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Which Cabot gave, of lasting fame 
While yet the oaks maJretW- grew.
And lllcmars drove tlielr frail canoe 
A down Hillsboro's unnamed stream.
Like sporting elves In nightly dream,
And came or went as led their whim.
There stood, sea-guarded, on Point Prim.
To lift the mind 'hove mundane dross,
A church that bore aloft llie Cross.
Long had It stood and marked the way 
Where Port Ut Joie then smiling lay.
Afar the sailor hailed Its dome 
When coming to a new-found home ;
Afar It caught ht»eager glance.
And stirred fond thoughts of distant France 
For In Its build 'twas quaint, yet fair.
Like chapel In Chutons sur rater 
To yet complete the pleasing spell.
He heard the pealing or a bell.
That came with soft and mlmlv tone,
Like what in youth be oft had known 
When fair Aurora yoked her span.
When dol crossed the meridian.
When twinkled first the Veaperjtar 
The bell was heard at sea afar .
Then sailors knelt and softly prayed 
To honor Mary—mother, maid 
The while, from vale and leafy hill 
Koee pens soft, and sometimes shrill.
As maidens young and matrons old 
<tod's praises In their paints told 
Aud hobbling 'twist the grass and wave 
There might tie seen, with visage grave.
And look of stern, yet calm repose.
A man who murmurs as lie goes.
Thrice dally to the church he hies 
And thus be chants with downcast eyes 
" Ave Marla ! the tempest Is near ;
England Is shaking her trident and spear ;
Over the waters the boom comes across 
Sadly freighted with fair Usui's future loss.
Ave Marla ! our chapel will fall ;
Error will spread o’er this Island a pall ;
Murky an.t dense 'twill these shores enshroud ; 
Hasten, O hasten ! a rift In the cloud 
Ave Marla! O mother most sweet !
Plead for thy children at Christ's sacred feet ; 
«•rani, as a sign that 'mid darkness may tell 
Of hope, that nought may still the " Ave " bell.’ 
Thus sadly sang the aged seer.
And those that heard were smitten with fear ; 
None knew from whence the old man came.
Nor what his life, nor what ht» name .
They only knew that thrice a day,
'Mid snow, or sand, he went to pray ;
Aud ever asked from Hprlug to Spring 
That thrice a day the hell might ring.
... One Mummer eve, near Mol’s decline,
The fishers' crew In broken line,
Came madly skimming o'er the sea, 
and shouting loud. " O flee ! o flee !"
Huge hulls that seemed with guns to frown 
And bore the flag of England’s crown.
Majestic cleared the peaceful tide.
And chased the boats which homeward hied. 
The old man saw the fatal race.
And sang and hobbled on apace 
" Ave Maria ! the tempest has broke.
And yield soon we must to England's proud yoke 
Our homes will be harried, our chapel too- 
O ! grant that the bell may speak ever of you." 
straight to the church the old man went.
His breath and voice were well night speni.
The weak fled to the leafy wood.
But In the fort the stalwart stood.
The cannon boomed from ship to shore.
And backward went the sullen roar :
The startled walrus heard the sound 
And fleeing, ne'r again was found.

The horrid din had grown more fierce.
The fire-flash scarce the smoke could pierce ;
The fort was levelled with the sand.
Then In the church was made u stand.
Balls rattled through the sacred pile.
And fHI'd with ruin the nave and aisle ;
Htruck altar, Crucifix and pier,
The reredo* and statues near.
The sun set 'mid the cannon's chime,
And marked the usual " Ave " time.
The old man rang a joyous note 
And heeded not that bullets smote 
The graceful spire ; e’en as he rings.
Molt to himself he plaintive singe :
" Ave Maria ! I'll ring till I die;
Mother of Merry, look forth from the sky ;
Over this bel.' let not wild waters moan

R*t>b| But If this be a rash thing to predicate of
Mat Prim Was under

battle before I see my country vanquished.* 
A spasm of pain creased Camille's brow. 

