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ta!n dart Brti allant night.
WWh 1the heavy 1

* wtl7lh»a!d ywfdyiu« chime ;

Have 4M In lhe Impotence uf thought 
The slew advance and the backward step, 

la the ragged path we have striven to climb;

Whal are we wow ? ah! what had we basa t
Had we hoarded time with the miser's gold. 

Btiivtng. our honest meed U> win.
Through the summer s heat and the winter's

Shrieking from naught that the world would do;
PwortBg naught but the touch of crime ; 

Laboring, struggling, all seasons through ;
And knowing no wasted time.

The years that pass, come not again.
The things that die no I tie renew 

But e'en from the rust of times cankering chain.
This golden truth is glimmering through ;

That to him who learns from errors past.l 
And turns away with strength sublime.

And makes each year outdo the last.
There Is no wasted time

THE WRONG MAN
BY THE HON. MBS. A. MONTGOMERY,

Author of “ Mine Own Familiar Friend.'

*mèj her ToAoa. aba mid.
Toe keow, ■other. I bave bo po 

alter my father's will, even If I wished to 
do so. which I do not. And though, of
coarse. U la In one sense la.my power to 
make you a present of these things 
which he has distinctly toft to me. yet be 
yood a certain limit I should not think it 
right to sçt in n way phich would nulify 
hit intentions. I am only too happy you 
should consider as belonging to yourself 
such tilings as you have been in the habit of 
appropriating to your personal use; but 
when it oomee to a question of the family 
portraits—and. I may add. all the other pic 
lures in the house, most of which are very 
valuable—I could not consent to their being 
diverted from the place my father evidently 
intended them to occupy. No doubt he felt 
1 should marry—probably he hoped 1 should 
have children, and he wished those pictures 
to go to his posterity.’

• But, when I tell you. Camille, that he 
never meant it so—that be told me many 
years ago that these pictures would always 
be mine—when I amure you of this, bow

sound of young voices and the rustic of s 
•ilk drees vanished through e doer opposite. 
Cumiils hud undertaken a task of no alight 
difficulty. She wanted to know what site 
could do. what aba ought to do; and she 
desired to arrive at this knowledge wltlmut 
saying a word which might seem diare 
specifuI towards her unhappy mother It 
would have taken a great deal to create 
surprise in Monsieur Bonuechoso at any­
thing on the part of Madame Vonderblanc, 
He had known her from her marriage, i»nd 
lie had judged her accurately then, in spite 
of all her juvenile charms. Further < 
perlence had shown him the shallowness of 
her heart and the depth of her duplicity.

Still it was some time before Camille's 
ill-defined statements and rather vague 
questions roused his suspicions to the full 
extent of the iniquity that was going on. 
He very wisely forbore giving expression to 
any sentiment of horror and disgust until 
he made himself master of the whole case. 
Had he done so Camille would have taken 
fright and closed the interview. By de­
gress he gained from her s statement of all 
her mother's demands, an account of the

can you be so blind and so cruel as not to labels and a list of tbe articles, so far as ber

CHAPTER XII.—(Coxtimukd.)
Madeline began to feel that, though set­

ting from the beat motives, she was showing 
a certain degree of weakness, which might 
become culpable. And yet. on tbe other 
hand, what was she to do? She could not 
tight with ber mother over every article of 
furniture and every picture in tbe house. 
She had yielded point after point, till 
gradually evorthing that was valuable was 
going from her. It was only the day before 
that Madame Vonderblanc had sent Camille 
from the drawing-room to ber boudoir, to 
look for a missing piece of work. In hunt­
ing for it, Camille had to open a drawer in 
her mother’s writing-table, and, to her sur­
prise. had found a number of smaltolipe of 
paper, written upon in ber mother's hand to 
this effect: ‘ Th>s was given to me by the 
Baron in 18—.' Another: * This was a gift 
from my daughter after her father’s death.' 
She wondered what it could mean, and why 
so many should have been prepared. But 
at the very moment when the conversation 
about the six family portraits had taken 
place tbe succeeding day, Camille had found 
the key to the mystery. She had heard her 
mother desire her maid to bring her a cup 
of paste—which also had astonished Camille 
for she knew her mother was not in the 
habit of using her still pretty white hands 
for much beyond a piece of fancy work. As, 
however. Camille took ber seat in ber 
mother's boudoir, work in band, abe bad 
drawn towards her a remarkably beautiful 
small table, of very line marquetry, and in 
doing so something sticky had clung to her 
fingers. She looked to see what it was. 
and found it was one of ber mother's labiés, 
on which was written, * This work-table was 
given me by my daughter. Camille,' and it 
was dated the day previous.

