving the hospital they called
up to telephone one of the Fathers
of a neighboring monastery, who
promised to go at once to the patient.

Late that evening the telephone
rang. The Father, who had gone to
the hospital, wished to tell the Sis-
ters that poor Charlie was a most
sincere penitent,
confession, received the sacraments,
and was waiting serene and happy
for death.
to ask the nuns to return.

went to the bospital.

never return, He smiled faintly

and laid his band on the little badge
of the Sacred Heart, and then whis~

pered, ‘
ers,

Tell ber 1 felt she was pray

ing for me, and tell her I die happy,

s penitent Catholic.”

The Sister gave him her crucifix;
he looked at it, and held it tightly,
After the prayers for the dying were
said the Sisters returned bome to

pray. tiful Kawartha Lakes he fancied the

At noon the message came from |butternuts and other low trbes were
the priest: *Charlie died at eleven|orchards set out by the hand of man,
o'clock, 1 was with him and gave|so picturesque and charming were
him the last absolution. He was|the shore-irees laced and laden with
consclous aud said to me: “It was|runniog grapevines, And to this day,
Bessie’s prayers; tell ber I died |though the farmer has made his home
happy.” in the “ Highlands” and the pictur-

I found myself absorbed in tha

closely written pages of this letter,

and when the superior came into the
room I did not hear her.

“Father Alexander,
all. I told her what was in that letter,
and she is as radiant an angel ;
won’t you go to her,

wept with joy and excitement, but|odors from the pine and spruce-clad
she is calm now.” hills—it renews pbysical vigor, restores
I went to Bessie’s bedside. It was

true. Her face was angelic, ber soft,
dark eyes were full of heavenly light,
and her delicate face was rosy with

joy. I never saw a face more beauti-

ful—she seemed more of heaven than

of earth.

“Oh, Father Alexander!” she cried;

“God has been so good to me,
Charlie has come back and we will

She said solemnly, “I have nothing
more to do now; I hope I'll go home
soon. Bring our Lord to me and
anoint me.”

I was startled, but
show.it, I said:

“You are €xcited, Bessie ; you must
await God’s will. He has indeed
been good to you, Won't you stay
with us and offer your thanksgiving

I would not

to Him ?”
“I cannot, she said; “my mission
is ended. My heart longs to see my

Lord and tell him my gratitude.”
“Well, then, Bessie, tomorrow
morning I will bring our Lord to you,

and if you are worse I will annoint
you.”

“Thank you, Father,” she said
simply.

I went on my round of duty,
try asI would 1 could not get
mind from ber sufferings that night
which were excruciating. S8he bore
them with sweetness, almost with joy.
Now and then she would say with a
sigh. “Will morning soon be here ?
Our Lord is coming.”

It was Sunday morning. There

was no mistake now, Bessie was
dying. I wentto her bedside Her
face was white as marble, and ber

He had made his

He begged the Father
There
was joy in heaven and earth that
night for the sinner’s return to God,

Early next morning the Sister
~ Charlie was
still living, but fast approaching the
dark river whence those who embark

‘ Tell Bessie it was her pray-

Bessie knows

Fatber? She

together, Father.”

pinched features told how she had
suffered during the night, A table
was ready, and some of the nuns and
more of the patients koelt there, while
I gaye her Boly Viaticum and anoint
ed ber. When I was leaving her she
tried to clasp her ‘poor little twisted
hands together and whispered, ‘Come
back, Father; it won’t be long now.”
I went back as soon as I could, She

Troubled With
Backache For

Now Com-
Years. pletely Cured

By The Use Of
DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS.

Mrs. W. C. Doerr, 13 Brighton St.,
London, Ont., writes:—“It is with
pleasure that I thank you for the good

was sinking rapidly, but the pincbed
features bad dissappeared and her{

of her brother’s confession first reach-|
ed her. Everyone was impressed by
the beauty of her countenance, and
yet death was there. I read
of the Church,
so consoling. As I

solemn prayers
majestic and
paused I heard her say:

great reward.”

