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Calendar for March, 1910.

Moon’s Phases.
Last Quarter 41 3b. 40m. p. m. 
New Moon 11J. 8n. Om. a. m. 
First Quarter 17d. lib. 25m. a. m. 
Fall Moon 25d. 4b. 9m a. m.
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In Decollete.

As 1 leant from my window one 
morning to feed the snow birds dear 
little things, they had grown to ex
pect it and flattered about me gentle 
and unafraid—I noticed old M 
Brown, the postman, muffled to the 
chin, stop for a moment to drop 
letter in the tiny box at the gate.

“I hope it is for my mother, ’’ 1 
said to myself as emptying the last of 
the crumbs from the plate, 1 closed 
the window and went out to get it 
But no, the letter was for me and the 
sight of the handwriting—once so 
familiar and never to be forgotten 
sent a thrill through my heart, and 
recollections of the old days, when 
Helen Fulton and I were bosom 
friends arxchocl, rushed back upon 
me as I hurried to the house.

I bad beard of her brilliant mar 
riage and the shining mark she made 
in that society to which she seemed 
to have been born ; for even in tboes 
far-off days when we “ played party ” 
together she and I had searched 
through the chests in the attic for the 
cast-off finery of by-gone years, she 
always chose what she considered the 
most ‘stylish’ and they became her 
right well, those garments of a genet 
ation past, and many a lime, lost it 
admiration of her beauty, I would for 
get my own adornment and dropping 
flower and faded ribbon, would clasp 
my hands in speechless delight at the 
picture she made, as she walked 
through the dim old rooms, with her 
golden hair held high and her little 
shoulders gleaming through a mist of 
tattered lace. I was touched to find 
that she still remembered me, and 
the dear old days; for the letter con 
tained a pressing invitation from her 
and her husband to spend Christmas 
week with them at their home city

•I’ve the best and most indulgent 
husband in the world, dear, ’ she 
wrote, ‘and three months ago God 
sent us a little son, oh, Majorie, the 
loveliest baby, with the bluest of eyes 
the yellowest curls and a laugh like 
the gurgle of the stream down in the 
pasture, where we used to wade for 
water lilies, you and I. Dost thou 
temembar But bow is it that you 
still remain single And where 
the fairy prince of your early dreatps- 
the prince who was to come on his 
snow white steed and bear you away 
and away, to his lone rock castle by 
the sea; where you were to live 
happiness and peace forevermore?

What has become of him, Majorie 
May?’ With a smile I carried the1 
letter upstairs to my mother—my 
beautiful invalid mother. With the 
exception of one or two servants we 
had lived alone, she and I, at the old 
farm, ever since my fatbei’s death,

«How glad I am she has asked you’ 
said my mother after reading the 
letter. ‘I was just thinking what a 
dull time you would have during the 
holidays. You are young, darling; 
go and er joy yourself. ’

‘But mother—'
No objections now 1 Mrs, Evans 

will be here to day to help do up the 
sewing and we can easily arrange for 
her to stay until your return. I have 
some money laid aside for just such 
an occassion as this, and you shall 
have it to buy some pretty clothes. 
Now don’t try to look serious, for 
already your eyes are dancing at the 
thought of pleasures in store. '

I expect they were. I gave her an 
- ecstatic hug and then I’m afraid 1 

waltzed all the way to the head of the 
stairs, in the exuberance of my delight 
at the thought of a week in the city.

Well, a few days later I started. My 
dresses were pretty and in style— 
there was one ball dress of cloudy 
white lace, really beautiful ; for my 
mother’s taste was faultless, and yet, 
when l kissed her good-bye,I could 
not keep back the tears; I had never 
left her before, except for school

‘There, darling, ’ she said patting 
my cheek with her frail, white hand, 
•have a good time and come home 
and tell me about it. 0od bless you.’ 
Th • trip to the city was a abort one 
and at seven o'clock that eveniog-- 
Cbriitmas ere-, I «f.rjrçd at my

An Ancient Foe
To health and happiness is Scrofula— 
as ugly as ever since time immemorial 

It causes bunches in the neck, dis
figures the skin, inflames the mucous 
membrane, wastes the muscles, weak
ens the bones, reduces the power of 
resistance to disease and the capacity 
for recovery, and develops into con
sumption.