As she read these ominous words, she 
raised her eyes to her mother, and gazed 
with mingled compassion and anguish at 
the small delicate features encased in ex­
quisite lace, and the half-closed blue eyes. 
In which still lingered an almost infantine 
look of innocence and sweetness. And then 
to think that that pretty face was but a mask 
to cover the most sordid avarice, the most 
uucrupuluous greed—for there, by lier side 
on a table beyond the chair, where ber 
mother was sitting, was the cup of paste, 
and the brush all ready to go round the 
tbe house, and apply more of those lying 
little labels to every valuable in it, including 
the six family portails.

Camille had felt quite sick with a vague 
horror. She began to perceive that, unless 
something was done to put an end to this 
system, it would soon be too late. Though 
she was at heart anxious to gratify ber 
mother to the utmost extent of her power, 
yet she revolted at'the idea of such a scheme 
being allowed to succeed, as if it were a 
righteous act ; aatHhe began to apprehend 
that if she did not take some step at once, it 
might possibly, for aught she knew, be soon 
out of her power to obtain any redress. 
Those little labels of her mother's might be 
as powerful as the law, even If she bad re­
course to it—an eventuality whch she felt 
would be utterly out of the question, happen 
what might.

She Was also influenced by another reflec 
lion. It might be right for her to put up with 
any amount of injustice from her mother, 
and eke might easily resign herself to the cou- 
neqeeeoes. Bet. on the other hand, and In 
tbs first piece, ber father's wishes were ab­
solutely sacred to ber; and in tbe next, she 
had promised herself to Henri Le Maître 
and that promise had been ratified by, her 
father. From that hour, when she had felt 
herself to be solemnly affianced to him. she 
had to consider hto Interests as mixed up 
with her own. Tbe valuables in tbe bouse, 
like, Hm test of hfir fortune, were here act­
ually, bet hie prospectively. Moreover, 
Madame Vonderblanc. In ber anxiety to 
■vfca good bet claims, had need expressions 
of too serious a nature to bo allowed to pose 
unchallenged. She bad said .that her hoe- 
band had and* hto will when not|coneck>ui 
of what he woe doing, and under tbe In 
fluiBtt Trf others. She knew very well that 
whet she said was false, end probably she 
did nee half mean it. Bet there w

tbe amount of

for anyand that to Uw emmet foi
amount of frtoe sweeting.

A-gmSeilo **

■ad «h. Ml egbeet •» the terrible portion ia
. « *»P"-

■a. aad allow
While

see that it is to me, and to me alone, 
they odght to belong? ’

* To that, mother, I have only one answer 
to make—my father’s written testament is 
sacred. I cannot lay it aside In favor of 
some words spoken many years ago, which 
I never heard, and which even you do not 
pretend he ever repeated. But it to intense­
ly painful, mother, to have this discussion 
with you, and I think it would be better to 
call in a third person. Tv-morrow I will 
tec Monsieur Bonnecbose. As my father’s 
trusted man of business for the last thirty 
years, he will be able to advise me.’