In an instant that long
days and nights came before me, with
| their torture and their weariness, and |
I felt something rising in my throat
which threatened to choke my- utter-
ance: ‘‘Only” fifteen years, “Only!”|

She was dying.now, and her eyes
closed, and as the last gasps
succeeded each other, the silence was
intense. Suddenly her eyes opened
wide and a beautiful smile passed
over her face, It faded into marble
white. [ raised my hand
tion and then, as if it were so ordained,
it seemed as if every church bell in
the city began to ring. Sweet loud
and strong the Sunday chimes pealed
forth. The effect was electrical. It
was like a paeon of triumpb,

faint

Bessie was dead ! Her apostolate

for one single soul was jover, Sister

and brother were with*God.

I shall never forget the beauty of
that death-bed.—Rev. Richard W.
Alexander in The Missionary.

— - -—

A Fascinating Drama.

The peopling of the great Canadian
West is a fascinating drama, whether
we view it from the large or the small
end of the telescope, i, e,, from the
point of the great railrcad builder
throwing a steel spine across the con-
tinent, or from the point of one little

the aegis of this transportation line.

The line of the Grand Trunk Pacific
across Canada is essentially the belt
of homes. Who-is it that answers the
call of the wheat? The young, the
brave, the hopeful, says Miss Agnes
Dean, in the Margh issue of the
Magazine of Commerce of faith pos-
sessed wemen, It is a good play for
the world to watch, The first scene
is enacted on the prairie farm where
the virgin soil is turned underto a
crop of wheat for the first time since
creation’s dawn.

setting sun, and the waiting wheat
train of Grand Trund cars,
closes with the loaf of bread clutched
in the eager grasp of the little child in
some crowded city of the old world.
— Manchester (Eng.) City News,
March 19, 1910.

The Kawartha Lakes.

When Samuel de Champlain was
leading the Hurons through the beau

esque war canoe of the Indian is gone
from these waters, the shadowy shores

to behold.

level, the air is pure, and laden with

mental faculties, and gives a new lease
of life.
fever, the Kawartha Lakes are a havep
of heaven-given relief and security.
Easy of access (three bhours from
Toronto by the Grand- Trunk Rail=
way), profuse in its gifts, and diverse
in ils attractions, having its fashkion-
able resorts, and its delightful facilities
for “roughing it,” Why oot throw
business to the janitor for a
a month, cast care to the ‘dogs ? and
when you teturn from the ¢ Bright
Waters and Happy Lands” (the
English rendering of the Indian word
“ Kawartha”) you will be a new crea-
ture, fortified for another year’s trials,

A —

“It was from the ideas of the Par-
isian Freethinkers whom Burke so
detested,” says Lord Morley,  that
Jefferson, Franklin, and Henry drew
those theories of human society which
were 80 soon to find life in American
Independence.” Yet Lord Morley,
contradioting himself, tells us both
that Burke understood the American
Revolution and did not understand
the French Revolation,

Our store has gaineda re-
putation for reliable Grocer-
ies. Our trade during 1909
has been very satisfactory,
We shall put forth every ef
fort during the present year
to give our customers the best

digan.

tace glowed as it did when the news|

lh(’\

|
§O |

“Only ﬁf—_
teen years ; so short a time for such a|

stretch of

; |
in absolu«

family unit finding its (ree farm under |

The second scene
is the grain elevator, red against the

Our drama

of Kawartha Lakes are still beautiful

Owiog to the high altitude of these
lakes, nearly 1,000 feet above the sea

health giving and soothing balsamic

the nervous system, invigorates the

To those who suffer from hay

possible service.—R. F. Mad-

your Doan’s Kidney Pills have done me.
Have been troubled with backache for
years. Nothing helped me until a frie nd
brought me a box of your Kidney Pills.
I began to take them and took four boxes,
and am glad to say that I am cured en-

tirely nl can do all my own work and |

feel as good as I used to before taken sick.
I am positive Doan’s Kidney Pills are
nll you clai
all kidney sufferers to give them a fair
\ lr al.’
| Let Doan’s Kidney
W 111 they have done (nr thousands of
mrs They cure all forms of kh‘mv
tr) ble and they cure to stay ecured.