I^Maître saw it.
' It is the parting with you, Camille, that 

de|»reseee me. Except for that. I have the 
war fever upon me. as every Frenchman 
worthy of the name, lias at this momeni, and

live, and return to me. If not, my prayere 
shall obtain for you what you desire.’

One more look. one last embrace, one 
murmured prayer, and they parted—Henri 
Is* Maître hurrying to Peris; Camille re
turning to the bedside of her father.

Two hours alter midnight the Comte

any man or woog»n in creation, at least it 
is safe to assert that if she had cared lor 
him, it would have been in another way 
from Louisa. There is no act of the soul in 
which we are so much ourselves as in the 
way in which we love. And this holds 
gool, independent of the kind of affection 
bestowed, whether friendship or a warmer 
sentiment ; lor in giving either, it is not « 
reflection of ourselves, a photograph, as it 
were, of our sensitive nature, but a part and 
parcel of our very soul, and partaking, ac
cording to ils degree, of its inmost charm*

| teri-tics. * I give yon my heart,' contains 
i an ethical truism. And he, or she. who 
I lakes the heart, takes all the virtues or 
vices it may contain. Deceit in some; 
truth in few ; imperfections iu all.

Eliot Sherburn had faith in I>oui«i’> 
future. He hoped to transplant that flower 
into yet another soul, and lo restore the 
fresh tints of youth. He said but little 
openly to Madeline of what he thought and 
felt concerning Godfrey. But a few well 
placed and powerful expressions, conveyed 
in an undertone, left her in no doubt on the 
subject. Probably lie would have con 
sidered the trifler unworthy of a thought, 
lied it not been for the effect he bad pro 

I duced on Louisa.
• Do you not think, Miss Fairley, that 

Miss Ixmisa Is looking better and brighter?' 
said he one one day, when he hail been 
rowing her and Miss FitzGerald on the 
lake. “ She really seems to me quite in

I her old spirits, and I begin to hope she, 
I will entirely recover them.’

• I have very little doubt of It.’ said
Madeline; while both carefully abstained 
from naming the exact cause ol ibis sup
posed depression. ' She is very impicseion-

1 able, but she is also very advanced for her 
age. As her judgment ripens, she will look 
back with a smile upon things she now 
regards as great misfortunes.'

' I have ventured lo say as much to her 
once or twice. I hope it wili not offend

1 On the contrary. I think she takes re
markably well all you say to her; and I am 
convinced your kindness has a very bene- 
licial influence over her. It prevents her 
becoming morbid about herself, and fancy 
ing no one can care about her, which at 
present she is rather disposed to do.’

‘ Good lienvens ! if she only knew how 
full of charm she is, with her innocent, con 
tiding manner! Why. Miss Fairley, she 
would molt a heart of stone. I lor one 
have always felt she was the dearest, 
sweetest little creature I ever met—a girl 
to till any honorable man’s house with 
gladness, and h> be the darling of his heart

• I know you have.' replied Madeline, 
with a sly smile, • and 1 can truly say that 1 
hope you will always feel so, Mr. Sherburn ; 
and that you wil prove it, to.'

She was leaving the room as she said 
Ihese words, and Eliot remarked, in an 
undertone to himself, that she was a very 
superior woman, and had a wonderful ap^ 
precialive way of putting tilings

' I do believe I am turning match maker 
was Madeline's jin ward tbought as she ran 
upstairs. • 1 suppose this, too, is part of the 
seeing something of life which my pixtr

unless I am killed, darling. I will come beck Vonderblanc closed his eyes in death, in the 
to you, covered with laurels, or not *t all ' presence of bis daughter, the Abbe Sirs, 

Is there the woman who «aires for laurels ; and the old servant who had opened the 
at such a moment? Sbe looked up in his door to Henri 1* Maître, His wife had left 
face and smiled, but without speaking. Her the room some time before. She declared 
hands, which lay clasped in hie. were cold herself unable to bear the watching through

Ascomes from their depth» Its hope telling tone." j 1*ear father prophesied. Ah! if lie only
Mix cannon helched tlielr «moke and Are ;
One huge ball struck the swaying spire ;
One hit the old man as he rang 
And, like the swan, he dying sang.
The belfry tottered, creaked and fell.
And 'neath the sea sank with the bell.
The few survivors fled the scene 
And darkness drew o'er all a screen.