The words had no sooner passed her lips 
than she saw her mother's whole counten­
ance change. She started from her chair 
with a rapidity very little in keeping with 
the appearance of an invalid, which she 
had maintained all day. She defied Camille 
to send for Monsieur llonnechoec, and up­
braided her for daring to talk of putting a 
lawyer between her mother and her herself 
—all of which Was very absurd, since the 
whole business bad passed through Mon­
sieur Bonnecbwe’s bands, and she was per­
fectly well aware that he was retained in 
the same position toward ber daughter 
which he bad held with ber husband. In 
vain Camille endeavored to soothe her. 
Nothing list she could say, short of assuring 
her that the pictures and nil else she fancied 
should be given up to ber, had the slightest 
effect. She ended in a flood of tears, and a 
violent nervous attack, to minister to which 
her maid was sent for, and the rest of the 
day was passed in the reality of tbe head­
ache she had stimulated before, and in its 
alleviation by morphine drops.

Camille was ordered out of her presence 
before it had reached this stage, and for­
bidden to appear again that day. She left 
the room with a heavy heart, feeling very 
lonely and very friendless in tbe midst of 
her wealth. She remained for some time 
thinking over what had passed, and en­
deavoring to decide on some course of 
action. She shrank more than words could 
express from the thought of exposing her 
mother even to Monsieur Bonnecbose, to 
whom, of course, Madame Vonderblanc's 
eccentricities were no novelty. Yet that 
was the only chance she had of putting a 
stop to this persecution, or of protecting 
lier self from being driven, partly by a sense 
of duty towards lier mother, and partly 
from sheer weariness, into doing or promis­
ing something which she might afterwards 
greatly regret.

While thus meditating on the difficulties 
of her position, it struck her that, whether 
or not she sent for Monsieur Bonnecbose, it 
would be as well, first of all, lo ascertain 
whether her mother had really endeavored 
to authenticate her claim to other articles in 
the house, or whether, a* fhe hoped, it had 
merely been a particular lbnging to 
that one table which had led to tbe paste 
and the labels. She rose immediately and 
went through the suite of rooms described 
before, directing her steps to the more 
valuable objets d'art, or pieces of furniture.

Great was her surprise, not unmixed with 
disgust, at finding five out of every ten with 
a label, posted somewhere out of sight,, to 
the effect that the article in question had 
been given her by the Count, or bad always 
been hers, or had been made over to her by 
Camille herself^

!n some instances Camille could remem­
ber some allusion to the object being made 
by her mother to her in conversation ; and 
■he thought that very possibly she had 
committed herself by the reply that she 
hoped her mother would keep what she 
wanted, or words to that effect. But in 
many cases she felt that any allusion to the 
removal of the thing in question out of the 
house would have roused her at once to a 
sense of her peril, and have opened her 
eyes to ber mother’s real intentions.

By the time she had arrived at this con 
firm at ion of all her worst fears, she was in 
a fever of anxiety and excitement, outraged 
by her mother's detestable conduct, and yet 
feeling the greatest reluctance to oppose 
ber, mingled with the apprehensions that, 
unless abe did something now to slop her, 
matters would grow from bad to worse, 
and that some accident might then reveal 
to ber friends and relations what bad been 
going on and the scandal become public. 
She felt she must have advice on the sub­
ject, and that she could brook no delay. 
There was no fear of her mother’s calling 
for her again that day. The evening was 
cloning in. She would no longer find M. 
Bonnecbose at hto office, therefore she would 
go to hto private bouse. It would be too 
Isle If she waited for the carriage to 
around, so she would take her maid and go 
le e hired conveyance.

When arrived m the bourn she août her 
■eld In with n marnage to tbe 
*• wished to we Wm oe » «setter of Ue- 
porteiee, If he could give her five minutes 

This wee e

memory served her, to which they were 
already affixed—also an account of the raid 
she was premeditating on her family 
portraits

When she bad finished, she felt her blood 
turn cold at the voice of concentrated in­
dignation and horror with which M. Bonne- 
chose alluded to the incident. He assured 
her she done quite right in telling him all, 
and that be had now only to request she 
would leave the matter entirely in his 
bands, and without making any reference 
to her, or divulging the fact that she bad 
sought his protection, be would act in such 
a manner as to see that justice was done. 