Two of my children bad scrofula sore* 
which kept growing deeper and kept them 
from going to school for three months. 
Ointments and medicines did no good until 
l began giving them Hood’s Sarsaparilla. 
This medicine caused the sores to heal, and 
the children have shown no signs of scrof
ula eince.” ,T. W. McGrmr, Woodstock, Ont.

Hood's Sarsaparilla
will rid you of it, radically and per
manently, as it has rid thousands.

friend’s residence.-a beautiful brown 
stone front facing Union Square.

As I was ushered into the briliant- 
tly lighted hall I shall never forget 
the picture that greeted my sight, 
She bad just reached the foot of the 
attira and came quickly toward me, 
the light of welcome shining in her 
Byes. Helen Adair-.in a shimmer
ing robe of palest blue, with a string 
of pearls in her bair--Helen Adair, 
in the regal splendour of her glourious 
youth ‘and beauty such at woman 
never wore, ’ came to meet me with 
her baby in her arras.

Dear, dear, Mijorie ! I heard that 
the train was an hour late and was 
coming to meet you How delight
ful 1 am to see you again 1 You 
haven’t changed a bit*— putting her 
hand under my chin and lifting ihy 
face to her own—‘not a bit, save that 
you are prettier than ever. The same 
serious gray eyes--the same sweet 
smile; I’m going to see that you 
break a few hearts before you leave 
ui. ’

To hide my confusion at her praise 
I took the baby from her arms and 
k ssed the red, smiling mouth.

‘He was a small image of herself.
‘Isn’t he a darling, Majorie ? Bu- 

here is nurse to put him to bed. 
Come dear, you’ve just about time to 
dress for dinner. We’ve made up a 
box party for the opera Faust I’m 
sure you will enjoy it.’

As we entered my room I found a 
maid there before us, busily unpack 
log mp trunks.

'Annie, will help you change your 
dress, dear. You’ve just about 30 
minutes, so don’t tarry, ’ and with 
another kiss she left me.

Now I bad never been used to % 
maid and considered her a very un 
necessary article ; however I resolved 
to keep my objections to myself and 
conform to the rules of ashionable life 
duringmy brief stay in the city, with, 
out comment,

I met her husband later a band 
some affable, thoroughly wordly man, 
though a practical Catholic, as he him 
self informed me that evening at 
dinner.

Now you will both have to hurry, 
he cal ed after us as—dinner over—we 
ascended the stairs together, ‘you 
have just an hour to get ready for the 
opera- ’

But when, reaching my room, we 
stood for a moment looking down 
into the fire. I put into words some 
thing that had troubled me ever since 
she had first mentioned the opera 
party.

Helen, would you be very much 
disappointed, if I did not go to-night ?'

‘Not go? Dear heart, what is it? 
Are you tired ?

’No Helen, not tired; but you 
know I have never since 1 made first 
Communion, failed to receive Gur 
Lord on Christmas morning, and I 
want to go to confession, and Helen— 
putting her arms around her, fearful 
of offending her 'if you let me off 
this once, I promise faithfully to miss 
nothing else that you have planned 
for my pleasure, while I am with you. 
Only consent to go wjthout me to 
night; for if you would not', I would 
be heartily grieved. ’

‘Certainly you shall remain if you 
wish it,’ she said kindly, ‘1 will have 
tha carriage ordered to take you to 
St. James' Church, onjy two blocks 
away, and, by the way, as we will be 
back by eleven thirty, we might just 
as well remain up to attend the first 
Ma-s which will be about three ; you 
can have several hours sleep before 
then ; but there, I bear Henry ,. ftep 
iu the baft and must fry.

I sat down after she had left to 
excamioe my conscience ; but ever

FOOD FOB A YEAR
Meat........................... ... 300 IU
Milk........................................240 qU.
Butter...............................  100 lb*.
Eggs..................................  27 doz.
'r> jetables........ .. ................500 lbs.

This represents » fair ra
tion for a man for a year.

But some people eat and 
eat and grow thinner. Thi* 
means a defective digestion 
and unsuitable food, A large 
size bottle of

Scott’s Emulsion
equals in nourishing proper
ties ten- pounds of meat. 
Your physician can tell you 
how it does it.

won SALE BY ALL DRUGGIST»

and ever my thoughts would drift 
away, in delightful anticipation of the 
pleasures to come.

Nearly half an hour had passed 
when I felf a light tap on my should 
er ‘How do you like me, dear ? I 
arose quickly to my feet and turned 
toward her.

