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Calendar for May, 1995.

Moon’s Phases.

New Moon 4d., 9b., 50m. e. m.
First Quarter 12d., Ob., 46m. a m. 
Fall Moon 18d., 3b , 36m p. m 
Last Quarter 25d., 8b., 50m. p. m.

Dsy : 
sf

Week
Sub
Rises

Sa*
Sets

Mssb

Rises
High
Water

tl. m. h m h. in. b. m.
Mon. 5 C6 7 21 3 58 8 22
Taee. 6 06 7 22 4 14 8 57
Wed 6 03 7 23 4 52 9 30
Tbur 5 02 7 24 sets 10 01
Frid. 6 00 7 25 8 20 10 28
Sat. 4 59 7 26 9 19 10 66
Sun. 4 67 7 28 10 16 0 Oi

4 56 7 29 11 Oft 0 44
Taee. 4 54 7 31 11 57 1 32
Wed. 4 63 7 32 2 24
Tbur. 4 62 7 33 0 40 3 20
Frid. 4 60 7 34 I 20 4 21
Sat. 4 49 7 35 1 56 6 28
8un. 4 48 7 36 2 31 6 30
Mon 4 47 7 37 3 04 7 27
Tnee. 4 46 7 38 3 38 8 16
Wed. 4 45 7 40 4 13 8 58
Tbur. 4 44 7 41 riepf 9 39
Frid. 4 43 7 42 8 33 10 16
Sat. 4 42 7 43 9 37 10 51
8un. 4 41 7 44 10 33 0 07
Mon. 4 40 7 45 11 21 0 53
Tries. 4 39 7 46 a.m. 1 41
Wed. 4 38 7 47 0 02 2 31
Thnr. 4 37 7 48 0 36 3 2-
Frid. 4 36 7 49 1 09 4 15
Sat. 4 36 7 50 1 36 5 09
Sao. 4 35 7 61 2 03 6 01

.Mon. 4 35 7 52 2 2“ 6 49
Taee. 4 34 7 53 2 55 7 32
Wed. 4 33 7 64 3 24 8 11

Lw
Water

b.m.
8 47
9 28 

10 07
10 45
11 22
lï'24
11 57
12 35

1 23
2 26 
3 49
5 14
6 38
7 54
8 52
9 43

10 32
11 20

1127 
12 05 
12 47

1 34
2 28
3 38
4 58 
6 16
7 22
8 14
9 01

The Last Scene.
BT HOPE WILLIS.

Breathless the air, lurid the sun, 
Through black-edged storm»olouds 

dimly breaking ;
From their cold death-sleep, one by 

one,
Foi ms, long since buried, slowly 

waking.

Trembles the solid earth ! Aghast, 
Men floe; but Woman, softly cry

icg.
Clings to the gibbet to the last, 

Watching her Son and Saviour 
dying.

Above the Cross a dense black cloud, 
Glooms, quivers, breaks, and then 

enfolds Him
As in a luminous, pale shroud,— 

Thus at the end doth she behold 
Him 1

Mary, His Mother, patient, sweet.
Of all earth's mothers bravest 

■'hearted !
Now she may rest her aching feet,— 

The World’s redeemer hath de
parted 1

—Ave Maria.

TIB Ups Ml Does or

BY MART T. WAGGAMAN.

(Fiom the Ave Maria.)

I.—AN INTBRRÜPTED STORY.
It had been a merry Christmas 

week, even in the wide white corri
dors and bare rooms of St. Vincent's 
Asylum. Fifty new blue dresses 
had been donned in honor of the 
beautiful feast, fifty new raffled ap 
rone pinned into place; fifty plump 
stockings filled with goodies to the 
brim,

Santa Claus himself, loaded with 
a big sack of nuts and apples, had 
dropped into the playroom, to the 
shrieking delight of the little tots, 
who were not wise enough to reoog 
nize Stxton O’Grady's nose and eyes 
beneath the cap and wig.