Camille grew positively alarmed.
• But, Monsieur Bonnecbose.* she ex- 

exclaimed, * I cannot admit of anything 
which will humiliate my mother. I am 
most anxious she should take everything 
she wishes for, within reason. It is only 
that I could uol bear to feel that, in cer­
tain matters to which I know my dear 
father attached great importence (perhaps 
an undue importance), his wishes were not 
carried out to the letter. I believe that to 
be a duty. In all lesser matters—every 
where, in short, where it is possible—let 
my poor mother do as she likes.'

Monsieur Bonnecbose fully appreciated 
her filial feelings, and promised to respect 
them so far as they did not interfere with 
right and justice; but he urged that be, too, 
had a duty towards his former esteemed 
friend, and that Camille had now nothing 
to do but to stand aside and leave him

' Bo assured, my dear young lady,’ he 
added in a very softened voice, ' in all I do 
I shall remember that Madame Yonder 
blanc was my dear friend’s wife, and your 
mother.

‘ But wbat will you say to my mother? 
It shocks me so to think what I may have 
brought upon her ; and you must remember 
there Is much excuse to be made for her. 
She probably never expected otherwise 
than to be sole mistress of everything for 
her life-time.

' She expected nothing ot the sort, my 
dear young lady. She know a great deal 
better than that. Leave it all to me. To­
morrow I shall call on Madame, and I shall 
see her, whether or not she is well 
enough to leave her room. The probabili­
ty is that she will never distress you by 
speaking to you of my visit. And I give you 
my word that, as you do me the honor to 
consider me as your adviser in this painful 
matter, I will sanction your meeting 
Madsme’s views in everything where I 
think you can do it without running counter 
to what your late father would have

Camille was obliged to be content with 
this assurance, and retui ned homo to pass 
an agitated and sleepless night.

The next day she went to her mother's 
room, to inquire after her health, but was 
met at the door by her maid with a message 
from Madame Vonderblanc, to the effect 
that, as she was still suffering from con 
siderable agitation, she begged Camille 
would defer her visit until sent for. Ca 
mille was depressed and anxious the whole 
morning, nod spent as many hours as 
possible of the afternoon out of the house.

On her return she found that Monsieur 
Bonneohoso had been with Madame Voo- 
derblanc, and had left a note for herself. It 
was very short, and merely begged her to 
think no more of what had passed, giving 
her to understand that she would not be tor­
mented any more about the pictures, and 
that he would see her on some future day 
with regard to the few things that Madame 
was anxious should be given up lo ber. 
Camille wont to look at those articles of or­
namental furniture on which she had seen 
the labels only she day before. With a few 
exceptions they were all removed. Who 
had done it? The only person she could 
well ask was her father's faithful valet, and 
of him she inquired whether her mother had 
been down stairs that day. Yea, Madame 
bad coma down stairs with Monsieur Boune- 
choee, and bad afterwards retired to her 
room, where Julie, her maid, had said 
Madame had hail another nervous attack, 
and had especially forbidden anyone being 
admitted.

Several days passed, and Madame Von 
derblanc still kept her room, and still re- 
fused to admit her daughter.

Camille was In despair, and was on the 
point of making up her mind to call again 
on Monsieur Bonneoboee, and tell him tfiht 
•he could bear It no longer, that some re­
conciliation most be brought about, even at 
tbe price of the family pictures, when 
Madame Vonderblanc suddenly made ber 
appean

She came Into the room where Camille 
was sitting, dressed, to go out driving. In 
the rtoheet mourning that ooeld be aoaorded 
le a widow, and with a cloak trimmed with 
magnificent dark «able.

nation. But from that day she be- 
swam that her mother bad made np

her mind to a certain line of action, which 
time only gradually developed.

