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| Scott's Emulsion of Cod- 
fliver Oil with Hypjphos- 
phites brings back the ruddy 
glow of life to pale cheeks, 
the lips become red, the ears 
lose their transparency, the 
step is quick and elastic, work 
is no longer a burden, exer
cise is not followed by ex
haustion; and it does this be
cause it furnishes the body 
with a needed food and 
changes diseased action to 
healthy. With a better cir
culation and improved au
dition, the rest follow.

/or sale et 50 cents and $f.o© by all druggists.
| SCOTT » BOWNE, Bdlivilk, OnL

AN OPEN DOUBLE DREAM-

BY WM. B. WALLER.

■Written for the Baltimore Catholic Mirror.

I Bee the dark old “ahsnty” called 
“ school-house in the woods,

Poor little six years old, with naught of 
this worlds goods,

Spelling book in one band, his dinner 
in the other.

Prepared, if not the best, by the kind 
hand of his mother.

I journey oft in sorrow to his cheerless 
place of learning,

Ignorant, innocent child, know not 
why, but yearning,

Por something greater, better, some 
thing brighter still

Than “ To books, to books, to books,’ 
by that dreaded P. Cahill.

And then again I dream, I see my poor 
old mother

Toiling in the midnight, preparing me 
and brother

To enter college—that good old ’’Moun
tain Home,”

Just risen from its ashes, with gilded 
cross and dome.

From which the hours are numbered 
and wafted to the breeze 

O’er rocky glens and laurels ; mid oak 
and chestnut trees - 

Sad chestnut tree for Sumpter— we 
buried him near the tiburch 

And on his lonely grave stone the birds 
do sing and perch.

Ah yesl That Chübch—vandal touch 
it not—

Tread softly—ground holy—’tis a sac 
red spot.

The rocks themselves would answer, 
could Saintly Brute speak— 

Beneath your feet he placed them— 
strong and yet so weak—

Bind it, support it, as vines hold the 
tottering tree;

Renew it, improve it repair it—il was 
SHE

Who gave it—voboei it not, and from 
its shrine

May glory and benedictions for ever, 
ever shine.

WHAT TOMMY SAID,

Uncle John—Well, what do you mean 
to be when you get to be a man 7

Little Tommy (promptly)—A doctor,

Uncle John (quizzically)—Indeed ; and 
which do you intend to be, an allopath or 
a homoeopath ?

Little Tommy—I don’t know what them 
awful big worda mean, Unole John ; but 
that don’t make no differenœ, ’cause I 
ain’t goto’ to be either of ’em. I’m just 
goin’ to be a family dootor an’ give all my 
patienta Hood's Sarsaparilla, ’cause my 
eays that if he is a dootor, he’e ’bilged 
own up that Hood’s Sarsaparilla la the best 
family medicine he ever saw in his life.

le Slorj-Teller at Fill.
BY GXBALD GRIFFIN.

At tho time when the Tuatha 
Danans held the sovereignty of Ire
land, there reigned in Leinster-a 
king who was remarkably fond of 
hearing stories. Like all the prinoee 
and chieftains of the island at this 
early’date, he bad a favorite story
teller, according to the custom of 
those times, who held a large estate 
from his Majesty, on condition of his 
telling him a new story every night 
of hie life, before he went to ejeep, 
and sometimes with the laudable 
purpose of lulling him into that bliss
ful condition. So inexhaustible was 
the genjng of the king of Leinster's 
etory-teller, that he had already 
reached a good old age, without fail
ing, even for a single night, to have 
a new story for the king ; and such 
waa the skill and tact which he dis
played in their construction that, 
whatever oaree of state or other an
noyances might prey upon the mon
arch's mind, one of his story-teller's 
narratives was sure to make him fall 
asleep.

In the coarse of his career, the 
etory-teller had married a wealthy 
and high-born lady, daughter of a 
neighboring lord of that country 
with whom he lived in peace and 
prosperity during many years, 
There is nothing, however, in this 
world that is not subject to decay or 
change, and even the human mind, 
which, from its spiritual nature, 
might well be supposed incorrupti
ble, is doomed to share the infirmi
ties of the frame, with which it is so 
mysteriously united. The progress 
of old age began to produce a sen
sible influence on the imagination of 
the story-teller. His fancy grew 
leee brisk and active, and the king 
observed that he began to diver
sify his incidents with a greater 
number of moral and philoso
phical reflections than be con
ceived to be neoeeeary to the pro
gress of the narrative. Hewever, 
he made no complaints, aa the story
teller’s reflections evinced a great 
deal of judgmeht, and the grand ob
ject in view, that of setting the king 
to sleep, was as perfectly aocom 
plisbed by his philosophy as by bis 
wit at invention.