The graves are gone and gone all dread ; 
The <sorn waves o'er the gallant dead 
Time's healing Anger touched the scar 
That once did our fair Island mar ;
The magic touch to beauty turned 
What war had blasted and fire burned.
The tragic story few relate.
And fewer know the old man's fate ;
His name, percha net-, some one may aak,— 
His brother wore the Iron Mask !
He served his God through years of pain.
And asked one favor not iu vain ;
For ever store, as l«>gends tell.
Morn, noon and night is heard the bell.

Indian River, P. E. Island. c. o'i

THE WRONG VAN.
BY THE HON. MRS. A. MONTGOMERY,

Author of “ Mine Own Familiar Fniend."

CHAPTER X—(Continued.)

That evening Mrs. FitzGerald came to 
urge Madeline's return to them, and she 
took leave of her hostess (Mother Frances 
Xavier), and went back to Les Trois 
Couronnes.

It was not long before Eliot Sherburn 
found an opportunity of speaking to her 
about Louisa. There was something very 
noble in the unselfish way in which, after 
coming to the mortifying conviction that he 
was not the object of her preference, he 
felt so tenderly for her in the mistake she 
bad made with reference to Godfrey. He 
teemed to treat it like the innocent ignor
ance of a ehild who might take tinsel for 
gold, and foil for jewels. There had been, 
perhaps, something a little volatile in 
Louisa's conduct, but be was too generous 
not to see that it arose from innocence and 
tbs tnastfnlneess of extreme youth. He 
lilt bow different would one day appear to 
her the lander, reverential, protecting sen
timents be entertained towards her, from 
tbs light-hearted, empty courtship of God
frey ftfpekinson, and he seemed resolved to 
•lend aside and wail, watehieg over her 
Mm while with an almost paternal tender- 
nee, MU she should have overcome a die-

The golden Summer bad ptmred her 
varied gifts on the bosom of Mother Earth, 
l'be corn was forming in the ear. the vine 
bad shed iu bumble blossom, and the little 
globe-like grapes were just visible beneath 
the large protecting|leaves ; but that corn 
would never make bread, and those vines 
would be steeped in other blood than that 
of their own fruit. The day had come and 
gone when Henri Le Maitre bad knocked 
hastily at Madame Vonderblanc's door, 
•od, on being told by the servant that his 
mistress was out, had, to that decorous in
dividual’s great astonishment, insisted on 
seeing Mademoiselle. His astonishment 
was not lessened by the absence of all ap 
parent surprise on the young lady’s part, 
and from that moment be made up bis 
mind that Mademoiselle would make 
wretched marriage, and that the whole 
family of the VonderblaotH was in a miser
ably demoralized condition.

It was several days since Camille and
Maître had met. Monsieur Vonderblanc, 

had rallied somewhat from hie severe at 
tack ; but not enough to dispense with the 
almost constant attendance of Camile, or to 
admit much of that of hie irritating and 
frivolous wife. Henri LeMaitre waited tor 
Camille in the room filled with ^black satin 
furniture which we have already described. 
He was pacing up and down slowly and 
dreamily, absorbed in thought. Just as he 
turned again and faoed the door, Camille 
appeared. He was startled by her aspect. 
Sbe wore a plain white dreee without a 
single ornament or a bit of color ; she was 
even paler than usual, and there was a look 
of grand, fixed purpose in her deep, dark 
eyes that gave him a feeling of awe, while 
her sweet, sad expression awoke all hie ten 
derness and compaaslbn at the thought that 
he was about to leave her in her desolate 
home, without even the support of his sym
pathy.

They looked for a moment into each 
others face without speaking. Then Cam
ille held ont her hand, and said,

You need not tell me Henri, I see it all. 
You are going.'