It wae evident she bad loet her hope of 
becoming the possessor of tbe tilings she 
bad so much coveted, aad fur tbe future eh* 
separated herself In a tacit manner from all 
sympathy with Camille, and from taking 
more share than she could posklbly 
avoid in her common life. She frequently 
ordered her meals to be served in ber own 
boudoir, and at unusual hours, without any 
apparent reason for doing so. She effected 
a kind of forced gaily in Camille's presence ; 
and studiously avoided any allusion to the 
past, or any inquiries with reference lo the 
future.

By degrees the Prince Laviatoski was 
more than ever with her. He frequently 
shared the dinners which, without ^notice 
given to Camille, she chose to have served 
in ht?r own apartment, and from which 
Camille was excluded. The pour girl’s 
position was becoming every day more 
painful and more awkward ; while her 
mother's conduct began lo be publicly 
spoken of in a manner very distressing to 
lier daughter, who was taught to feel that 
ber own bouse was no borne for her, nod to 
look about anxiously for some indication of 
wbat she ought to do iu tbe harassing posi 
lion in which she found herself. Some 
weeks elapsed, and then tbe course of 
events, and tbe workings of ber own mind, 
seemed alike to point out a possible way of 
temporary escape from the misery of ber 
home.

tag hereelf the object of I

CHAP mi XI11.
At tbe time that Camille’s home-trials 

were pressing hardest upon her. she was 
also without the consolation of receiving 
any letters from Henri I>e Maître. Weeks 
had passed, and she could get no tidings of 
him. lie had written to her on first joining 
the army, and had promised to continue 
giving lior'information of his whereabouts 
as often as possible; adding, however, that 
if she did not receive bis letters, she was 
not to be over anxious, but to attribute it to 
the fact of the war.

In vain Camille endeavored to surpreas 
ber uppeeheusions that some evil had be 
fallen him. It wore her spirits, and sapped 
her cVdrage, making her other troubles 
ImrJer to bear, and ber mother's frivolous 
ami indecorous conduct insupportable. Nor 
bad she the consolation of tbe Abbe Sire's 
sympathy and advice, for he had some time 
previously carried out his intention of join 
iug nn ambulance, nod devoting himself to 
tbe spirirunl succor of the wounded. An 
excellent lady, with tbe command of con­
siderable wealth, had consecrated herself to 
the same good work, and had taken with 
her several other ladies from Brussels and 
other places. She was then at the head of 
her ambulance outside the walls of Metz, 
and very severe and trying was tbe work 
that fell to her share. Tbe Abbe Sire bad 
accompanied bur. Just at the moment 
wbei* Camille was becoming most anxious 
to escape, at least for a time, from her 
borne, Madame Beckoven—for that was her 
name—bad sent one of her companions 
to Brussels, to endeavor to find a few more 
ladies willing to join them, and so diminish 
tbe labor which was becoming too arduous 
for herself and ber small party.

Camille heard of this scheme, and. having 
some acquaintance with the lady who had 
come on this eraud, she went to call upon 
lier,1 with a considerable sum in her hands, 
as an offering iu the charitable cause; but 
when that bad beeu accepted, with a pro­
fusion of thanks, she astonished the lady by 
proffering her request to be allowed to accom 
puny ber to Metz. Every reason against 
it was vividly put before her—her youth, 
the arduousuoss of the task, the danger from 
contagious disease, the anxiety her absence 
would cause her mother, even if ber con­
sent could be gained, and much more.

Camille had her own reasons for know­
ing that almost anything which took her 
away from home at that moment would 
meet with her mother’s approval. It was 
agony to Camille to see how little her 
father’s memory was respected—how soon 
the gay. though we cannot quite call her the 
young, widow had forgotten the past, and 
was only too obviously awaitiug for the 
future; which future she intended should 
arrive as soon as a certain amount of defer 
ence to public opinlou made it possible 
At the same time, she foresaw that Madame 
Vonderblanc would feel herself obliged to 
appear adverse to her daughter’s extraor­
dinary proposition, and therefore Camille 
was anxious to settle everything about her 
departure before speaking to her mother ou 
the subject, just leaving time for the farce 
of pretended opposition, tears, and hysterics.