Five years have passed away sinefe' 
that night ; five years, during whose 
rapid course the laughing eyes, the 
coral lips and the shining hair have 
fallen to formless dust ; yet the pic 
ture lives in my memory today, as 
vivid as when first it burst upon me.

She was robed in spotless white 
aod diamonds glittered on her neck 
and arms and in her golden hair.

There was but one thing which in 
the eyes of the simple country girl 
gazing in rapt admiration upon her 
marred the costume. It was decollette.

As my gaze swept over ber, I in
voluntarily shivered, as I noticed this 
and Helen Adair frowned—ever so 
slightly—then suddenly threw her 
bead back and laughed, a low, quick, 
joyous laugh-^a laugb in which love, 
of youth and of life and of the plea
sures of the world—the great chang
ing world of fashion in which she re. 
gned as queen—were wonderfully, 
mingled. - ‘Little saint of old times, ’ 
she said coming closer and taking my 
face between her hands, ‘you wouldn't 
wear such a costume now, would you ?’ 

‘No, Helen, I could not. ’
'Oh, yes, you could, little one. Is 

this one of your dresses, ’ moving to 
ward the bed where the maid bad 
laid out the white lace, thinking that I 
would wish to wear it. ‘It is beauti
ful Marjorie ; your mother always 
bad exquisite taste. Now, turned in 

little—just a little at the neck—■ 
the sleeves shortened and with natur
al snow-drops, it would be a perfect 
ball costume. How old are you now ? 

‘Just nineteen, Helen. ’
‘Three years younger than I, Well, 

its time you were seeing something ol 
life ; so remember your promise, to 
miss nothing after tonigh . When 
you come from church take a peep at 
baby in the nursery. You will laugb 
to see the toys Henry h s bought tor 
him I believe be would rather stay 
at borne and fill that sock than go to 
the opera. Good bye, dear, until I 
see you again, ’ and kissing me lightly 
on the forehead she went away.

I had been to" confession and back 
again, but was too excited to sleep I 
sat before the. fire dreaming happy, 
idle, girlish dreams, when the worus 
of Helen Adair—uttered a short while

from her country home to take care 
of the baoy son.

And thus ended, in a fearfully 
tragic manner, my first visit to the 
city, during which I bad planned to 
be so happy and gay.

And now no more for me the 
gilded pleasures of a life passed in 
high society ; tor at an hour we 
know not—above the sound of music, 
'be harry of dancing feet and the 
laughter rippling from the red lips 
of insolent, self-conscious youth— 
comes the clarion call of death, which 
brooks no delay I And even Helen 
Adair, as gay as the gayest in the 
pride of her yonlb and beauty ; even 
Helen Adair feared to tread the 
dusty ways of death in decollette, 
and in passionate appreciation of an 
act of beautiful charity, kissed the 
withered band that covered her. 
Daughters of Eve—Catholic maidens 
and wives—can yon be more do
ing?—Southern Messenger.

The Pope Remembers Old 
Friends.

Troubled With 
Backache For
V Now Com-
1 ears, pletely Cere* 

By The Use Of 
DOAN S KIDNEY PILLS.

Mrs. W. C. Doerr, 13 Brighton St., 
London, Ont., writes:—“It is with 
pleasure that X thank you for the good 
your Doan’s Kidney Pills have done me. 
Have been troubled with backache for 
years. Nothing helped me until a friend 
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 ana 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 
all you claim them to be, and I advise 
all kidney sufferers to give them a fair 
trial.”

Let Doan’s Kidney Pills do for you 
what they have done for thousands of 
others. They cure all forms of kidney 
trouble and they cure to stay cured.

Price, 50 cents per box or 3 boxes for 
$1.25 at all dealers or mailed direct on 
receipt of price by The T. Milbum Co.u 
Limited, Toronto, Ont.

When ordering specify “Doan’s."

KING EDWARD HOTEL.
Mrs. Larter, Proprietress.

-A.2XT JD

School Supplies
-:o:-

Send 10c., niimG of p^p^r rxnd this acl. for mnr 
nenutiful Savings I'.ru.k ; ; d ( ii-i’a Hk< toh-Book, 

bank contain* a Got.J Luck Penny.
SCOTT A BOW.NE

! Z6 Wellington Svyrt. tyffo T «rente. Ont

before—came back to me j ‘turned in 
a little—just a little—at the neck— 
with natural snow-drops’— ‘of course 
I would never wear it that way. ’ 1
said to myself, but there would be no 
barm in my fixing it so, just to see 
how it would look. I approached 
the bed aud bad just put my band on 
the soft, white lace, when a sudden 
loud ring at the doorbell made me 
start like one caught in an act of 
guilt.