Yea ; the hour has come. I have delay 
lo the last moment, because it hard to tear 
myself sway from you when you are In such 
sorrow. But now honor calls me, and I 
most obey,’

* How soon? ’ sbe asked with a firm voice, 
bat blanched to the lips.

•This very night—in two hours from

You will write?
Of coures. My plans are all marked 

out for me, as you know ; but, until I reach 
Purls. It wee very dlSeelt for me to know 
exactly whet they are. One thing is 
tele—it will he short aud very sharp, and 

Il sounds like treason in a French
man to say il, I am not so

God greet I may he slain in

and trembled slightly, but there were no 
tear» in her eyes.

‘ One thing fret» me. Camille, and 1 aui 
»t a lue» how to tell y «mi. or how to propose 
any reuie«iy ; but I feel I am leaving you 
without any expr«*ssed sanction from your 
parent» of the promise we li»ve exchanged. 
It would be vain to ask it of your mother, 
especiall) at the present moment; and your 
father's slate of health—'

Camille held up her band to stop him.
' I bare settled it all, Henri, and bave 

made up my mind. Wait here a moment. 
She left the room without pausing for hie 
reply, and, presently re appearing, beckon 
him to follow her. When they had reached 
the door of a room he knew to lie Monsieur 
Vonderblanc'», sbe took him by the hand 
and led him in. At the opposite end of Hie 
room, within a curtained alcove, was a bed 
Against Hie pillow of which the wasted form 
of the feeble and dying man reclined. He 
looked slowly round, and a puzzled expre»> 
ion came over his pallid features, as his eyes 
wandered, from Camille’s figure to \as- 

Mailre’s. When [she approached the bed 
»he dropped LeMaitre's hand, and kneeling 
down, felt for the cold, unresisting l and of 
the old man. She kiss, d it fervently, and 
uiurmered.

• Father, dear father,'
He looked alarmed, with the feeble help 

less alarm of infancy or sectmd childhood.
' Wbal Is il C.imile? ’ he said 1 Is that M 

LeMaitre? I am glad to see you. sir. You 
find me very ill. 1 am not long for this 
world. And I should noi be here now but 
for uijr daughter; it is she keeps me alive. 
Camille, tell him to sit down I urn sorry, 
lienri. lo receive you thus ; but you are 
very good to come and see an old man.’

But Camille, still kneeling, took I*e- 
Maitre’i hand, and he at once entering into 
her intention, knelt down also.

' Father.’ she said, holding his hand in 
hers and drawing it close to her. ' we are 
come to ask your blessing. Henri is going 
to the war. _ You know(that we love each 
other. You know that lie is a good man. 
who will take care of your poor little CamiMe 
when you. dear father, are in heaven, (five 
him your blessing before lie g«x‘e. and tell 
4» both that yon approve of^our future mar 
riage, and that it ha» your sanction, to the 
exclusion of any oilier marriage, if so it may 
please God

The old man's eyes were filling with 
tears. Camille feared l«si. in the extremity 
of his weakness, the emotion should be too 
much for him. With some effort he raised 
his hind and laid it on I>*Mhiire's head, dis- 
engaging the hand that Camille held, and 
placing it on hero.

•Yes. yes, my child, I bless you both. 
You have my consent. Camille has told 
you all. All! Henri, she is an angel. Take 
care of her—take care of her.’

Suddenly a look of anxiety came over his 
countenance, and as Camille and Le Maitre 
rose and stood hand in hand before him, be 
caught her by the arm and pointed to » 
door opposite. It was toat of hu wife's 
dressing-room.

' Camille, quick, quick! give me pen and 
paper. This is not enough. There are no 
witnesses. They may dispute it.’

Camille feictied the writing materials, 
but when they came he tremblwl so violent 
iy that it seemed impossible be should hold

• Be calm, dear father. No one will in
terrupt you ; there is plenty of time. Hear, 
dear father, write on this.’ And she guid«*«l 
his hand to the sheet of blank paper, and 
tried to steady it.

lie wrote, ‘ I give my full and absolute 
consent to the projected marriage of my be
loved daughter, Camille, with Henri I,e 
Maitre.

