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Calendar for June, 1905.
Moos’e Phases.

New Moon 2d., lib., 67m. p. m. 
First Quarter 10d., 7b., 6m. a m. 
Fall Moonl6d., lib , 62m. p. m 
Last Quarter 24 j., lb., 46m. a. m.
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Rises

SlB
Sets
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Rim

High
Water

Lew
Witer

b.m h. mi] n. tn. b. m. h. m.
1 Thar 4 32 7 56 3 63 8 48 9 44
2 Frit. 4 32 7 66 BPtB 9 20 10 25
3 8»t. 4 31 7 67 8 09 9 61 10 06
4 Sun. 4 31 7 58 9 05 10 24 11 46
6 Hon. 4 31 7 68 9 65 10 69
6 Tups. 4 31 7 59 10 42 0 29 n 38
7 Wad. 4 30 (0 11 2 1 14 12 23
8 Thar 4 29 3 00 11 69 2 02 1 16
9 Frid. 4 2! 3 01 a. 2 65 2 19
0 9at. 4 29 3 01 0 34 8 5” 3 32

11 3uo. 4 28 3 02 1 06 4 61 6 04
12 Mon 4 28 8 02 1 38 6 51 6 26
18 Tues. 4 28 8 03 2 11 6 4*1 7 36
14 Wed 4 28 8 03 2 47 7 3" 8 37
36 Thar 4 28 3 04 3 27 8 23 9 32
16 Frid. 4 28 3 04 ris»* 9 Of 10 24
17 Sat. 4 28 3 06 8 19 9 45 11 11
18 6un. 4 28 3 (6 9 12 to 24 11 55
19 Mm. 4 29 * 05 9 67 ll 0?
20 Toe». 4 29 S C6 10 36 0 38 11 45
21 W ed. 4 29 3 f 6 U 10 1 20 12 31
22 Thor. 4 26 H 16 1 41 2 01 1 21
23 Frid 4 29 8 0 & m 2 4' 2 16
24 4 at. 4 8< 8 07 0 oe 3 26 3 19
26 Sun. 4 SO s 07 0 32 4 ir 4 21
2b Mon. 4 3( 8 07 0 5‘ 4 68 5 31
27 Tues. 4 31 8 07 1 26 5 4F 6 40
28 Wed. 4 31 8 06 1 66 6 37 7 44
29 Thur. 4 32 8 06 2 27 7 24 8 40
SO Frid. 4 32 8 06 3 04 8 07 9 28

Pains in the Back
Are symptoms ol a weak, torpid or 
stagnant condition of the kidneys or 
liver, and are a warning it la extremely 
hasardons to neglect, so important ù 
a healthy action of these organs 

They are commonly attended by loss 
of energy, lack of courage, and some
times by gloomy foreboding and de
spondency.

I was taken 111 with kidney trouble, and 
became so weak I could scarcely get around. 
I took medicine without beneSt, and finally 
decided to try Hood’s Sarsaparilla After 
the first bottle I felt so much better that I 
continued lta uae, and alx bottle» mad# me 
a new woman. When my little girl was i 
baby, she could not keep anything on her 
stomach, and we gave her Hood’a Sarsapa
rilla which cured her." Mas. Thomas Is
su, Wallaceburg. Out.

Hood's Sarsaparilla
Cures kidney and Jiver troubles, re
lieves the back, and builde np the 
whole system.

The Old Home.
BY MADISON CAWEIN.

An old lane, an old gate, an old house 
by a tree,

A wild wood, a wild brook—‘.hey 
will not let me be ;

In boyhood I knew them, and still 
they call to me,

Down deep in my heart's core I bear 
them, and my eyes

Thiongh tear-mists beheld them be- 
nealh the old-time skie»,

'Mid bee boom and rose-bloom and 
orchard lands arise.

I bear them ; and bearteick with 
lor ging in my soul,

To walk there, to dream there, be
neath the Ek)’e bine bowl;

Around me, within me, the weary 
world made whole.

To talk with the wild brook of all 
the long ago ;

To whisper the wood-wind of things 
we used to know

When we were old oempanione, be
fore my heart knew woe.

To talk with the morning, and watch 
its rose unfold ;

To drowse with the noontide, lulled 
on its heart of g< Id ;

To lie with the night-time, and dream 
the dreams of old.