Matters thus proceeded, the story

teller growing older and older and 
more ai d more philosophical and 
l<ss aid lea- fiiciful, but he was 
jet t uo to his engagement, and 
never failed to have a new story at 
nighiftll for the king’s amusement. 
Every day, howeve’, brought in- 
11 casing indications ol an intellectual 
c isir, whirl, wi nld not be very dis
tant.

Oi.e morning the etory-teller arose 
• a ly, a. d, as was his custom,|stro!led 
out into his garden, and through the 
adj -cei t fi< Ids, in order ti turn over 
in bia mind some incidents which he 
might weave into a story for the 
king at night. But this morning he 
found himself quite at fault; after 
;1 cing his whole demesne, he re
turned to hie house without being 
able to think of anything new or 
strange. In vain he sent his fancy 
abroad; it re’nrned as empty as it 
left him. He had no diffioolty in 
proceeding as far as "There was 
once a king who had three eons,” or 
“ There lived in the reign of 01 lav 
Folia,” or “ One day the king of all 
Ireland,” but farther than that be 
found it impossible to proceed. At 
length the servant oai^e to announce 
to him that break:set was ready and 
his mistress waiting for him in the 
house. He went in and found bis 
wife seated at the table, and looking 
much perplexed at his delay. She 
was not long observing the air of 
chagrin that overspread his counten
ance.

“ Why do you not come to break
fast, my dear ?” said his wife.

“I have no mind to eat anything," 
replied the story-teller. “As long 
as I have been in the service of the 
king of Leinster I never yet sat down 
to breakfast without having a new 
story to tell him in the evening, but 
this morning my mind is quite shut 
up, and I don’t know what to do. 
might aa well lie down and die at 
once. I’ll be disgraced forever this 
evening, when the king calls for his 
slory-teller.”

“That’s strange,” said the wife, 
’• can’t you think of anything new 
at all ?”

“ Nothing whatever ; the door of 
my mind is looked against it."

“Nonsense,” said his wife, “ can’t 
you invent something about a giant 
or a dwarf, or a bean mhor (huge 
woman), or a baoch (champion) from 
foreign ptrtsf"

“Ob, it is easy enough to find 
heroes," replied the story-teller. 
“ But what am I to do with them 
when I have them ?”

“ And can't you invept anything 
at all ?”

“ I can not ; our estate is gone 
from us forever; besides the open 
show that will be made of me to
night at the palaoe.”

“ When the stopy-teller's wife 
heard this dreadful news, she ]broke 
into a fit of crying and weeping, as 
if all her friends and relatives were 
dead. At length her husband pre
vailed on her to be composed.

“ Well,” said she, f* let as sit down 
to breakfast, at any rate ; the day is 
long yet, and maybe you’d think of 
something or another in the course 
of it."

The story-teller shook his head, as 
if to intimate his distrust of its con
tents, but sat down to breakfast as 
his wife desired. When all was re
moved apd they had sat for a while 
in silence

“ Well," she asked, f do you think 
of anything yet ?”

“Not a pin’s worth,’’ said the 
story-teller. “I might as well lie 
down and die at once.”

“ Well, my dear,” said the jady, 
“ I’ll tell you what you’ll do. Order 
your horses and chariot, and let us 
take » good long drive, and maybe 
something might pome into your 
head."

The story-teller complied, and the 
chariot was prepared. Two of his 
finest boises were harnessed to the 
carriage, and thpee favorite hounds 
followed theta. After driving a long 
distance, they took the road home
ward once more, and toward even
ing, when they came within eight of 
their own demesne, the jady again 
asked her husband if he had yet 
thought of anything .to tell the king.

" There is no gse jo my attemp'- 
ing it,” he replied, * I can think of 
nothing. Iam as far from having 
anything new as I was when we left 
home."

At this moment it happened that 
the lady saw something dark at the 
end of the field at a little distance 
from the road.