Price, 50 cents per box or 3 boxes for:
$1.25 at all dealers or mailed direct on
receipt 1' price by The T. Milburn Co.,
Limited, Toronto, Ont '

When ordcring specify ‘“Doan’s.”

l ’ - ,

It's an awful night. You can't

‘go home in this weather. Stay and
bave supper with us.” “Oh ! It

isn’t as hopeless as that, thank you:

T cured a horse of the Mange with
MINABDS LINIMENT.
| CHRISTOPHER SAUNDERS,
Dalbhousie.

I cured a horse, badly torn by a
pitch fork, with MINARD'S LINI-
MENT.

EDW, LINLIEF.
St. Peter’s, O, B,

I cured a horse of a bad swelling
by MINARD'S LINIMENT.

THOS. W, PAYNE,

N.

Bathurst, B.

Miss Antique—I think we should
believe everything in the Bible,

Miss Caustique—Is the date of
your birth there ?

Roman Warships.

The men-of-war of the ancient
Romans had a crew of about 225 men,
of whom 174 were oarsmen and work=
ing on three decks. The speed of
these vessels was about 6 miles an
hour in fair weather.

“ Humean souls grow after death,’
a Michigan professor. Still
there are some who had been dead
ones a long time in whom that piece,
of their anatomy didn’t seem to have
sprouted sufficieatly

51y 5

to cause a con-

gestion.
“I can’t make anything out of
this poem of yours,” complained

the magazipe editor, ”

“ That isn’t the point,” replied
the poet. “The question is, can I
make anything out of it? ”

Minard’s
Diphtheria

Liniment cures

HIS
her?”

“Rather—He lets
sporting page first,

be really a good husband to

her read the

\[usculdr Rheumatism.

Mr H. Wilkinson, Stratiord, Ont.,
says:—It affords me much pleasure
to say that I experienced great relief
from Muscular Rheumatism by using
two boxes of Milburn’s Rheumatic
Pills.  Price a box 5oc.

“Is your husband a musician, Mrs

Cougher ? ’* ¢ Why, no, Bobby.
Why do you ask?” “ I heard my
father say he saw him down town
Isst night, tuning up to beat the
band. ”

A Sensible Merchant.

Mrs. Fred. Laine, St. George, Ont
writes : —*“ My little girl would cough
so at night that neither she nor.I
could get any rest, I gave her Dr
Wood’s Norway Pioe Syrup and am
thankful to say it cured her cough
quickly.”

Caught Cold
By Working
In Water.

A Distressing, Tickling Sensa~
tion In The Throat.

Mr. Albert \I icPhee, Chignecto Mines,
N.S. rites:—“In Oct., 1908, 1 eaught
cold ?‘}' working in water, and had a

bad cough and

tickling sensation

that distressing,
in my throat so I
night, and my lungs
were s0 very sore I had to give up work.
Our doctor gave me medicine but it did
I got a bottle of Dr. Wood’s
Norway Pine Syrup and by the time I
had used two bottles I was entirely
cured. I am always recommending it to
my friends.”

very

could not sleep at

me no gl)‘,ﬂl 80

Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup com-
bines the potent healing virtues of the
Norway pine tree with other absorbent,
expectorant and soothing medicines of
recognized worth, and is absolutely harm-
less, prompt and safe for the ocure of
Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis, Croup, Sore
Throat , Pain or Tightness in the Chest,
and all Throat and Lung Troubles.

Beware of imitations of Dr. Wood’s
Norway Pine Syrup. Ask for it and
insist on getting what you ask for. It is
put up in a yellow wrapper, three pine
trees the trade mark, and the price 25
cents.

Manufactured only by The T, Milbura
Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont.

|
i

m them to be, and I advise |

Pills do for '»ou‘

o

Tested

We have
thirty years.

been

contracts for growing

Our supply of No.

Seed, etc., etc,
able sources.
cially for us.

Maritime Provinces,

ity.
motto.

safe.
merchants sell themw,

Our prices are as
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Some Reasons W

Farmers and Gardeners
should buy

CARTER'S

et 10

in
It is no side line with us.
We are here buying or selling or making

different countries all the year round.