There had been turkey and apple- 
dumpling for dinner three times at 
least ; and a party—quite a real 
party,—when their beautiful lady 
mother had come over in a big 
•leigh, tinkling with bells, and 
brought every girl a present tied up 
in bright ribbons; and there had 
been singing and dancing, followed 
by ioe-oieam in three colors, and 
cakes aid candy to match. Last 
but not least Father Flynn had taken 
the whole asylum to the Z10. There 
it was Marjorie bad met with the 
misfortune for which she was doing 
penance this New Year’s Eve 
Wild with delight at the frosty free
dom of the snowy slopes, she had 
lost both head and footing in a wild 
race down a slippery hill, and rent 
her new blue skirt against an unseen 
barbed fence. Angela had sentenced 
her to “ bard labor’’ in the wardrobe 
room until the jigged tear was darn
ed.

But there were worse places on a 
wintry afternoon than St. Vincent’s 
wardrobe rooV, with its big stove 
glowing cheer ly, its p lis of swrel- 
emelling linen fresh irom the 1 .undry 
wailing the sorting, and N ira to 
talk with,—Nora who bad darned 
and patched t>nd mended and made, 
under Sis'er Mary Ann’s teaching, 
for many more yetis Ilian Mnjtiie 
ooull cent .

And the ft i y trnohed Goldenhair 
with her win), aid then? Ob, go 
on, Norn, please 1” [.leaded Maijorie.

" Faith and this is a nice way to 
be doieg ycur penance, Ma j trie 
Mayne !’’ 1 ngbed Nora in reply. 
«‘Sister Angela sent you up here to 
mend that skirt and not be listening 
to bl'tiheiing lilk like mine.”

“Ob, I'1 sew,—i’,1 keep rigb' 
on 1” said Ma j ire, hastily pickior 
op her neglected l*sk. “ But don’ 
at >p, Nora. We can talk just tb- 
sunt It’s bel day time yet, and 
8 ster Ang Is so \ mind "

“ I’m not so sure of that,” e-iid 
Nora, with a t-udden recall to tb. 
stem path of virtue. ‘ It’s the 
t'e-icd lives of the saints I ought to 
be giving you instead of fairy fool-

Achlng Joints
In the flngen, toes, arms, and other 
parts of the body, are joints that are 
inflamed and iwollen by rheumatism— 
that acid condition of the blood which 
affecte the muscles also.

Sufferers dread to move, eepeeiall) 
after sitting or lying long, and their 
condition ie commonly worse in wet 
weather.

“I suffered dread toll y from rheumatism 
but have been completely cured by Bood’i 
Sarsaparilla, for which I am deeply grate- 
fuL" Mile Fajutczs Sierra, Prescott, Oat.

“ I had aa attack of tbs grip which lett me 
weak and helpless and suffering from rheu
matism. I began taking Hood’s Sarsaps 
rilta and this medicine has entirely curve 
me. I have no hesitation In saying It saved 
my life." H. J. McDonald, Trenton. Ont.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Removes the cinee of rheumatism—no 
outward application can. Take it.

ishnese, as Sister Mary Ann was 
saying only last night.”

“ O Nora, no—no, please ! I love 
to hear about fairies and wands and 
enchanted oas'leg,” said Marjorie, 
breathlessly. “I dream about them 
afterward—euoh beautiful dreams— 
that I am away ( ff, under big trees, 
with flowers growing all around me, 
and there is a marble palaoe up on 
the hill, and I have on a lace dress 
and a gold crown,"

“The Lord save ns 1" exclamtd 
Nora. “I have no right to be put
ting such dreams into your head, 
Marjorie dear. They’ll do you no 
good, you poor lone orphan 1"

“ Ob, yes, they will, too—they 
do I" And the blue skirt slid un 
noted to the floor, and Marj rie hug
ged her knees with her clasped 
hands, and spoke eagerly. “ I like 
to dream that I’m not an orphan at 
all, but a beautiful lady like Mrs. 
Grosvenor. Where could she have 
got those real true violets, when 
everything is covered with snowr”

“ In Gold Garden," laughed Nora, 
as she bit off her thread. “ There's 
nothing you can't find in Gold Gar
den, when you have the gate key—" 

“ Marjorie I" called a clear, calm 
voice in the hall without. “ Is Mar
jorie Mayne up here?"

11 Sister Angela," whispered Nora, 
" Pick up that skirt, Marjorie. Sor- 
ra another word will I speak until 
you have every stitch of it done.”