“ My dear,” said the wife, “ do 
on see something black at the end 

of that field ?”
“ £ do," replied her husband.
“ Let us drive towards it,1' said tho 

wife, “ and perhaps it might be the 
means of patting something into 
yo»r head which it would answer to 
tell the king. *'

“ I’ll do as you desire," replied 
the story-teller, “ though I am sure 
it is no use for me.”

They turned the horses' heads and 
drove in the direction nmnltd out by 
the lady. When they drew nigh 
they saw a miserable looking ojd 
man lying on the ground with - 
wooden leg placed beside him.

“ Who are you, my good man ?" 
asked the story-teller.

“ Ob, then, 'tis little matter who I 
am. I’m a poor, old, lame, decre
pit, miserable creature, sitting down 
here to rest a while. ”

“ And what are you doing with 
that box and dice I see in yoojr 
hand?"

“ I am waiting here to see whether 
any one would play a game with

geld y

me," replied the old bococh (beggar 
man).

“ Play with you!" exclaimed the 
eio y-teller. “Why, what has a 
poor < Id man like you to play for ?” 

u I have one hundred pieces of 
here in this leathern puree,” 

ri plied the rid man.
D > you go down and play with 

him,” said the story-teller’s wife, 
" and perhaps you might have seme- 
thing to tell the king about in the 
evening.”

He descended, and a smooth stone 
was placed between them ae a gam 
-ing table. They had not cast many 
throws when the story-teller lost all 
the money be had about him.

“Much good may it do you, 
friend," staid the story-teller. “I 
could not expect better hap in so 
foolish an undertaking.”

“ Will you play again ?" asked 
the old man.

“ Don’t be talking, man; you have 
all my money.”

“Haven't you a chariot and horses 
and. hounds ?”

“ Well, what of them ?"
“ I'll stake all the money I have 

against them.”
“ Nonsense, man I" exclaimed the 

story-teller, “do you think for all 
the gold in Ireland I’d run the risk 
of seeing my lady obliged to go home 
on foot ?"

“Maybe you’d win,” said the 
bococh.

11 Maybe I wouldn’t," said the 
etory-teller.

“Do play with him, husband," 
said the lady. “It is the second 
time, and as he won before, yon 
might win now. Besides, I don’t 
mind walking."

“ I never refused you a request in 
my life that it was possible to com
ply with," said the etory-teller, and 
I won't do so now,"

He sat down, accordingly, and in 
one throw lost horses, hounds and 
chariot.

“ Will you play again ?" asked the
bocfich.

“Are you making game of me, 
man t” sqifi the story-teller, “ what 
else have I to stake ?"

» I'll stake the whole money and 
all against your lady,” said the old 
man.

The story-teller looked surprised, 
and was turning away in silence 
when his wife spoke to him again :

“ Do, my dear,’? said she, “ accept 
his offer. This is the third time, 
and how do you know what luck you 
may have t Besides, if you lose your 
estate to-night, as yen are afraid, 
sure I'd be only a bother to yog all 
our life.”

“ Is that the way you talk I" said 
the story-teller, “ you that I never 
refused a request to, since first I saw 
you."

ff Welj," said she, “ if you never 
refused me a request before, don't 
refuse me this one now, and maybe 
it would be better for us both. 
Ton'll surely win the"third time.’”

They played again anfi-the story
teller lost. No sooner had he done 
so than, to his great astonishment 
and indignation, he beheld his lady 
walk oyer and sit down near the ngly 
old bocoeh.

“Is that the way you are leaving 
me ?” said the story-teller.

‘‘Sure, I was won, my dear,” 
said the lady ; “you would not cheat 
the poor man, would you ?”

“Have you any more to stake?" 
asked the old man.

You know very well I have not,” 
replied the story-teller.

“I’ll stake the whole now, your 
lady and all, against yourself,” said 
the old man.

'Nonsense, man 1" said the story
teller, “what in the world business 
would you have of an old fellow like 
me ?”

“ That’s my own affair,” said the 
bococh, “ I know myself what use I 
could make of you ; it is enough for 
you if I am willing to consider you a 
sufficient stake against all I have.”

“ Do, my dear," said the lady ; 
“ surely you do not mean to leave me 
here after you ? ”

The story-teller complied once 
more and lost.

“ Well,” said he, with a desolate 
look, “ here I am for you now, and 
what dp you want with me I You 
have the whole of us now, honor and 
carriage and mistress and master, 
and what business have you of us ?