I They hgve come back,’ I said to 
myself; then hearing footsteps rap
idly .approaching my door, I hurried 
to meet my friend ; bat no, it was 
the housekeeper, who stood—while 
and breathless—on the threshold.

‘ Miss Mary,’ she said in a shaking 
voice, f there has bpen ap accident— 
a terrible one ; a street car struck 
the carriage and they were thrown 
ont. Mr. Adair has been carried 
to a drug store anconspiogs—bis wife 
lies in the street — dying ! Oh, 
Miss May, she mast not die withont 
a priest. They are only two blocks 
away ; bat they say jt is impossible 
to move ber.’ I believe I asked her 
in what direction they were ; any
way, I did not wail for her reply but 
rushed, just as I wap, down the stairs 
and ont in the street. It was not 
hard to find t> em — crowds were 
pouring in that direction aod when 
çt last I reached the spot I found a 
doctor by her side, peremptorily 
waving the people back.

And when I lot ked upon her dy
ing there—the little playmate of old 
times ; the beautiful friend of my 
youth ; her shining robes 1 railing in 
the dost ; hex ® hue arrpB -nd.ehoul 
ders bare to the bt j i r g wind and V> 
the rude gaze of a gaping crowd—a 
gfeat shuddering seizid ms and I felt 
that I would die of horror at the 
sigbtt

Suddenly I heat d a voiee ary out 
iu a tone of passionate relief, * praise 
be to God, there is his reverence 
now,’ and a woman I had not noticed 
before darted from my side, tearing 
the shawl from her shoulders as she 
did so, end dropping on her knees 
by the dying woman, quickly, and 
oh, how tenderly, covered with her 
own rough garment, the bare white 
shoulders and the naked arm» 
Helen Adair was consolons now and 
1 he looftf unspeakable gratitude 
that she bent upon the woman %npse 
head was as white as the snow which 
had just begun to fall, I can never 
forget, cay, §jie even turned her 
bead slowly, painfully and pressed 
her white lips to the toil-worn hand.

'God keep you, alanna I’ said the 
woman with a sob; and then she 
sank back into the crowd, which 
drew yet farther away, while the 
priest, his face full of compass:'-, 
beard upon his knees, Helen Ad \ 
last confession, apd gave her in V t 
tcum the Sinless Babe, the li tie 
King, whose castle was a cave, whose 
attendants were the shepherds from 
the bills, and who in His inoompre. 
hensiole cbarjty came to call—not 
the just—but sinners to repentance.

Ten minutera later she died.
Henry Adair recovered after a 

long illness and Helen’s mother came

The Pope remembers old friends 
>nd when be knows that some per
son he is acquainted with is in Rome, 
ne never fails to grant an audience.
A few days ago a sailing vessel from 
Malta was shipwrecked on the 
Roman coast, Four men of the crew 
were drowned and the remaining 
seven swam ashore and were rescued 
with great difficulty by some shep
herds.

The master and mate were injured 
and they were'conveyed to one of 
'he hospitals in Rome. Tue Pope 
read about the shipwreck in the 
newspapers, and the name of one of 
the men sounded familiar to him.

‘ I think that I mn-t have known 
nis man called Rugier in Yen ice, 

wr.ere be used to oome on a schooner 
trom Malta,1 said the Pope to bis 
seorjetary,’ and I would like to see 
hind.’

An audience was arranged and 
Rugitr, the mate, went np to the 
V» loan. ‘ The Pope kept him over 
an boar in bis private library, heard 
be story of the shipwreck and pre

sented him with a gold medal.’
11 8a<* your Holiness in Venice 

•moe years ago,’ -aid the mate. ,
‘To be sore,'answered ihe'Pope, 

‘I remembered your name and the 
vow yon told me about, the vow you 
made when yon were shipwrecked 
once before. Do yon still keep it ?’

‘ Y 8i your inline-as, and J have 
ioo-eased it now,’ answered the man.