He dated it and signed his name, and 
then sank back exhausted. Camille pres»' 
e«l the paper into Henri's hand, and the 
latter, respectfully kissing that of the old 
man, and stammering hie gratitude and his 
promises, obeyed Camille's order that he 
should leave them, and wait tor her below.

When she rejoine«l him there was a look 
calm happiness in her face that made his 
heart leap for joy. He would gladly have 
lingered, but this she would not allow. 
She took the precious document from him 
nod hid it her dress, saying:

• With that I shall have courage for any 
thing and everything. I only wanted to be 
quite certain of doing nothing for which, 
under any circumstances, my conscience 
might accuse me. Now I am satisfied. 
The rest will be us God wills, and we can 
wait.’

They talked on gravely, but not sadly
• Whatsoever may happen now, Camille, 

you are mine. If I fall in battle, I shall still 
claim you as my soul*e bride in heaven 
Nothing can part ns; and certainly not 
death.’

Why will you talk of dying on the field, 
Henri? Surely you have no presentiments?’

lie looked at her tenderly, and said :
• Will you think me very weak. Camille 

If I make you one strange avowal? I do 
not tear death, except as separation from 
yon ; and, most of all, I would prefer the 
death of a Christian soldier in the defence 
of his country. But there isjnet one thing, 
and a foolish thing, I acknowledge, from 
which I shrink. I have a horror of being 
left on the field of battle, mutilated, mang 
led by dogs, and then thrown Into the com 
mon ditch with some twenty or thirty 
others. It is absurd, for. after all. it little 
matters what becomes of oar miserable 
bodies. There, however, it Is—I cannot 
get over it; bat it occurs to mo that, now I 
bava had the courage to make tbs humble 
confession of my folly, aed to tell you, this 
impression may be effaced from my imagin
ation. I do wish for Christian burial, aed,
If possible, to be laid in peace with my an
cestors.’

Camille’s eyes were full of tears.

the last agony, and bail ret in d to her own 
apartment, • «egging not to he disturbed till
all was over

Madeline had been «*»gniz*nt of all that 
had occorretl before the date of her return 
to the hotel, for her correspondence with 
Camille had never flagged. She had there
fore the burden of her friend’s sorrows 
added to her own anxieties; and in lier 
heart she was pining to be wiih her. and 
help lo support her in this cri-ie. Camille’s 
letters were full of noble courage, and an 
alwolute submission to the d «-créé» of Pro Vi
llen ce. It was womlerful to see how, from 
the moment when her mind received ils 
first gotxl impulse, through the influence of 
Heflri I a» Maine’s fine character, she bad 
embraced the highest notion# of duty and 
self-sacrifice.

Meanwhile, the terrible news of the re 
| rented defeats of the French nrtuj came 
pouring in every day, till the extent of the 
disaster made people hesitate to give cre
dence to the telegrams that each morning 
were posted in the hotel, and eagerly read 
by successive groups of people.

Mndcline was full of longing to go off 
md be of some use, somewhere, anywhere, 
amongst the sufferer» from the war. No 
one bad the heart io propose any more 
excursions that would take them out of the 
reach of the letters, papers, and telegrams 
which had become their daily ftxxl ; and all 
interest died out of every question not con
nected with the unprecedented disasters of 
the French, and the triumph of the Prussians.

At length, «me morning. Mis FitzGerald 
received from Mr. Fairley a letter full of file 
greatest anxiety about Madeline. He com 
plained that the consciousness that bis 
daughter was so far away, and that a whole 
txmnlry tilled with moving troops, and astir 
with the preparations of actual warfare, 
lay between him and bis child, had becotne 
unbearable. He was out of health, and 
suffering so much from his habitual lame
ness, the rtreuil of chronic rheumatism, that 
it was out of his power to go and fetch her; 
but lie entreated Mrs. FnxGerald, if her own 
stay in Switzerland was likely to be pro 
longed, t# find some escort for Madeline into 
Belgium, from whence it would not be 
difficult to send some one lo meet fier at 
Ostend.