And Marjorie hastily snatched op 
her forgotten task, as Sister Angela’s 
white cornette appeared in the door
way.

Here yon are I Dear me, child, 
isn’t that unlucky dress mended 
yet ?" A slight frown darkened the 
white calm of Sister Angela’s brow. 
“You must put it away for the pre
sent. Mother wants you down
stairs.”

“ Mother ? 0 Sister Angela, what 
have I done now ?"

Nothing, my dear—that is, no 
thing unusual," said the Sister, with 

grave smile. “Maijorie, how 
often have I spoken to you about 
that untidy hair of yours?"

“It just won’t stsy smooth, Sis
ter," replied Marjorie, making an 
ineffectual dab at a mop of red- 
brown curls.

“I don’t suppose it will," said 
Sister Angela, hopelessly. “ But 
that bead will settle yonr fate with 
Miss Talbot. She is a very neat and 
particular old lady, who is looking 
for a little maid to go with her to 
home in the country. Mother wants 
her to see you with the other chil
dren. But you won’t suit her, I 
know.”

And Sister Angela led the way 
down the broad stairs, Marjorie fol
lowing her, breathless and bewil
dered.

A home in the country—in the 
oounrty ! The words were beating 
a tone in Marjorie’s ears. St. Vin
cent’s, standing tall and grim in a 
wilderness of brick and mortar, was 
the only home that Marj >rie had 
ever known. Wisely, tenderly, piti
fully, she had been sheltered there; 
but S'. Vincom’s was poor in all 
but charity.

Brief glimpses of better things had 
come to Marjorie. T-iere had been 
the orphan’s picnic to the great 
woods behind Giosvenor Hall — a 
long day of breathless delight ; there 
had been the excutsion, convoyed by 
Father Flynn, down the river—a 
revelation of bliss unspeakable to 
Marjirie; there bid been the late 
trip to the Zx>, with its snowy slopes, 
its glitteiing grive», its icebound 
stream. Maijorit’s your.g veins 
tingled yet at the rr membranoe of

One Coll aDiflnotw
The season's first cold 

may be slight—may yield 
to early treatment, but the 
next cold will hang on 
longer ; it will be more 
troublesome, too. Un
necessary to take chances 
on that second one. Scott’s 
Emulsion is a preventive 
as well as a cure. Take

SCOTT’S E)HIJL$I0)l
when colds abound and 
you’ll have no cold. Take it 
when the cold is contracted 
and it checks inflamma
tion, heals the membranes 
of the throat and lungs 
and drives the cold out.

Send for free temple.

SCOTT & BOWSE, Chemists
Tarant*, Ont,

•ec.as4Sl.oe ... AU«racftrte

thet sparkling, dazzling, joyous out- 
iog.

A home in the country, among 
breizy hills, waving trees, and broad, 
free meadows. Bur, alas ! as Sister 
Angela had said, she wouldn’t suit at 
all ; and Marjorie’s hopes went down 
in zero aa abe caught sight of the 
drzen little girls waiting in Mother’s 
pat lor—an awe-inspiring apartmenf, 
entered by the children only on sol 
emn ocoaeions. There was a rng 
upon the floor—an unusual and im 
pieseive luxury at St, Vincent’s; 
over the mantel there was a pieiure 
of the good patron saint gathering

■ is helpless little ones around him ; 
there wete three stiff booked chairs, 
and a willow rocker that had served 
as a tribunal ol justice to many a 
juvenile sinner ; there was Mother 
herself, a serene, oslm, quiet pres
nee ; and the lady at her side—a 

lady who was not like Mrs. Gros 
venor at all, as Maijorie realized 
with one swift, disappointed glance. 
She wore neither fnrs nor feathers 
nor fluffs, but a big grey silk bonnet 
and an old»fa-hioned blanket shawl. 
She was tall and thin and a little 
bowed.

As Marjorie paused shyly on tb 
threshold, the lady looked up, and 
her spectacles took in the little wait
ing figure from head to foot. All 
the other girls stood neat and prim 
in their new blue dresses and ruffled 
aprons, smooth hair and shining 
shoes. With a burning conscious 
ness of her deficiencies, Marjorie 
slipped, in half-defiant timidity, to 
Nellie Daene’a side—quiet, kitty-cat 
Nellie, who never had one of her 
white eyelashes out of place.