We sell only such seeds as are best adapt-
ed to our soil and climate, and our long experi-
ence has gained lor usthis knowledge.

Our supplies of seeds are carefully tested
for Germination and Purity by competent per-
sons before sending out,

Wheat, Oats, Barley, Corn, Buckwheat, Turnip
is procured from the most reli-
Many varieties are grown espe-

We do the largest Seed Business

We do not sell cheap seed of inferior qual-
““The Best and only the Best”

Buy ¢ Carter’s Tested Seeds” and you are
Over one hundred and sixty reliable

high standard can be bought for in Canada,

CARTER & GO0., Ltd.,

Seedsmen to the people of P. E, Island,’

Queen Street, Charlottetown.

e

Seeds 1}

the seed business for

different wvarieties in

1 Clover and Timothy,

in the

18 our

low as seeds of equal

'HARDWARE

WHOLESALE

Largest Assortment,
Lowest Prices.

|

|
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KNG BDRARD HOTEL

Mrs. Larter, Proprietress

Will now be conducted on
KENTSTREET
Near Corner of Queen.

Look out for the old sign,
King Edward Hotel, known

everywhere for first class ac-

commodation at reasonable
prices.
‘ Iunc 12, 1907,

MARITIME
EXPRESS

—VIA—

Intercolonial
——dailway

THE
Halifax

Montreal.

Meal Table d’hote
Breakfast 75c.
Luncheon 75c.
Dinner $1.00

Direct connection at Bonaventare
Union Depot with Grand Trunk
‘rains for the West,

Lime.

We are now supplying best

quality of Lime at kilns on

St. Peter’s Road, suitable for

building and farming pur-
poses, in barrels or bulk by
)| car load.

C.Lyons & Co.

April 28—4i

Morson & Duf

Barristers &

L

J

Brown’s;Block, Charlottetown, P.E.I
MONEY TO LOAN.

Solicitors for Royal Bank of Canada

Farm for Sale.

The subscriber offers for
sale, at a moderate price, his
Farm of 75 acres, located on
Peake’s Road, Lot 52. This

Attorneys

i8 known as the * Wallace”

= DROP IN

June 23, 1909—3m

WE HAVE IN STOCK

For the Summer Trade a fine selection of

TEMPERANCE DRINKS

FRUIT, CONFECTIONERY, ete.

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

AND INSPECT. .23

JAMES KELLY & CO.

Farm, and fronts on Peake’s

Road. Fifteen acres of ex—
cellent land are cleared, and
labout twenty acres very
easily cleared. The re-

mainder is covered with hard
and softwood. There is on
the farm a house 20 feet by

16 in good condition. For
terms and full particulars
apply to

PATRICK J. WALSH,

Byrn’s Road, Lot 39.
Jau. 26, 1910—tf

Pressed I:I;&

J. A, Mathieson, K. (., £. A. MacDonald
Jas. D. Stewart.

Mathieson, MacDonald
& Stewart,

Newson’s Block, Charlottetown

Barristers, Solicitors, ete.
P. O Building. Georgetown!

F'Paser & MeQuald

Barristers Attorneys—at—

Law; Solicitors, Notaries

Public, ete.,
Souris, P, E. Island.
A L Fraser, .P. | A F.Mo(Quaid, B. A

Nov. 10, 1909—2m.

Snappy Styles

it

Solid Footwear

Ladies'! Here is you

chance, one week only.

Box (alf Boots, neat, up

WANTED

We will buy some

good bright Timothy
Hay.

r

to-date, Cheap any time ; G Ly & c

at $2.25, now $1.50, all o Ons 0.
sizes. Feb. 10th, 1909—2i
These . Boots arrived a|- T RN

few days ago a little late
of course, but they are
yours at the above price.

See them anyway.

A E. McEACHEN,

THE SHOE MAN,

A A Molean, K. (. == Donald MeKinnon

McLean & McKinnon

Barristers, Attorneys-at-Law,

| Charlottetown, P. E, lsland,