The letter occasioned Mrs FitzGerald 
great uneasiness. No doubt Mr. Fairley, in 
Hie calm rejiose of Pen ton, thought nothing 
would be easier than to light upon a per
fectly secure available protector and eetiort 
for bis daughter. But this was very far 
from being the case; and Mrs. FitzGerald, 
who was quite conscious that Madeline 
(xmbl not possibly be safer than in remain 
ing where she was, did not evince Hie 
slightest inclination to return to England 
on her acciMint.

Madeline was aware how unfounded were 
her father’s apprehensions. She knew 
there was nothing to be afraid of in stop
ping, while there might at least be some 
inconvenience in attempting to travel. On 
the other hand, »he could not bear to seem 
indifferent in her father’s wishes ; ami ii 
was just one of those questions which <^>ul«l 
not be discussed by post, fcjth an interval of 
three days between the departure and the 
arrival of each. After a long talk over the 
pros and <x>ns with Mrs. FitzGerald, she 
walked up lo the convent to take advice of 
Mother Frances Xavier. She ha.I no strutter 
laiti the question before her than it ap 
peared Hint a projioeal had been made in 
tiie convent that the mother and one of the 
sisters in the house, who was also English, 
should accoiuplhh a journey on some busi
ness of tbelr order through Germany and 
on to Brussels ; aud that on their way, if 
their services were required to aid in at 
tending on Uie wounded in any of their own 
communities, they were to pause on their 
journey for that purpose, as the ultimate 
object of their going to Brussels was one 
which would not suffer from a brief delay

The difficulty lay in obtaining the neces
sary paper» and permissions, and also in 
meeting the necessity of proving that they 
were Englishwomen, although coming out 
of a French convent, for of course »t that 
moment the question of nationality was 
one of the greatest importance. These 
plans and schemes of the nuns exactly fell 
in with Madeline’s desires. She felt sure 
that even if she were delayed on the road 
with the nuns, lor the purpose of assisting 
the wounded, her father would bo satisfied 
she was in safety. And as no one prognos. 
Heated that the duration of the war would 
be what it afterwards proved, she did not 
suppose the delay would exceed a very few 
weeks. The fact of her being English, and 
without the French connection which at 
that juncture embarrassed the nuns, marked 
her as the most appropriate person to make 
the necessary appeal to the Prussian atbori 
ties for permission to traverse the country, 
and render all the aid in their power to the 
sufferers of the war. As her own sympathies 
and these of the two nnns. lay with the 
French, a scruple arose in their .minds lest, 
from the necessity of making their appeal 
to the Prussians, they should seem to be 
acting deceitfully.

Bat this was obviated by Madeline, who 
wrote the request and sent it straight to 
Berlin, candidly stating that her acquaint
ance with the French language, also that of 
the two English nuns whom sbe wished to 
accompany her, and their comparative ig 
noranoe of German, would lead to their 
being of more use to Hie Majesty's prisoners 
than to his soldiers.

The whole matter was soon decided, and 
Madeline1» letter dispatched. At the same 
time she wrote to her father, to toll him 
that she hoped to he able to make arrange 

its to travel as far as Brossais with two 
English anna, great friends of her; that her 
joorney might he slow and somewhat im
peded by the circumstance of the war, hot

it la safety. At th# eed of her letter she 
staled that If aay opportunity offered of aid 
iag the woeaded she ebon Id embrace It aed 
that she felt sore be would eut wish her to 
do otherwise.

Mr. and Mrs. Fltstierald were not with- 
it many fears and apprehensions as to the 

coarse Madeline bad decided on Bat she 
was resolved to do all she coo Id to meet her 
father's wishes that she should lesson the 
distance between them, and recent expert 
•nee had led her to the conclusion that she 
would have to depend upon herself and her 
own judgment, more than upon any very 
great effort on the part of her kind but rather 
selfish and Indifferent friends.