It turned out exactly as Camille had pre­
dicted. She had assured Madame Becko- 
veu’s delegate that she would not, of course, 
leave home without her mother’s consent ; 
and, having been gladly though condition­
ally accepted as a useful coadjutor, she re­
turned home tp broach the question to 
Madame Vonderblanc. At first nothing 
could be more vehement than the opposition 
she had to encounter; but it soon subsided, 
and from the moment of giving ber daugh­
ter permission to follow her own Inclin­
ation, she found herself in the possession of 
that invaluable gift, a standing grievance. 
Nothing was more precious and tndispen- 
sable to Madame Vonderblanc than this; If 
one did not come of Itself, it must be created. 
But this was a perfect god-eend—so capable 
of universal appreciation, so likely to enlist 
the sympathies of ever body, and so sure of 
adding to that halo of sentiment which 
Madame Vonderblanc was always anxious 
to appear surrounded with in the public eye.

»Ule prepared her modest luggage— 
jaat what she could unaided, lift In aad 
out Of the railway carriage, far In war-time 
portors are am to be counted on; and, with 
considerable contributions prepared In cans 
of need, where thn demands must bn so large, 
•be modestly enrolled hereelf with the four 

re other volunteers, aad set forth on 
her journey towards the beleaguered oily el

lo a letter; bet she assured him that, wbea 
they should meet, she would he able to 
make It es evldeel to him as It was to her- 

at she was doing right; end. fell of 
the generous impulse which animated her, 

or for a second occurred to Irr the* 
the Aobe might lake another view of the 

lection.
He answered ber letter immediately, 

strongly dissuading her from coming, and 
hinting rather vaguely at certain rei 
which ought to prevent her from doing so, 
end which be evidently seemed to think she 

be aware of. That letter I 
Ml Camille. She was therefore very 

much surprised when, on ber arrival at tbe 
ambulance, after being enthusiastically re­
ceived by Madame Beckoven, sbe met with 
but a cold greeting from the Abbe. For a 
moment abe imagined that be had not got 
the letter announcing her intention, and that 
perhaps be was a little hurt at her having 
taken so serious a step without any refer- 
ence to his opinion or advice. But when 
in answer to her question of whether be bad’ 
received it, he replied : * Certainly ; and 
did not you got mine, entreating you not to 
lake a atop which was so likely to coin 
promise you with your friends?’ Camille 
started.

• I bave had no letter from you since you 
left Brussels. But why should my doing 
wbat more than ball a-doxeu unmarried 
ladies have done, at tbe same time and 
under similar circumstances, compromise 
me in any way? Your words are an enigma

Ho looked at her steadily for a moment, 
without replying; but sbe did not flinch, 
she did not blush—her countenance 
pressed only surprise and enquiry. He ap­
peared somewhat re-assured, and changing 
bis tone, merely asked how sbe tind obtained 
ber mother’s consent, thus giving her tbe 
desired opportunity of laying open all her 
motives. As she continued her explana­
tion, the cloud over his countenance passed 
away ; especially when, in answer to his 
rather sudden inquiry of whether she bad 
heard lately from Henri l>e Maître, alio re 
pried simply :—* Alas, no. It is many, many 
weeks since I have bad a letter. Nor bare 
I the least idea where he is. It causes me 
the greatest anxiety. But I trust to put 
aside this thought, as well as many others, 
in assiduous efforts for the wounded sol­
diers of either camp. It will be an offering 
to Heaven for tbe safety of my friend, 
wherever be may be.’