“ Sister and I are getting old," 
said the visitor, “and we wants 
nice little girl to save our steps and 
be a help and comfort to us. We 
will take good care of her, and 
bring her up to be a happy, useful 
woman."

“ I am sure of it," Mother answer- 
ed, cordially. “There is no one I 
would rather trust with one of onr 
children, Miss Talbot 1 have sent 
for all the little girls over twelve 
years old, that you may take your 
choice. Manor Hill will be a happy 
home for any of them, I know.”

“Stand in line, children—stand in 
line I" called the clear, calm tones of 
Slater Angela. “Then come up one 
by one, so that Miss Talbot can speak 
to each of yon.”

And one by one the little candi
dates filed np to the visitor, who 
shook hands with each and spoke a 
pleasant word. Majorie was the 
last of the line—Marjirie, buroiogly 
conscious of the old skirt and missing 
apron and rebellious looks, but not 
the sort of girl to be crushed by 
these deficiencies. Though it took 
a soldier’s courage, she marched up 
behind Nellie Deane, holding her 
red-brown head as high aa any of the 
rest, and defiantly facing the trying 
situation.

Nellie’s interview with Mias Tal
bot seemed a most approving one.

“ Nellie—Nellie Deane yourname 
is, yon say. You seem a very neat, 
nice-looking little girl."

Nellie smiled and squirmed de. 
lightedly.

“How old are you, Nellie?"
“ Twelve yearn old, ma’am."
“ Would you like to come and be 

my little maid ?"
“ Ob, yes, ma’am, I would like it 

very much indeed 1 It would be a 
blessing, as Sister told us, for s poor 
orphan like me. And I’d try to 
please you, ma'am, and keep my 
plaoe, and do as 1 was bid always, 
ma’am."

“ I think she would," said Sister 
Angela. “ Nellie has never given 
us any trouble. She is a very quiet, 
steady little girl."

“ Which is more than we oao say of 
this young person,” observed Molhet 
ThomasiDS, though her smile wan 
very kind, as she patced Maijuie’s 
curly head.

“ Bless me 1" said Miss Talbot, 
startiug. "What a beauti—I mean 
what a very strong, rosy little girl 1 
Your name, my dear ?"

II Maijorie M 'yno," was the ans 
wer, as the “ little girl” looked 
frankly into the cld lady's wrinkled 
face.

“ Maij >rie," repealed Miss Talbot 
softly. “A very pretty name. 
Would you like to live with me in 
the country, Marjorie ?"

Like it 1, The light that flashed 
into the brown eyes answered Miss 
Talbot, thongh Mirjorie shook her 
curly head I opelesa y.

“ Sister Angela tail I wouldn’t 
suit you at all."

“Why not?” asked Mies Talbot, 
still holding Marj rie's bond, and 
studying the wistful face through 
her gold.rimmed spectacles.

“I’m too—too—what am I, Sister 
Angela ?"

“ Too beediees quite, Miss Talbot, 
said Sister Angels. “ R, rally, I dnn’i 
think we can consider Maijorie at 
all. She is a good-hearted, honest 
little creature,” she oonliuued, as 
Maijorie moved away with the rest; 
“ bnt so thoughtless, restless, full of 
life and mieobiel. She would be no 
comfort to you, I fear."

“An! you would recommend the 
o’hei—the lit Ie white-eyed one— 
what is her name again, plea-e?” 
asked the lady,

“N-Ilie Deane. Yrr, she is very 
gentle and steady — quite a little 
woman already. You would find 
her quite useful I know."

III suppose I would,” remarked 
Miss Talbo', tloughtfrl y. “I have 
no d: ubt I shod I find her useful 
M you say, Sister, But, somehow»

1 don’t fancy her. 1 like the other 
one the best—the last one with the 
mop of auburn curls."

“ No‘ Maijorie Mayne T exclaimed 
Sister Angela, breathlessly ; while the 
good Mother laughed outright.