He then told the Pope that he 
ascribed bis rescue to a repiiition of 
his yld vow, namely that he would 
last on bread and water twice every 

x for the rest of bis life.
But you have already fasted 

twioe every week for the other vow, 
and now yon will have to eat bread 
and water on four days out of seven,’ 
exclaimed the Pope ; then be added :
‘ Yon are an old man and it is ornel 
to starve yonrself, so I prohibit yon 
from keeping both vows.’

The seaman expostulated. He 
said a bargain was a bargain, and as 
God had saved his life he was bound 
to fulfil his promises. The Pope 
insisted. He tried to convince the 
seaman that the vow was not bind- 
ing, as it was too hard for a man of 
his age, but realized that it was 
useless to argue the pojnt, he bat) a 
regular brief of dispensation drawn 
ont there and then, signed and sealed 
it in doe form and be handed it to 
?ba geatpan, saying :

‘ If yon do not obey^hia, yotj will 
be excommunicated, and this ex 
empts yon from fasting,1

The seaman then biwed his head 
and promised to obey.

The S.nate of the National Uni
versity of Ireland convened ftebru* 
ary 24 0, Archbishop Walsh pie-tid- 
ing, and approved the recommenda
tion of the Governing Bidy of Uni- 
varsity College, Dublin, that St. 
Patrick’s College, Maynootb, should 
be recognised a8 a College of the 
University. The Maynootb Sio. 
dents will be admitted to the B. A. 
degree without attendance at any 
other college, on courses similar to 
tfeosp of the University Bn(j on ex
aminations conducted in Maynootb 
with the cooperation of extra exam, 
iners appointed by the University 
Senate. Tde application for .affilia
tion of St. Mary’s Dominican Col
lege and L.retto College, Dublin, 
both female institutions, are still 
under consideration, Tne ftoyal 
University programme continues for 
1910, and the question of compulsory 
Irish is still in abeyance, steps are 
being taken to extend the buildings
pf the old University. —America.

Montreal is to have a public li
brary, built and operated without 
goyejtnrgeot or municipal assistance. 
The Snlpioian Fathers announce that 
they will begin next summer, io gt. 
Denis Street, Montreal, between 
Ootario and Emery Streets, the con 
straotion of a large fireproof library 
provided with the most recent im
provements and capable of oootaio- 
;nj two hundred thousand volumes. 
There will be general reading rooms 
for different classes of readers and 
speoial rooms for research. The 
land on which the library is to be 
built has a frontage of one hundred 
ieet and a depth of one hundred and 
sixty feet. It is hoped that the 
building will be opened for public use 
in the autumn of 1911.—America.

“I was born and raised on this 
farm, ” said the stranger, “bnt I 
haven’t set foot on it for twenty years 
It certainly has run down a good deal 
since then. ”

“Mebby it has, ” rejoined the old 
farmer, “but I reckon it’d run down a 
heap sight more it yew had stayed on 
It. ”

Marion Bridge, C. B., May 30, ’02

I have handled MINARD’S LINI 
MENT daring the past year. It is 
always the first Liniment asked for 
here, and unquestionably the best 
seller of all the different kinds ol 
L’niment I handle.

NEIL FERGUSON.

Mrs. A.—There goes Mrs. Green. 
They say she is such a quiet dresser.

Mrs. Z.—Quiet? You should 
here her carrying on when her hus
band is buttoning up her waist in the 
back.

Minard’s Liniment cures 
Diphtheria,

He—Now that we are married, pet, 
do you love me enough to cook for 
me ?

She—Enough, darling? I love you 
entirely too much for that.

Sprained Arm.
Mary Ovington, Jasper, Ont., 

writes :—“My mother had a badly 
sprained arm. Nothing we used did 
her any good. Then father got Hag 
yard’s Yellow Oil and it cured 
mother’s arm in a few days.” Price 
25c. _________________

“Ibis wireless is a great thing, 
“It is, indeed. Now an actress sail 
ing from Europe can quarrel with her 
impresario all the way across.

Beware Ot Worms.
Don’t let worms gnaw at the vitals 

of your children. Give them Dr. Low’s 
Pleasant Worm Syrup and they’ll soon 
be fid of these parasites. Price 50c.

“Don’t you believe, ” querried the 
fair advocate of woman’s rights, “that 
men live faster than women f 

“I sure do, ’’ replied the mere man 
“I was just ten months older than my 
wife when we married : now I am 42
and she was 3o last week.”