In due time the answer arrived from Ber 
tin. accepting the offer made by Miss Fair- 
ley and the two nuns, and indicating Carl 
•rube as the place were their services in 
the ambulance were first required.

Madeline was io a state of concentrated 
excitement at the prospect before her. Sbe 
■pent the day in compressing into the least 
possible space the very small amount of 
luggage she could carry herself. Of course 
•be and the Sisters had to wear the badge 
of tiie Red Cross; and when she ro*e, on 
the morning of her departure, and was 
about to walk to the station to meet the 
nuns there, she bound it on her arm, think
ing that it was better to brave once for all 
the feeling of looking in anyway remark
able, and begin from the first by being in
different to all except the work before her 

She walked alone to the station, going 
early, to make sure that all was ready on 
the part of her two com pun ions. Mr. and 
Mrs. FitzGerald, Eliot Sherburne and l»uisa 
followed to see her off; they begged her to 
write, and assured her of tlieii anxiety to 
know how she fared.

Madeline took ft kindly, and smilingly 
promised all they asked. But her trust in 
the reality of friendship had received a 
slight shock ; not enough to embitter her in 
the least degree, but enough to make her 
feel she was learning something of life.

[TO BE >'COHTINL'KD.J

WINTER GOODS
Selling Very Cheap for Cash

-AT THE-

LONDON HOUSE
Men’s Ulsters,
Men’s Overcoats,
Men’s Reefing Jackets,
Men’s Wool Underclothing, 
Men’s Cardigan Jackets,
Men’s Fur Caps,
Men’s Gloves, Mitts & Scarfs, 
Buffalo Robes,
Japanese Wolf Robes,
Blankets, Railway Wraps, 
Horse Rugs,
Ladies’ Cloth Sacques,
Ladies’ Cloth Ulsters,
Ladies’ Fur-lined Circulars, 
Ladies’ Astracan Jackets,
Fur Caps and Muffs.

GEO. DAVIES & CO

SCHOOL BOOHS.

G. H. HASZARD,
South Side Queen Square,

HAS IN STOCK

AU Itooks a ut ho riser/ bff the I ton ref of' 
Education of thin Province.

ALSO, A FULL SUPPLY OF

SCHOOL STATIONERY
VERY CHEAF

November 7. 1883—3m

AYER’S PILLS.
A Urg* proportion ».f «:„• ,l.M-a*r« oliitli 

e»UM Luinau suit «ring n.u.i 1 rvm il« i;u,fcra- 
luviit <>f the suniiscU, butc.t, ni.<l liter. 
Awn's Catii turn Piti.* art t u|.,u
tli.-w organ*, ait.l SIC ,l« >:„u. U lo
cui«: the diseases vauMil !•> «ue;r derange
ment. including louai I pul ton. Indiges
tion. lit w|M-|i»ia, lived ««-lie. »« n«rry. 
an I s U-Mt <>( other auineiii.. I. i it 11 v|
* Iu Ii they arv a safe, mix'. ) • • |-t. m.d
i'.ea-.tnl reined) . The , tlismit use • 4 these

» • • lUry arc be hi by the in. die..; p. .-i. »

Charlottetown. Nov. 14. 1883

iv 1*11.1.» are compounded of \ej. tn'V.xi 

lor *;■) other iii,uri«»ur «g, .y, .

MilTerer from llemluvlu- wrll. s
n * I'H.lJt an- Invaluable Wine 1.1..I 

> I-in»lain companion. I lintv be. u 
•• Mtd.-rer Iront Headache, and vut 
..I e the only tiling | old I. -ok |«>

• an I tree my bead limn |«li,. lint 
«• nn»l elleetite and tin- 4 i.»h-»l |b\.ic

|.r
oiler.

ti'hlm St., Ktctsmond.X a.. .Iu

• .i.-»lred result Wecuwuwsll> keep liu ii 
mi 11.11 <| at our home, an.I prise I hem »» 1 
nl -m-i.il, -ale, and let-able I .unlit hi-.lienw 
r' *•« J» t Sl'Kl'NlA they arv tnvsliinl- e

Mevi 1. levas, .lune IT, Itv;*.
• 'lit. KH t\« l« It. Il t lit.'