“ Yes, Marjorie — Marjorie," re 
pealed the old lady, softly. “ I al. 
ways liked the name ; and the child 
has such pretty eyes—such big, brown, 
honest eyes ! We are two dull old 
women at Manor Hill, and we want 
something young and bright and 
cheerful about us; so, if you don’t 
mind, Mother, I will tske little Mar
jorie Mayne"

“ As you please," answered Mother, 
brightly. “ But don’t say we did not
warn you. Get the child ready to go. 
Sister Angela. Miss Talbot has made 
her choice. She will take Marjorie 
Mayne

II.—A First Flight.
Marjorie! Marjirie! Mise Talbot 

has chosen Marjirie Mayne 1”
The shrill, excited chorus that fol

lowed Sister Angela’s annoucoe- 
ment fell like a bewildering buzz on 
Marjorie’s ear. Miss Talbot bad 
chosen her I—her 1 Oh, it could not 
be ! She must be dreaming ! She 
had not heard aright.

But Sister Angela’s voice, always 
clear and calm as the fiat of Fate, 
soon settled matters.

“Ccme upstairs and get your cloth 
es together, Maijorie. Miss Talbot 
wishes to take you away with her at 
once."

And, still feeling as if she were 
not altogether awake, Marjorie found 
herself up in the wardrobe room, 
with Sister Mary Ann folding al! her 
small belongings into a bundle, and 
Nora helping her to don the mended 
skirt and her jacket and hat.

“Murther! murther !" siged Nora. 
“To think of yer being whisked off 
from us all suddint like this I Ye’ll 
not forget me, Maijorie darlint?"

“Ob, never, never I" said Marjorie, 
a big lump rising in her throat. “ I’ll 
always remember you and the beauti 
ful stories you told me, Nora; and 
bow good you were to me—you and 
Mother and the Sisters and every
body. Oh, I don’t think I want to 
go, alter all ! I don’t wan’t to leave 
dear old St. Vincent’s !" And Mar
jorie began to cry.

“ There, there ! whisht, darlint’— 
whisht I " said Nora, wiping her own 
eyes. “ Isn’t it the grand luck lor ye 
to be going to such a fine place, with 
holy Ohristiau wometÿ But whisper 
darlint : if ya're not treated good and 
fair, send wurrud to me, and I'll see 
that ye get a nice place as nursemaid 

ith a lady grand as Mr. Grosvenor 
herself. Atsy now, and let me pin 
yer collar straight. Kape a bould 
harrut, and remember it’s out seeking 
yer fortune ye are like the prince in 
the storybook; and may ye find a 
goolden one, will be Nora’s prayer for 
ye day and nigh;.’’

And it was Nora’s good by that 
seemed to linger with Marjorie, as, 
with prayers and blessing and loving 
embraces from the only friend and 
playmates she had ever known, she 
passed out of the cross-crowned 
doorway, of St. Vincent's into the 
cold, snowy, wintry world to seek her 
fortune this New Year’s Eve.

A sleigh was waiting at the curb— 
shabby, old fasioned sleigh, with a 

rawboned white horse in the traces.
“ Jump in, chiid^’ said Miss Talbot 

“Put your bundle under your feet 
for my hot bricks are stone-cold by 
this time and we have a long ride be-j 
fore us. It will be good nine o’clock 
when we get home."

And Marjorie jumped into a very 
nestful of aoft cushions and fur robes ; 
while Miss Talbot, who wore a short 
skirt with no sort of nonsense about it, 
and strong, heavy, sensible bools, uii 
hitched the horse with a practiced 
hand, took her seat by Marjorie, drew 
on a pair of buckskin driving gloves, 
took up the reins, and the party start
ed on its homeward way.

Marjorie had never been in a sleigh 
before, and, ob, what a wild, delight
ful sweep through the ice-cold air this 
first flight seemed ! For Dobbin knew 
he was on the way to stable and sup
per, and made time. The western 
sky was red with wintry sunset, and 
the windows everywhere were flashing 
back the rays, as if lit with some glori 
ous feast. The streets were filled 
with merry crowds ; sleigh bells were 
jingling and horns blowing ; and beau
tiful stores, still gay with Christmas 
greens and holly berries, were open 
on every side. Marjorie had march 
ed in line sometimes through this 
glittering world at noon-day, but she 
had never, never seen it like this On 
they skimmed through the gay, crowd
ed thoroughfares.