To tell to the old trees, and to each 
listening leaf,

The longing, the yearning, as in my 
boyhood brie‘,

The old hope, the old love, wot Id 
ease my heart of grief.

The old lane, the old gate, the old 
home by the tree.

The wild wood, the wild brook—they 
will not let me be ;

In boyhood I knew them, and still 
they call to me.

—Cri'eron.

to Uns ai Dorn of

BY MABY T. WAOOAMAN.

(From the Ave Maria.)

III.—New Friends — An Adven
ture.

(Oontinned.)
“ Ob, tell me about it, please I" 

said the little guest, who, between 
eonp and the waimth and the friend
ly chat of her host, was beginning 
to find her novel" situation very in- 
teresting,

“ Wal, 'twaa 'bout a dozen years 
ago,” said Lem, taking out bis pipe 
and preparing to spin a real “ hunt
er’s yarn " for her entertainment. 
“ I was off on a winter tramp across 
the mountain 'bout fifty miles away 
—me and Back, I took Back every
where, for safe-keeping ; for there 
wasn’t each another dug this side of 
the Rickies. Held bis head high like 
a king ; loi g and lean and straight- 
limbed, as if be v ere cut oat to order ; 
voice clear and deep as a bell on e 
frosty night ; and a nose—there wee 
nothing ever made keener than that 
dog’s nose I Blamed, if he oonldn’t 
follow a I rail with the snow two feet 
deep on il I

11 Wal, Back ar d me had been ont 
tramping and camping for 'boat two 
months, peacefuler than any human 
pardners, ealing and slot ping and 
party nigh talking together ; for 
when we’J stretch out at night te- 
fore our camp fire, and he'd lay his 
noee on my knee and lick my hand, 
it meant more than lots of the 
tongue-1 listing that goes for speech 
He was all the company I asked, 
until one of them consarned norwest 
ern blizzards struck as, and we bad 
to make for the nearest road-hoase 
to save onr liver. It was a mean, 
Or'nary crowd there, dtnv in, as we 
•was, by the storm. But it was 
mighty warm and comfortable, with 
that blizzard raging outside ; and we 
*11 eat and drank and made onreelves 
pleasant together as we oonld. And 
I got to playing cards and drinking 
with the rest; and, whether it was 
drinking or drugging I never knew 
but I went to sleep‘for the night, 
Sr.d woke 10 find n y pack of fare 
gone, and my parse of money goo , 
en-1, wcise than all, my dog gone 
tOO."

V.—A Bear Story.
“ Did they steal yonr dog, sir 7" 

asked Marjorie, breathlessly.
“Aye, they stole him,” replied 

old Lem, faming fiercely at the re
membrance ; “ though the folks at 
the road-hoase said I bet him on 
cards—bet him on my fare, money, 
and everything else, when the ras
cals had muddled me. 'Bet Book I' 
I said, ragin' mad. 1 I’d aa soon bet 
my brother. Where’s the thief that 
got him from rae7'—‘He is gone,’ 
some cne answered—‘gone off in his 
sled an hoar ago—before yon woke 
np. Slid he'd been lookin' for jaet 
that kind of dog for years He had 
to tie him head and legs to get him 
off."’

“ Oh 1" cried Marjorie, listening 
with lushed face and tightly clasped 
hands. “ Wasn’t that dreadful 7"

I Dreadful wasn't no name for it,
I tell you, the way I talked round 
that road-hoase then ain't for no 
little girl to hear, I swore I'd catch 
up with that there dog-thief if I had 
to foller him to a place 'laint good or 
perlite to mention. They tried to 
keep me back, lellin’ me I’d get lost 
and frozen in the snow ; but iron 
chains wouldn’t hev held me, ranch 
less lyin’ tongues. So 1 started off 
on that tbiet'e track, hot with rage 
that couldn’t feel wind or storm. 
And, laws, what a storm it was ! 
Only a madman, like I was jnst then, 
would hev put foot out in it. I had 
no money to pay for horse or sled, 
so I just had to make tracks as best 
I oonld to the nearest station ; for I 
thought the trains were naturally 
held np by the enow, and I could 
catch my man waitin’ there for them 
to oome along,

“ I tried to keep the road, but soon 
found there wasn't no road to keep. 
Wind shriekin’ like a thousand 
devils; while drifts sonrryin’ before 
it like as if hull graveyards had let 
lotus their ghosts ; fences, trees, 
houses, everything lost in a blank, 
wild sort of cloud. And buck gone 
—that was worst of all I No steady 
feet patterin' beside me ; no friendly 
bark to hearten me on my way; no 
k ion noee to lead me straight even 
through a white whirl like this, 
B ick gone I I kept on and on, Lord 
only knows where; for, old hunter 
that I was, between the piled np 
snow and the scarryin’ drifts, I got 
as clean dez;d as any tenderfoot on 
his first trail.