“ I’ll soon let you know what busi
ness I have of you, at any rate,” said 
the old man, taking out out of his 
ppeket a lopg cord and a wand,

“ Now,” he continued, “ ai I have 
posession of your property, I do not 
choose to be annoyed by you any 
longer, so I propose transforming you 
into some kind of an animal, and I 
give you a free choice to be a hare, or 
a deer, or a fox, whichever of the 
three best hits your fancy.”

The slory-teljer, in dismay, look
ed over towards bis wife.

My dear," said she “ do not 
choose to be a deer, for if yon do, 
your horns will be caught in the 
branches, and you will be starved 
with hunger ; neither choose to be a 
fox, for you will have the curse of 
everybody down upon you; but choose 
to be an honest little hare, and every 
one will love you, aud you will be 
praised by high and low."

“ And is that all the compassion 
you have for me ?” said the story
teller. “ Well, as I suppose it is the 
last word I have to say to you, it 
•hall not be to contradict you at any 
rate.”

So he made the choice of the hare, 
and <he old men immediately threw
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the cord around him and struck him 
with the wand, when the transforma
tion was effected. Scarcely had the 
poor hare taken a skip or two, in or
der to divert himself, when the lady 

. called the hounds, and set them af
ter him. The hare ran, the dogs fol
lowed . The field in which they hap
pened to be was enclosed by a high 
wall, so that the course continued a 
long time in the sight of the old man 
and the lady, to the great diversion of 
both. At length the bare, panting 
and weary, ran to the feet of the latter 
for protection. But then was wit
nessed a singular instance of the cap
rice and mutability of the sex, for the 
story-teller’s wife, forgetful of all his 
kindness, experienced during a long 
course of years, unfeelingly kicked 
him back again towards the dogs, 
whence arose the proverb long current 
in after times, caith se a glab no con 

■(she threw him into the hound’s 
mouth), as applied to all who act with 
similar ingratitude. They coursed 
him a second and a third time, and at 
the end of each tho lady acted with 
the same beartlessness, until at last the 
old man struck the hounds and took 
the hare into his lap, where he held 
him for some time, until he had suffi
ciently recovered his strength. He 
then placed him on the-ground, and, 
putting the cord around him, struck 
jlim with the wand, on which he im * 
mediately re-assumed his own form.

“ Well,” said the old mao, “ will 
you tell me how you like that sport ?”

“ It might be sport to others,” re
plied the story-teller, looking at his 
wife, “ but I declare I don’t find it so 
enticing but I could put up with the 
loss of it. You’re a droll man, who
ever you are. Would it be asking an 
Impertinent question to know from 
you who you are at all, or where you 
catae from, or what is your trade, that 
you should take a pleasure in plaguing of suffer: 
■ poor old man of my kind in thA at«Jor 
manner ?”

“ Qb," replied the stranger, I’m a 
very odd kind of a man—a kind of a 
walking good-for-little fellow—one day 
in poverty—another day in plenty— 
and so on—but if you wish to know 
anything mere about me or my habits, 
come with me in some of my rambles, 
and perhaps I might show you more 
than you would be apt to make out if 
you were to go alone.”

“ I am not my own master to go or 
stay.” replied the story-teller with a 
resigned look.

When the stranger heard this, he 
put one band into the wallet which he 
carried at his side, and drew out of it, 
before their eyes, a well looking mid
dle-aged man, to whom he spoke as 
follows :—

“ I command yon by all you heard 
and saw since I put you into my wal 
let, to take care of this lady, together 
with the carriage and horses and all, 
and have them ready for me at a call, 
whenever I shall require them. ”

ff He had scarcely said these words 
when all vanished from the story
teller’s sight, and he found himself, 
on a sudden, transported, he knew not 
how, to a place which be recognized 
as the Fox’s Ford, well known as the 
residence of Red Hugh O’Donnell.
On looking around, he saw the old 
man standing near him in a dress still 
move grotesque than before. His 
figure was now erect, though tall and 
lank, his bait grey, and his ears stick
ing up through bis old bat. The 
greater part of his sword was exposed 
behind his hip, he wore a pair of 
tattered brogues, which, at every pro
digious stride be made over the 
marshy ground sent the water in jets 
up to his knees ; and in his hand he 
carried three green boughs. It hap
pened on this very day that O'Don
nell and his followers and kinsmen 
were partaking of a splendid banquet 
in his bouse. They were very merry, 
feasting and playing at innocent 
games, and as the story-teller and his 
companion drew near, they heard one 
of the guests exclaim, in a loud and 
commanding tone :

(To be continued.)