;4

Milburn’s Sterling Headache Pow
ders give women prompt relief from 
monthly pains and leave no bad 
after effetes whatever. Be sure you 
get Milburn’s. Price 25 and 50 cts,

“The new singer in the 
pitches all bis music so high. ” 

“But you know, he came from 
baseball team. ”

choir

Minard’s
Dandruff.

Liniment cures

Caught Cold 
By Working 
In Water,

A Distressing, Tickling Sensa
tion Io The Threat.

Mr. Albert MacPhee, Chigneeto Mines, 
N.S., writes :—“In Oct., 1908, I caught 
cold by working in water, and had 
very bad cough and that distressing, 
tickling sensation in my throat so I 
gpuld rl9l sleep at night, apd rpy lqnglj 
were so very sore I had to give up work. 
Our doctor gave me medicine but it did 
me no good so I got a bottle of Dr. Wood’s 
Norway Pine Syrup and by the time I 
hafi used two bottles I was entirely 
curetj. I an; always recommending it tfl 
my fpienqa.il

Pf. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup com
bines the potent healing virtues of tha 
Norway pine tree with other absorbent, 
expectorant and soothing medicines of 
recognized worth, and is absolutely harm
less, prompt and safe for the cure of 
Çough^ Cglfig, Breqçhitis, OjreUPr-Spti 
Throat, Pain or Tightness in the Chest, 
and all Throat and Lung Troubles.

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

Manufactured only by The T. ItilblHS 
Co., Limited, Toronto, OnL

All the authorized

School and College Books
In Stock and Sold at

PUBLISHERS PRICES.

An immense range of 
School Supplies, in Scrib
blers, Exercise Books, 
Note Books, Pens, Inks, 
Pencils, Erasers, Crayons, 
Rulers, Fountain Pens (all 
prices), Note P aper-s, 
Foolscap, Shorthand 
Books. Practice Books, 
Slates, Envelopes, Ink 
Stands, etc., etc.

Cash Discount to all. 
WHOLESALE & RETAIL

CARTER & CO., Ltd., |
Queen St, Market Square, Charlottetown. f

Will now be conducted on

j KENT STREET
Near Corner of Queen. 

Look out for the old sign, 

King Edward Hotel, known 

everywhere for first class ac

commodation at reasonable 
I prices.

June 12, 1907.

A. A- McLean, K. C- Donald McKinnon

1 McLean & McKinnon
Barristers, Attorneys-at-Law.

I Charlottetown, P. E. Island.

Pressed Hay 
WANTED !
We will buy some 

good bright Timothy 

Hay.

G.Lyons&Go.
Feb. 10th, 1909—2i

$50
Scholarships
Free

ROBERT PALMER & CO.,
CharloMoH M and Boor Factory,

Manufacturers of Doors & Frames, Sashes & Frames 

Interior and Exterior finish etc., etc

Our Speicalties
Gothic windows, stairs, stair rails, Balusters Newel 

Posts, Cypress Gutter and Conductors, Kiln dried Spruce 

and Hardwood Flooring, Kiln dried clear spruce, sheathing 

and clapboards, Encourage home Industry.

ROBERT PALMER & GO.,
. PEAKE'S 'No. 3 WHARF.

CHARLOTTETOWN.

To the Student making 
the Highest Marks 
during next term.

Will YOU win it ?

An up-to-date modern 
business training with 
no waste time. Write 
to- day for new pro
spectus, terms, etc.

Union Commercial College,
WM. 1SÎORAN, Pri.

HARDWARE
-:q;-

Largest Assortment, 
Lowest Prices.

WHOLESALE and RETAIL

Fennel and Chandler
WE HAVE IN STOCK

For the Summer Trade a fine selection of

TEMPERANCE DRINKS !
FRDIT, caNFECTltoBM, etc.

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

E5- DROP IN AND INSPECT. Æ1

JAMES,j KELLY & CO.
June 23, 1909—3mj

INSURANCE.
Royal Insurance Company of 

Liverpool, G. B.

Sun Fire offices of London. 
Phoenix Insurance Company 

of Brooklyn.

Combined Assets
$100,000,000

Lowest rates and prompt set
tlement of Losses.

JOHN iMEAIMN,
AGENT.

Telephone No. 362.
Mar. 22nd, 1906

JOB WORK !
Executed with Neatness and 

Despatch at the Herald 

‘ Office,

Charlottetown, P. E. Island

Tickets

Dodgers

4

Check Book*

Receipt Books 

Note Heads 

Note Books of Hand. 

Letter Heads