“I tramped or, circlin' and twist
in’, until I found myself lookin’down 
on a ridge where Back and me had 
camped a couple of days before. I 
k lew where I was now—knew there 
was • sort of cave under the rocks 
below me, where Back and me bad 
made a cache and left our biscuit 
and bacon until we got back after 
the storm. I was party nigh done 
oat; so I tried to soramble down 
for a little shelter and rest, when I 
made a false step in the drifts. I 
went down, with a twist in my ankle 
that made me nigh dizzy with pain. 
Wal, there was my old camp place 
before me, snug and warm enough; 
there was onr cache, uncovered and 
scattered ; and there, too, lickin’ his 
lips over onr bacon, was the biggest 
and the blackest and the fiercest old 
mountain bear 'twas ever my look to 
see—”

“Oh,” gasped Marjorie, “don’t 
say he killed yon, please 7”

II Wal, no,” chucked old Lem, with 
a softened look at the pretty Utile 
face upturned to him in such breath
less interest. “ I rather think some
body else would hev to tell yon that. 
But 'twasu’t the bear’s fault that my 
story did’t end then and there. He 
was savage with hunger and thirst, 
and everything that makes a bear’s 
temper rise; and here was I just 
droppin' in to middle when he had 
found a bite. He turned on me 
with a growl that I can hear some- 
times in my dreams now. And 
there I was, with rocks and snow
drifts stretohin' above and below me ; 
not a 1 g to stand on, for my ankle 
wo ildu’t let nr e rise to my feet ; and 
my rifle left at that road-honse six 
miles awsy. 1 hsd a ghost of a 
chance, I know ; bu' I polled ont mjr 
knife to make a last fight for it, when 
I heerd a s< and that ma te me think 
[ was dreamiu’ dealh-dream->. Then 
in a minu'e something came leapin' 
and barkin' dovn the ridge—”

“ Buck I B tek I O’, I know it

We like best to call
SCOTT’S EMULSION

a food because it stands so em
phatically for perfect nutrition. 
And yet in the matter of restor
ing appetite, of giving new 
strength to the tissues, especially 
td the nerves, its action is that 
of a medicine.

Send for free sample.
SCOTT & BOW NE. Chemist!», f

Teronto, Ontario. J
50c. and f 1.00; all druggists.

wee Buck !" cried Marjorie, olapp 
ing her hands delightedly,

“ Aye, it was Bock," said the old 
man, his sunken ayes shining— 
“Buck, that had torn himself loose- 
from that there dog-thief and si ruck 
my trail, spile of storm and snow ; 
Buck, fairly boilin’ at tbe way he 
had been put upon, and ready to lake 
it ont on the first thing that oome 
hie way. And he got it then and 
there." The old man put bis hands 
on his knees snd shook with delight
ed remimbrsnoe, “Laws, what a 
fight it was I Buck with his fangs 
on that bcai’a throat, and the two 
rollin' and snarlin' and teariu’ at 
jscb other, 1 ill 1 managed to stagger 
up somehow and end it with my 
hunter’s knife. Then I took that 
iheie bleed in’ dog in my aim», and 
cried over him like a woman.”

"Bu1 — he didn’t die ?" asked Mar- 
j irie, with a suspicious quaver in her 
voice that told she was very near 
crying too,

“Buck die7 Land, no!" laughed 
Lem. There be is, stretched right 
before you now. Buck, old ohapl 
Buck I”

The bound pricked np bis ears 
even in hi» dreams at his mastei’s
voice.

“There! there! We won’t dig 
turb him. He don't do much bat 
sleep now. His teeth are gone, his 
nose is gone, and he ain't good for 
nothing but dezing before the fire, 
bnt wa’re slickin' it ont together; 
ain't we, pardner 7"—as the dog rose 
stiffly, and, wagging hie tail, laid his 
head on the speaker's knee, “This 
old shack ain't no sort of place for 
Obristians, as Miss Susan said ; but 
it’s good enough for Buck and me ” 

And Buck, for answer, licked bis 
master’s band trustfully,

“ But you didn’t tell how you got 
down the mountain," commented 
the little girl, as Lem oontinned to 
stroke and rub the head upon his 
knee.