NOW READY.
All New Seed, specially se

eded from the best growers 
In all parts of the world. Get 
one of our catalogues.\ Free 
to all.

Sunnyside Booksellers.

DR CLIFT
treats Chronic Diseases by the Salisbury 
method of persistent self-help in overcom
ing past errors and removing causes from 
the blood. Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, 
Shortness of Breath, Pleurisy, Tubercu
losis. Consumption of lounge or Bowels, 
Indigestion, Dyspepsia, Gastritis, Ülcér, 
Cancer, Dropsy, Dlart-hœa, Dysentery, 
Constipation, Piles, Fissures, Fistula, Di
seases of Heart—Valvular. Fatty Enlarge
ment, Palpitation. Of Liver—Jaundice, 
Diabetes, Cirrhosis, etc. Of Kidneys— 
Albuminuria, Bright’s Disease, etc. Of 
Spleen and Bladder-^Cystitlg. Qf the 
Blo*d-Anœmia, Chlorosis, Soéofula, Ma
laria, Rheumatism, Gout, Sciatica. Scurvy 
Purpura. Of Female Organs—Inflamma
tions and Displacements of Womb, Ovar
ies, Bladder or Bowels. Menstrual irregu
larities of Sexual Organs. Of Nerves and 
Spine,—Nervous Prostration, Sleepless
ness, Decline, Hysteria, Tremors, St-Vitus 
nance, Chorea, Epilepsy, Convulsions, 
Paralysis, Locomotor Ataxia. Paralysis— 
Aglt^pg. SQfteniDgofBral'n. Sortie forms 
of Insanity—Dementia, Mania, Hypoch
ondria. Melancholia, Failure of vision 
and Voice, Deafness. Of Skin-Eczema, 
Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Syphilis,Tumors 
Glandular Fatty, Fibroid, Uterine. Ovar
ian and Cancer, Goitre, Cretinism, Obesity 
Corpulency. Drug and Liqnor Habite- 
Opium, Morphine, Chloral, Cocaine, To
bacco, Stimulants. Of Bones and Joints

k-knee. Bow Legs, Club and Flat 
Poqt, Wry Neck. Rickets, Scrofula, Sore 
Legs, Varicose Ulcers, etc. Continuous 
intelligent treatment Insures Minimum 
of suffering and Maximum of Cure, pos- 

“ each case. Avoid attempts un- 
under blind leaders.

DR, CLIFT,
Graduate of N. Y. University and the N. 

Y. Hospital. 21 years practice in N. Y. 
City. Diploma registered In U. & and 
Caoada.

Address,-Charlottetown, P. E. I. 
Office, Victoria Row. Telephone Calj.

Is Your 
Heart 
Strong?

Sv have you palpitation, throbbing o» 
irregular beating, dizziness, short breath, 
smothering or choking sensation, pain in 
the breast or heart. If so, your heart !» 
affected and will In turn affect your 
nerves, causing nervousness, sleepless
ness, morbid anxious feeling, debility.

IKIilbiirn’s 
Heart «s Nerve 

Pills
Cure all these complaints by regulating 
the heart's action and building up the 
nervous and muscular system to perfect 
fiealth and strength. Price 6oc. per bo^ 
er 6 boxes for $z.jo. At all druggists,

ALL KINDS OF

JOB WORK
* %

Performed ut short notice at 
The Herald Office.

Frf "

THE BIGHT SPOT.
Gents’ Bike Shoes, $2.00.
Ladies’ Chocolate Shoes, 

$1.00, at
GOFF BROTHERS.

Carter’s
u

Are the standard of 
quality for P.E. Island.

For sale at Carter's 
Seed Store in Char
lottetown, and by more 
than one hundred mer
chants in the leading 
trade centres of this 
Province. Ask for 
CAKTER’S SEEDS.

Wholesale and Retail Seedsmen. 
Charlottetown, April 15, 1897

Tickets

Posters
*

Dodgers 

Note Heads 

Letter Heads 

Check Books 

Receipt Books 

Note of Hand Books

Executed with Neatness and 
Despatch at the Herald 

Office.

Charlottetown, P. E. Island

Send in your orders at once.