It was all like a swift, bewildering 
dream of Ma'jorie, until Dobbin’s head 
was turned out to the wide, white 
turnpike, and they w re off indeed, 
up on hills flushed with the last rose 
of sunset, where the snow wreathed 
trees were touched into a pale mock
ery of the pink bloom of spring.

Miss Talbot was not much of a 
talker, and, after a few short questions 
as to Marjorie’s warmth and comfort, 
«he wrapped herself bead and ears in 
a big grey worsted scarf that precluded 
all further sociability, and her young 
companion was left to enjoy the novel 
situation in silence—to watch the twi 
light deepen over this wide, white 
glittering world, and the n ght come 
on, lighting up the stars one by one, 
as Sister Seraphim lit the candles on 
the chapel altar, until ihe blue arch 
above sparkled and flashed with ten 
der lights th»t made Marjorie's eyes 
blink and wink, as, nestling down 
amid the furs and cushions, she looked 
up at them until they blurred and 
vanished altogether ; wl i'e the curly 
bead sank back in its comforable 
resting-place, =nd the little traieller 
was off in the land of dreams.

(To be continued.)

MILBURN’S
Heart and Nerve 

Pills.

wm

E- F- RYAN, B. A,
BARRISTER 4 ATTORNEY,

GEORGETOWN, P. E. ISLAND
March 29, 1905.

Are a specific for all heart and nerve 
troubles. Here are some of the symp
toms. Any one of them should be a 
warning for you to attend to it im
mediately. Don't delay. Serious break
down of the system may follow, if you 
do : Nervousness, Sleeplessness, Dizzi
ness, Palpitation of the Heart, Shortness 
of Breath, Rush of Blood to the Head, 
Smothering and Sinking Spells, Faint 
and Weak Spell», Spasm or Pain through 
the Heart; Cold, Clammy Hands and 
Feet. There may be many minor symp
toms of heart and nerve trouble, bnt 
these are the chief ones.

Milburn'e Heart and Nerve Pilla will 
dispel all these symptom» from the 
system.

Price 50 cents per box, or 8 for $1.25.
WEAK SPELLS CURED.

Mrs. L- Dorey, Hemford, N.S., writes 
Q8 as follows:—"I was troubled with 
dizziness, weak spells and fluttering of 
the heart. I procured a box of Milbum’a 
Heart and Nerve Pills, and they did me 
bo much good that I got two more boxes, 
and after finishing them I was completely 
cured. I must say that I cannot recom
mend them too highly.

MISCBIsL, AITBOTTS -

“ Close up, bdys, close up I ’ said 
a colonel to his regiment. “ If the 
enemy were to fire on you when you 
are straggling along like that they 
wouldn’t kill a single man of you. 
Close up I”

All kinds of Coughs and Colds, 
Bronchitis, Whooping, Pains in the 
Chest, Wheezing, Hoarseness, Sore 
Throat and Asthma, yield to the 
Leog healing properties of Dr. 
Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup.

Minard’s Liniment Cures 
Distemper.

“ My wife has a remarkable collec
tion of curiosities."

"Was she collecting when she 
married you ?"

“ Yes."
“That’s what I thought."

After a night with “ the boys” there 
is no better remedy to clear the bead 
and settle the stomach than Mtiburns 
Sterling Headache Powders. Price 
ioc. and 25c. at all dealers.

She.—I was reading this morning 
of a man who cooked his own break
fast for fifteen years.

He.—He must have been very 
hungry when he finally got it done.

Laxa Liver Pills are a positive cure 
for Sick Headache, Bilousness, Con
stipation, Dyspepsia, and all stomach 
and liver complaints. They neither 
gripe, weaken or sicken. Price 25c. 
at all dealers,

__ _______________  >.
Minard’s 

Colds etc.
Liniment Cures

Tom.—You say that the bride and 
bridegroom looked nice. What 
about the guests.

Will.—Oh, they took the cake :

Neuralgia.

“ I have been suffering about six 
months with Neuralgia when I started 
taking Milburn’s Rheumatism Pills. 
They did me more good than any 
medicine I aver used. Mrs. Annie 
Ryan, Sind Point, N. S.

The proprietors of two rival livery 
stables, situated beside each other 
in a busy street, have been having a 
lively advertising duel lately.