“ Ob, that was easy enough— 
wasn’t it, Buck, ? We stayed there 
till next mornin’, when the storm 
stopped ; and I cat a etick and limp
ed on to a farm-house not far away 
And when the men heered that bear 
was done for, they weren't sorry, 
yon may be sure. They skinned 
him, and gave me the head, all 
staffed and mounted as yon see— 
hallo I” what's that ?"

The old man started np as a sharp 
knock sounded on the cabin door, 
and Mis# Susan Talbot buret in with 
scant ceremony.

“ Marjorie! Where is the child? 
I’ve brought dry clothes and hot 
bricks and a bottle of red-pepper tea, 
lor she must be chilled to death. 
Eb, God bless me 1" The good lady 
started back at sight of the little 
figure standing rosy and happy in 
tbe firelight.

“ Oh, no, I’m not, Miss Susan 
I’m not hurt a bit,’ said Maijirie, 
eagerly. “I'm ao — so sorry 1 
troubled yon, but—"

“ If there’s any blamin to be done, 
that there Bert Bolton ought to be 
man enough to take the hull of it," 
interposed old Lem, quickly,

“I’m not blaming anybody,” said 
Miss Susan, bluntly. “Thank the 
Lord the child is alive and well 
Yon get outside there and look after 
Dobbin, Lem, while I put some dry 
clothes on her to take her home.”

“And, thoroughly warm and dry 
and comfortable, Maijirie, with Rez 
cuddled at her feet, was soon snogged 
up under the baffalo robes of the old 
sleigh, and speeding back to her 
own little white nest at home

But the two friends she had made 
by her misadventure were not lost 
to her. Bert, who had a big, beau 
tifnl home about three milee away, 
and father and mother and sisters, 
to say nothing of a delightful grey 
pony—“ Jack"—all his own, often' 
broke away from all these attractions 
to find hia way to Manor Hill. He 
brought the fairy books he had pro
mised—two big ones, somewhat dog 
eared, but full of beautiful pictures ; 
he brought real checkers instead of 
buttons, and a pretty red board that 
wasadecided improvement on Molly 
Byrne’s plaid shawl ; besides other 
delightful games rummaged from 
the old nursery closet at home.

And one day he rode over on bis 
grey pony with a mysterious bundle 
oarefnlly tied on hia «addle bow.

“I don't know whether yon will 
like it or not. Maybe you are too 
big," he said, aa be presented it to 
Marjorie on the kitchen porch.

" Ob, it’a a doll I" cried tbe girl, 
rapturously, aa she quickly tore off 
the wrappings—“ a beautiful, beau
tiful doll I Oh, look at her lovely 
blue eyes and her real curls and her 
dear little pink boots ! Ob, I never 
bad a doll in all my life I"

“ Well, yon’vo got ooe now," re
plied Bert, with greet satisfaction 

“You don't mean abe is mine— 
mine to keep?" said Marjorie, 
breathlessly, “ I thought yon were 
taking her home to yonr sister."

“ Not a bit of it—she is years 
now. E'hel got too big for her 
three years ago, and she has been 
laid away in the nursery closet ever 
since, Mother said she would be 
glad to gel her ont of the way. I 
don’t see mnoh fan in dolls myself, 
bal I thought maybe you would like 
her."

“L'keberl" exclaimed Marjorie, 
with a delighted hng of her new 
treasure. “I'll love her! Has she 
a name ?"

“ I bell ivo Ethel used to call her 
Roeabelle," said Birt, laughing.

I “ Roeabelle I What a darling

name 1" said Marjorie. "Ob, I’ll 
love her, and keep her forever and 
forever! It was so good of you to 
bring her to me !"

And Rosabelle, seated in a cczy 
corner of Maijorie’s room, became 
the cheering companion by day and 
night.