Address all communications 
to the Herald.

Burdock 
pills

SUGAR COATED
* SURE CURE

For BILIOUSNESS, CONSTIPATION, 
IN DIGESTION, DIZZINESS, SICK 
HEADACHE, AND DISEASES or THE 
STOMACH, LIVER AND BOWELS. 
They are mild,thorough and prompt
IH ACTION, AHO FORM A VALUABLE AID
TO Burdock Blood Bitters in the 
TREATMENT AND CURE OP CHRONIC 
AND OBSTINATE DISEASES.

Cheapness is ndt peculiar 
to prices. Goods are often 
cheaper than the prices ; par 
ticularly is this true when 
the purchaser feels that the 
goods are bought with a cer 
tain amount of uncertainty anc 
unreliability. We have 
cheap goods, although 1.0 one 
disputes the cheapness of our 
prices.

Your friends would appre 
ciate a nice Fancy Rocker or 
Table, selected from our stock, 
Goods selling now will be 
stored until required.

JOHN NEWSON,
The Bargain Giver.

Boots «Shoes
REMEMBER THE

OLD
RELIABLE

SHOE
STQRE

when you went » pair of Shoes. 
OuitPricee are the lowest in town.

A. E. MoEAOHEN,
THE SHOE MAN, 

Queen Street

FORFashions 
Spring » 
Summer.

Among the many garments that will be worn this 
season will be the double breasted sack for business 
wear. The single breasted sack with three buttons 
will be worn more than ever this season, being un
equalled for comfort and convenience—and when cut 
and made as we make them are very handsome gar
ments.

The Three Button Cutaway
Is still popular with good dressers, 
this season than last.

It is made shorter

The Fly Front Overcoat
Is still king among over garments, always fashionable. 
We are prepared to make; all kinds of Gentlemen's 
Garments in the very latest style.
A full line of all the popular makes of cloth always on 
hand. A complete line of the best Gents’ Furnish
ings always on hand.

John MacLeod
rj

i
Merotiant Tailors.

1897.

i't/'VtrZT

JAMES H. REDDIN,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW
HOT AMI [PUBLIC, &c.

CAMERON BLOCK,
CHARLOTTETOWN.

«"Special attention given to Collections

MONEY TO LOAN.

A. 1 MCLEAN, LLB.,Q.C
Barrister, Solicitor, Notary,

Etc-, Etc-,
BROWN’S BLOCK. MONEY TO LOAN.

January 20, 1897,—3m.

1

We have been too 
busy attending to cus
tomers to attend to our 
Newspaper Advertise
ments. We are firm be
lievers in the saying 
that a satisfied customer 
is the best advertise
ment, and we have hun
dreds of thenv Are you 
one? If not why not. 
Come in and see us.

FENNELL t CHANDLER

PARLOR
MATCHES

No
Sulphur

A First-class Match at 
a Second-hand price...

Neat
Sliding
Boxes

Ask your dealer for them •

THE E. B. EDDY COMPANY, Limited.
HULL MONTREAL TORONTO

P. E. Island Railway
Saturday Excursions.

DURING the months of June, July, 
August and September, 1897, return tickets 
will be issued at one first-olass fare from 
all Booking Stations to all stations on 
this Railway every Saturday, good for 
return on following Monday. These 
tickets will not be good for return on 
date of issue.
a. McDonald, d potting er,

Superintendent. Gén. Mgr. Gov’t 
R’ys, Moncton.

Railway Office.
Ch’town, May 29, 1897—ju2,fii

WITH INVALIDS.
Yes ! with invalids the appetite is capri

cious and needs coaxing, that is just the 
reason they improve so rapidly underScott’s 
Emulsion, which is as palatable as cream.

JtiUl TMbIIÎsù.M. A..LL.B
Barrister I Attorney-at-LaWt

NOTARY PUBLIC, £etcm
CHARLOTTETOWN, P. E. ISLAND 

Office—London House Building.

Collecting, conveyancing, and all kinds 
of Legal business promptly attended to. 
Investments made on best security. Mon
ey to loan.

ÆNEAS A. MACDONALD,
BARRISTER AND ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Agent for Credit Fonder Franco-Cana-

; dieu, Lancashire Fire Insurance Co., 
Great West Life Assurance Co.

Office, Great George St,
Near Bank NovaSootia, Charlottetown 

Nov 892—ly

^