The Abbe’s manner changed almost in­
stantaneously from a false reserve to bis 
usual kind and paternal way. He perceived 
that Camiie had not the slightest idea of 
what ho knew—namely, that Henry 1^ 
Maitre was within the walls of Metz.

VERY CHEAP.
PERKINS k STERNS

Have now on Sale a complete aeeortment of the

NEWEST AND CHEAPEST GOODS
POUND.TO UK

Dress Goods, Cloths, Flannels,
(ireat Variety, Ncweet Pattern», Latent Styles, etfflv ery Cheap.

tels, Winceys,
, erttTv ery Cheep.

Velvets and Velveteens,
An extraordinary large stock, in Brocade and Plain, in all the new shades 

Better value cannot be found.

&'ilk*, S<ttin*, Ortij*•*, Frit liny*, Kid Glove* and Mitts, dec., dr. 
Fur Lined Cloak*, Dolman*, Jackets, Ulster* and iShawls,

Grey and White Cotton, Cotton Warp, dec.

AN IMMENSE VARIETY OF KNIT WOOL GOODS, 
CARPETS, OIL CLOTHS, ROOM PAPER, Ac., Ac.

October 10, 1883. PERKINS & STERNS.

[TO BE CONTINUED.1

LUMBER!

NEW TEA, NEW FRUIT, AC
Try our New Tea,

IT IN EXTRA.

Half-chests, 5 and 10 lb. Caddies
(Tin» with Horew top»), very choice.

200 boxes Prime Raisins,
200 boxes Choice Figs,
200 barrels No-1 Winter Apples,

2 tons Choice Confectionery,
Flour, Sugar, Molasses, Kerosene 

Oil, &c.,
Wholesale db Retail.

BEER & GOFF.
Charlottetown, Nov. 21, 1883.

PEAKES 3 WHARF,
(I. P. Hogan’» Old Staad).

100,0U0 foot Soâhotiod lino, 1, 11, 1$ and 2 
inch. &t\, Ac.,

100,000 do Hemlock Boards,
100,000 do Spruce dosv
It *1,1100 do Studding, 2x3,3x3,2x5, '2x6, Ac
300,000 Cotlar Shi agios, No. 1,
300,000 Spmoo do.,

20,000 Brick,
10,000 Clapboards, Nos. 1 and 2.

Drusaod Flooring, Scantling, Fencing, 
Codar Posts, Refuse Dual, Ac., and all other 
kinds of Lumber suitable for Building pur-

All tho above to bo sold chump for cash.

L. E. PRO W S E
SELLS TIIE CHEAPEST

READY-MADE CLOTHING
----- AND------

FUR CAPS
ON

Doc. 5.
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L. E. PROWSE,
Sign of the Greet Hat. 74 Queen Street.

BOOLE A 
Office—1‘bake’s Wharf, No. 3.
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apN-ly

Years respectfully, Mas. Ax* O'Baixx." 
14» Sullivan 8t., Sot ^ ---------*-----

SCROFULA
ftuü till scrofulous diseases, Non»*, Erysipe­
las, Ecsema, Hlotchr*. Ringworm. Tu­
mors. Carbuncles, Bolls, and Eruptions 
of the Hltln, are lit* direct result uf an 
impure stale of the blood.

To cure these diseases the blood must bo 
purified, and restored to a healthy and na­
tural ct axil lion. AVKU'S SABSAhABILLA Las 
for over forty years l-acii recognised by emi­
nent medical authorities as the most pow­
erful blood purifier In eslstcuce. It frees 
the system from all foul humors, enriches 
and strengthens the blood, removes all traces 
of mercurial treatment, ami probes Itself a 
complete master of all scrofulous diseases.