Nor was Bert the only frieod Mar
jorie had made by her tumble into the 
ice-cold creek. Old Lem never lor 
got the bright eyed little guest who 
had cheered his lonely fireside ; and, 
as the grey wintry days wore on, be 
often stalked across the fields, his 
dogs at his heel», to spend an hour or 
two at Manor Hill. There was always 
something for Marjorie in the hunter's 
pouch slung across his shoulder: a 
pair of red mittens bought at tbe 
“ store,” a gay bead bag traded for 
with an Indian squaw in his last year’s 
tramping through the Canadian for
est», a pretty box made of birch bark, 
or 1 basket whittled from a walnut 
shell. And as the old man strode 
away in the gloaming, Maijorie always 
tripped as far a« the meadow gate, 
holding his horny hand.

“ Ladies don't seem chipper as 
usual," remarked Lem, thoughtfully, 
on one of these occasions. “ Miss 
Martha ain't so well, raebbe?"

“ I’m afraid she isn’t," said Mar
jorie. “She ctiea all to herself at 
night. I find a wet handkerchief 
rolled in a ball under her pillow. 
And Miss Susan hides the letters I 
bring from the post office, and won’t 
let Miss Martha see them. And, 
then, we are making novenaa all the 
time."

“What’s novena's?' asked the old 
man, gruffly.

“ Oh, don't you know ?" said Mar
jorie. “ Novenas are prayers that 
you say for nine days when you want 
anything very, very badly. We always 
made novenas at St. Vincent’s when 
we didn't have shoes or coal."

“ You did ?” said old Lem, staring, 
“ And then did you get them ?"

“ Always,” answered the little gill, 
positively. " Mrs. Grosvenor sent up 
the shoemaker, or somebody sent a 
lot of coal, sure."

“ And is MiU Susan prayin’ for 
shoes and coal, you reckon ?"

“ Oh, no !" replied Marjorie. “ Misa 
Martha always puts in the intention- 
It is to—‘ save our dear home.”'

“Save their home !" exclaimed the 
old man, in a startled tone. “ From 
what?"

‘‘From tumbling down, I guess," 
said Marjorie, seriously, “The kit
chen chimney is very shaky, and the 
porch roof all fallen in. And Miss 
Susan has no money to have it mend
ed. But we trade butter and eggs at 
the store, and get everything we want," 
concluded Mujorie blithely, as they 
reached the meadow gate.

“ Everything they want I" murmur
ed the old man to himself grimly, as, 
after bidding bis little companion 
good-bye, he stalked away over the 
hills. “ That blessed little sparrow 
is so used to chirpin' over crumbs that 
she don’t know trouble when she sees 
it. And it’a cornin’, if I can read 
signs right. There’s trouble cornin’ 
that I’m afeerd prayin’ won’t hold 
back from them good women at Manor 
Hill."

VI.—Hillcrest.

The‘fierce grip of Jack Frost had 
loosened, and the snow had melted 
from Manor Hill. Already there 
was a fain touch of of green in the 
meadows; the creek had broken from 
its icy fetters, and was foaming merri 
ly down to the dam. And more 
than once Marj trie had discovered a 
little brown bird perched without her 
window, aurveying the apple bough 
below with an evident eye to early 
house-building. Everywhere there 
was the stir and flutter of awakening 
things—bird and tree and plant and 
stream,—ai if old Mother Nature had 
flung off her white blanket for good 
and roused herself from her winter 
nap.

Something of tbe joyous thrill of 
the coming spring was felt even in the 
quiet old manor, where there was a 
pleasant hum of preparation. The 
great parlor, unused through all the 
winter, had been opened; the floor 
bad been waxed, the furniture polish
ed, the big silver candlestick rubbed 
until they shone like new.

Father James was coming to say 
the annual Mass at Manor Hill,as the 
priest from Sandy Point had come 
for years too long to reckon ; for 
“ Talbots'," being fully fifteen miles 
from tbe nearest church, had been 
thus honored for generations. Not 
for the price of a new cathedral 
would good Father James slight these 
two old ladies, last of their loyal 
line.

80 once more the big parlor was to 
be transformed into a chapel, tbe 
piano made into an altar, and all that 
was richest and most beautiful in this 
old Catholic home brought out to 
honor the greatest of guests. And, 
as always in tbe past, there was to be 
breakfast served afterwards to all, old 
and young, rich sod poor, white or 
black, who should come fasting to the 
Man.

“ I don’t see how we can manage 
it this year," Miss Susan bad said, 
doubtfully.

(To be continued.)

You cannot always buy 
boots at tbe prices we sell at. 
The reason is our expenses 
are small and we give the 
people the benefit of the sav
ing. Cone to us for your 
next pair.—J. B. McDonald 
and Co.
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E. F- RYAN, B.i,
BARRISTER & ATTORNEY,

GEORGETOWN, P. E. ISLAND

March 29, 1905.