The other week one of them stuck 
up on his office window a long strip 
of paper bearing the words :—

“ Our horses need no whip to 
make them go."

This bit of sarcasm naturally caused 
some amusement at the expense of 
the rival proprietor, but in less than 
an hour he neatly turned the tables 
by pasting the following retort on bis 
own window :—

“True. The wind blows them 
along ! ”

Minard’s Liniment relieves 
neuralgia.

Z
Only a Trifling Cold e

He* been the Lullaby Song of Many* 
Victim to their Last Long Sleep.
A cough should be loosened as 

speedily as possible, and all irrita
tion allayed before it settles in the 
lungs. Once settled there Bron- 
chiusand Consumption may follow.

DR. WOOD’S 
NORWAY PINE SYRUP 

U8 just the remedy you require.
The virtues of the Norway Pine 

and Wild Cherry Bark, with 
other standard pectoral Herbs and 
Balsams, are skilfully combined 
to produce a reliable, safe and 
effectual remedy for all forms of 
Coughs and Colds.

Mr. N. D. Macdonald, Whycoco- 
magh, N.S., writes :—“ I think it 
my duty to let peoplç kpow wlu^ 
great good Dr. Wood’s Norway 
Pine Syrup did for me. I had a 
bad cold, which settled in my 
chest, and I could get nothing to 
cure it till I tried Dr. Wood’s Nor
way Pine Syrup. The first bottle 
helped me wonderfully, and the 
third one cured me.

fflorson & Duffy
Banisters & Attorneys,

Biowl’o Bloch, Cr.ai ljite.towr, P.F.I

MONEY TO LOAN.
clicitcrsfor Royal Bank of Canada

JOHN T. MELL1SH, M. A., LL. B
BATO hhïTOOEY-Ai-L W,

VOTARY PUBLIC, ETC.
(HAKLIiTTETOWS, P. E. ISLWD.

Office—Loudon House Building,

Collecting, convey ancing, and all 
kinds of Legal business promptly 
attended to. Investments made on 
best security. Money to Loan.

i'*' § II
$500.00

PURCHASE !
-OF THE—

Ames Holden Go’s
SAMPLE

Boots#Shoes
All sorts and sizes for Men, 

Women and Children,

All at Cost Price
$3?- COME QUICK

CONROY,
THE SHOE MAN, 

Pownal Street and Sunnyside, 
harlottetown.

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

The
DIRECT
LINE
The
SHORT
ROUTE
To

LEAVES HALIFAX 
8.40 a. m. 

LEAVES ST. JOHN
0.00 p. m.

Daily except Sunday 
ARRIVE MONTREAL 

8.85 a. m.
DaMy except Jlsnday

OTTAWA SLEEPING CAR SERVICE 
RESUMED.

Leaves Montreal 10.10 p. m. 
Passengers rosy remain in Car until 9 a. m.

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

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

s A ?
X

If you want to buy a SATIS
FACTORY pair of

BOOTS or SHOES
or anything else in the

FOOTWEAR
Line at the greatest saving 

price to .yourself, try

A E. McEACHEN,
THE SHOE MAN

qiTEEN Sims JET.

FALL and WINTER

UNDERCLOTHING
For Men and Boys.

-:o: -

You will save money if you buy your Underclothing

from us. '"s

STANFIELD’S UNSHRINKABLE,

j

in five different weights. Prices from $2 00 to $4.00 

per suit.

Heavy Wool Fleeced, 90 cents per suit 

All Wool Scotch Knit $1.00 per suit 
Fine Heavy All Wool $1.00 per suit 

Fine Lambs Wool, $2.50 per suit 
Fine Heavy Natural Wool, $4,00 
Opening today a large shipment

Men’s Rainproof Coats.

GORDON & MACLELLAN,
THE STYLISH OUTFITTERS.

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

Mr. and Mrs. Everybody and Fprni'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 STOR.E, 

Charlottetown.

A. Winfield Scott, Manager. 

P.O.Box 417. t Phone 63

THI TâllOlî
— OF —

P» E. Island.
( -

THE GOOD DRESSER
Is usually a man of refine

ment. His W^ardrobe 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 & 00.
Merchant Tailor.s

v