A Recent Cars of Scrofulous Sores.
“Some months ego 1 was troubled with 

scrofulous sores (ulcers) on luv legs. Tlie 
limbs were badly swollen and fnlUmcd, and 
the sores discharged large quantities of 
offensive matter. Every remedy I tried 
failed, uutll 1 used A Vita'S Mahmai-ahii.i.a, 
of which I have now taken three bottles, 
with the result that the sores are healed, 
and my general health greatly Improved. 
1 feel very grateful for the good your

~ r. Ml _____________
lew Yog*, dune V4, II

Ef" All persons Interested are Invited 
to coll on Mrs. O’Brian; also upon the 
Rev. Z. I*. Wilds of II Stast 04th hirer!, 
New York City, who will take pleasure 
In testifying to Ike wonderful «dUncy of 
Ayer's Norsoparllln, not only In the cure 
of this Indy, but In his own ones and 
tunny others within his knowledge.

The well-known writer onthe Hostom Herald, 
B. W. BALL, of Jloekesêer, H.H., writes, Jans 
7, ISC:

“ Having suffered severely for some years 
with Kctriua, and having failed to find relief 
from other remedies. 1 have nuule use, during 
the past three months, of A Vick's Sa as a CA­
MILLA. which lias effected a rompitU core. 
I consider It a magnificent remedy for all 
blood diseases.''

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla
stimulates and regulates the action of the 
dlgefUve and assimilative organs, renews 
and strengthens the vital forces, and speedily 
cures Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Rheuma­
tic Pant, Catarrh, Oiansl Debility, and 
all diseases arising from an Impoverished or 
corrupted condition of the blood, aud a weak­
ened vitality.

It is Incomparably the cheapest blood medl 
clue, on account of Its concentrated strength, 
and great power over disease.

MUIPABSD BY
Dr. J.C. Ayer A Co., Lowell, Mess.
•old ky nil Druggists; ^ric* g|, sD buttles

WANTED I
SOME keg roaad Heeleek Weber lee 

ptiee. Alee, e lei Waned Lege.
Afte »

V. W. HALB8.
JaaeLlHS-U gteawkar.Oe

PARSONSSSf PILLS
And will completely change the Ussd In the entire system In three mantha Any 
person who will toko 1 Fill seek night from 1 to It weeks, may he restored to sound 
hsnlth. If snsh a thing hs possible. For Female Complaints thsss Fills hase ne agaaL 
Physiciens use them tor tho ewe ef LITER and KIDNEY dimnem. Bold svsr/wh—. 
or sent by mall tor M& In Stamps, Circulars free. I. 8 JOHN SOM A CO.. Berts*. Uses.

ftYNKUNUIKXT l/sr A

I lives scat fit* by mail 
I Hiwveutlou u tetter the 

? CUBES Urtusna*. Bteedteg 
u. Dysentery, t notera Herbe,
fl. s. JOHNSON A CO.. Bee

.It is a well-known fast that most ef Ike 
floras ami Cattle Powder sold la this mm- 
irr te worthless; that «terMeaU Chadttten■■■■MAKE HENS LAY
5m8SBr6B5UlfCIHFit@®5ESEP
The North British & Mercantile

FIRE & LIFE INSURANCE CODAIT
Of Edinburgh A London—Established in 1809.

Subecribed Capital........... $9,733,332
Paid up Capital.................1,216,666

TRANSACTS KVKRY DESCRIPTION OF

FIRE, LIFE & ANNUITY BUSINESS
on tbe moet favorable term». Loanee settled with 

promptitude and liberality.
rats DBFARTxaarr.

Reeerved Fuude (irrespective of paid up Capital) over $6,000.000.00 
Insurances effected at the lowest current rates.

Accumulated Fund» (irrespective of paid up Capital) over
$12,000,000.

Nine-tenth» of the whole profits of the Life Branch belong to the
Awured.

Profits of previous quinquennium divided among Policy Holder», 
$1,658,600,00.

New and Reduced Premiums for the Dominion of Canada.

Copie» of the Annual Report, Prospectus, and every information,
may be obtained at the Pilaw Edward Maad In

January $, 1883—yr

, Ns. 86 Water

GEO. W. DeBLOIS,
General Agent.