PillS
Hare Restored Thousands of 

C&n&diaji Women to 
i Health and Strength.

There is no need for bo many women to 
suffer pain and weakness, nervousness, 
sleeplessness, anremia, faint and dizzy 
spells and the numerous troubles which 
render the life of woman a round of sick
ness and suffering.

Young gills budding into womanhood, 
who suffer with pains and headaches, and 
whose face is pale and the blood watery, 
will find Milburn's Heart and Nerve 
Pills help them greatly during this period.

Women at the change of life, who are 
nervous, subject to hot flushes, feeling of 
pins and needles, palpitation of the heart, 
etc., are tided over the trying time of 
their life by the use of this wonderful 
remedy.

It has a wonderful effect on a woman’s 
system, makes pains and aches vanish, 
brings color to the pale cheek and sparkle 
to the eye.

They build up the system, renew lost 
vitality, improve the appetite, make rich, 
red blood and dispel that weak, tired, 
listless, no-ambition feeling.

ALL DEALERS.
The T. Hllburn Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont

JOHN T. HELLISH, M. A., LL.B
BMISH and \TT0RNEY-A -L W,

VOTARY PUBLIC, RTC.
I HARDiTTETOWN, P. E. ISHJID.

Office—London House Building,

Collecting, oonvet anoing, and all 
kinds of Legal business promptly 
■attended to, Invte'menls made on 
beet aecuriiy. Money to Loan.

Prince Edward Island’s

Greatest Tailoring
-------A. 3XT3D-------

Furnishing House.
HAVE YOU THOUGHT ABOUT YOUR

®orson âJ,ÿ Spring and Summer Suit ?
If so it will pay you to examine our prices before ordering.

Brown’s Block, Cba'ljttetown, P.E.l

MONEY TO LOAN.
Solicitors for Royal Bank of Canada

Jobs A Mathieson, K .C.—Ænias A BcDetuld

MISOBL.I» AUBOTTS ■

The witness looked youthful, and 
appeared to be rather uncomfortable 
too. Consequently tbe counsel as
sumed his most imposing manner.

“ You describe yourself as a writer 
he began.

“ Yes, sir.”
“What kiad of a wricer? A sign- 

writer?"
No, sir.”

“ A ticket-writer ?"
“ No, sir."
“ Not an author ?"
“ Partly, sir."
“What do you mean, sir, by 

‘ partly ’ ?"
“ I’m in father’s office, sir. He's 

a money-lender, and I’m the author 
of alt the sharp letters to backward 
borrowers. If you remember, I sent 
you one last week, sir !"

End of cross examination.

MESSRS. 0. C. RICHARD’S & CO 
Gents,—I have used your MIN- 

ARD’S LINIMENT in my family 
and also in my stables for years and 
consider it the best medicine obtain
able.

Yours truly,
ALFRED ROCHAV, 

Proprietor Roxton Pond Hotel 
and Livery Stable.

Rexton Pond, July 4, 1901,

“If there is anybody under the 
canister of heaven that I hold in 
utter excresence," says Mrs. Part
ington, “it is a tale-bearer and 
slanderer, going about like a vile 
bia constructor, circulating his cam
omile amongt the honest folks. I al 
ways know one of his phismahogany. 
It- seems as if Belzibob had stamped 
him with his private signal, and 
everything he looks at appears to 
turn yallar." And having uttered 
this somewhat elaborate speech, she 
wrs.seized with a violent fit of cough 
ing and called for some “ demulcent 
drops."

Minard’a Liniment Cures 
Colds etc.

Don't suffer from Rheumatism 
this winter, Milburn’s Rheumatism 
Pills eliminate every atom of the uric 
acid poison from the system and give 
complete relief from pain and suffer
ing.

“ I say, daddy,” began little Tommy, 
"what----- ”

“Ask your mother," answered the 
tired father.

“Well, but it isn't a silly question 
I want to ask you."

“All right," wearily. “What is 
it ?"

“ Well, if the end of tbe world 
was to come, and the earth was de- 
troyed while a man was up in a 
balloon, where would be land when 
he come down ?"

Minard’s Liniment curet 
Distemper.

la aatare'e w«ttc lot 
DIARHHŒA, DYSENTERY. 

CRAMPS, PAIN I* TH1 STOM
ACH, COLIC, CHOLERA MOR
BUS, CHOLERA INFANTUM, 
SEA SICKNESS, aa« a# SUM. 
MEE COMPLAINTS to CUMraa- 
er Alalts.

II» e*»eta are marratUea.
Pleaaaat a»4 KaiBi.it U take. 
RaptS, Reliable aa« Effectuât to Itf

IT HAS BSHM A HOUSEHOLD 
REMEDY FOR NEARLY SIXTY 
TEARS.

PRICE es C ENTS.
Earns BveeriTVTta. Tiaras DAiaaaaoa

Mathieson & MacDonald
Barristers, Solicitors,

Notaries Public, etc. 

Charlottetown, P. E. Island. 
Branch Office, Georgetown, P. E. I. " 

May 10, 1906-yly.

1. i McLean, K.C- fonald McKinnon

McLean & McKinnon
Barristers, Attorneys-at-Law, 

Brown’s Block, Charlottetown

\

T

$500.00
PURCHASE!

"OF THE—

Ames Holden Go’s
S^JVCIPLIEi

Boots#Shoes
All sorts and sizes for Men, 

Women and Children,

All at Cost Price
COME QUICK ^

CONROY,
THE SHOE MAN, 

Pownal Street and Sunnyside, 
Charlottetown.

We buy the cloth direct from the manufacturer, make it 
up in our Tailor Shop and sell direct to the consumer, which 
gives you the full benefit of our Low Prices. Our clothing 
is cut by artists, tailored by skilled workmen. - —

Suits $14.00 and up. *

MEN'S FURNISHINGS
Shirts, Collars, Ties, Underclothing, Braces, Socks, 

Belts, Rain Coats, Umbrellas, Caps, etc.

GORDON & MACLELLAN,
Upper Queet Street, Charlottetown.

JOB WORK
Executed with Neatness and 

Despatch at the Herald 

Office,

Charlottetown, P.|E. Island

Tickets

Dodgers
Posters
Check Books
Receipt Books
Note Heads
Note Books of Hand
Letter Heads

CANADIAN
PACIFI

The
DIRECT
LINE
The
SHORT
ROUTE
To

LEAVES HALIFAX 
8.40 a. m. 

LEAVES ST. JOBS 
6.00 p. m.

Daily except Sunday 
ARRIVE MONTREAL 

8.35 a. m.
Daily except Monday

OTTAWA SLEEPING CAR SERVICE 
RESUMED.

Leaves Montreal 10.10 p. m. 
Paaiengera may remain in Car until 9 a. m.

For particulars and ticket! call on
F. R. PERRY, Acting D. P. A., 

C. P. R., St. John, N. B.

Charlottetown, P. E. Island,
January 27th, 1905 H

Mr. and Mrs. Everybody and Fami'y, 
Anywhere,

Three Counties,
P. E. Island

Friends,—

When in need of Cloth, Tweeds, Home
spuns, Yarns, Stockinette, Suits, Pants and Over
coats, Horse Rugging, Double Width Flannel 
(all wool or cotton and wool, white or grey.) The 
kind to get is that made by Messrs. J. A. Hum
phrey & Son, Ltd., of Moncton, whose factories, 
BY USING WOOL AND LEAVING OUT 
THE SHODDY, have won for their goods a 
reputation not surpassed by any like concern in 
Canada.

Ask your dealer for this make and in 
SIST UPON,, getting it. You can by examining 
the ticket on goods shown you assure yourself 
that it is the genuine article If your dealer 
does not keep these goods and is not willing to 
get them for you write us direct and we will mail 
you samples and prices, or any other information 
required. Of course if convenient a personal 
call will be profitable for you and pleasant for 
us.

Yours truly,

HUMPHREY CLOTHING STORE, 

Charlottetown.

A. Winfield Scott, Manager.

P. 0. Box 417. Phone 63.

TEE TAILOR!
— OF* —

P. E. Island.

THE GOOD DRESSER
Is usually a man of refine

ment. Hia Wardrobe con
sist of the following

Evening Dress Clothes.
Tuexeda Coat.

Worsted and Scotch Tweed Suit. 
Fall and Winter Overcoat.
Extra Pants, etc.

As we tailor and shape these 
garments you have a garment of 
perfection

JOHN McLEOD & CO.
Merchant Tailor.s