<//.«»/.«, .ay». - For
I have I wen subject In 4 
« liicli, Iu eutte ol the 
• •I tan..11* kind*, I suit.

I. 1*4 m re.-led the ete
• t»ll) Improved n.y n<

i.Vm :;rr!n
■i.tl lienllh." 

mutate the ap|W- 

aml itgnr to the

If,lie* id tiie l*»tl 4; Is, s|
Id - .tu I tligevtnm, aud bj 
llmroiigli action give tom 
n .ni..- physical economy.

r*i:r tKKb 1 v
Dr. J C. Ayer A Co., Lov c'l. Mass.

Sold by all Druüt: •!'

YOUNQ AR e*perieitr.- «|«.- *..nderfnl
OLD MO "• •<
ji gj £_ Ayer's Sarsaparilla.

b>

Soi l by all L

nl. may be 1

• . 41. vis bottles loi xS.

Hemlock Timber.

WANTED 1

SOME long round Hemlock Timl er for 
piles. Also, a lot Flatted Logs.

Apply to
F W. HALES.

Jane 6. 1888-tf Steam Nav. Co

LUMBER!
PEAKES NO. 3 WHARF,

I». p. Horn*'. OK SUM).

VERY CHEAP.

PERKINS k STERNS
Have now on .Sale a complete aiwortment of the

NEWEST AND CHEAPEST GOODS
TO 111-: I-OU IN D.

Dress Goods. Cloths, Flannels. Winceys,
til-vet Variety, Newwt Pattern*, I^teet Stylo*, and Very Clioap.

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

Better value cannot be found.

Satins, Crujns, Fnllimjs, Kid Glares and Mitts, d‘c., cfv., 

bar Lined Clonks, l)olmans, Jackets, Ulsters and Shawls,
Grey and II kite Cotton, Cotton Warp dbc.

A

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

October 10, 1883. PERKINS & STERNS.

PARSONSH^PILLS
*® »*l“*F r*—*• It. Mood I. tk. «If. ■**. I. Ol. mj, ...

i—— —k. will *4. 1 MU —*h M*fcl free. 1 4. IS weeks, roey be--n.i.j u.------- -
l—ltk. If IW. » tkle.be powlb4e. 1er r.m*. l omplM.U tkeee I'UU k»ee________ _
rbyeieSu. ... Ike— kw tke tore ef l.IVKk u4 KID*IT ................, kUnmb.
— —» *r -Ml hm.il grara Omura tree. I , * TO I*. Mss.

• spta*. M| everywhere.

Croup, Asthma. BronrhIUs. Mtmk 
srla, Rheumatism. JOHNSON'S ANO
DYNE UNtMXXT </er «----------ir~ f ffrtn nf
r$s) will UMntenemi.lv relieve these terrible 
Stemsrt. end will pœlûvel, nN nine nm 
ont of ten. Information that will save many 
litres seat tree by Mail Unti l delay a bmjskl'. 
Prevention u better Qian cure.

. KES I nil wears. Bleeding at the l.engi Hoar**-

It la ■ well-known fact that mmt of the I

jHHUMAKE HENS LAY
' chick kii cKolerX 1

Vou will lire, H«H-I know you will Hint lie might I» wared ,be would lure OUk*—WL.il, So, &

100,000 feel Seeeoned line, 1, l|, 11 end 2 
inch, Ac., Ac.,

100,000 do Hemlock Bonnie,
100,000 do Spruce do.,
100,000 do Studding, 2*3,0x3,2x6,2x6, Ac.. 
200,000 Oder Shingles, No. 1,
300,000 Rpnire do.,
20,000 Brick,
10,000 CUpboerd», Noe. 1 end 2.
Dnrand Flooring, Scuttling. Fencing, 

Cednr Poste, Kefl.ee Deni, Ac., end ell other 
Unde of Lumber Fallible for Building par-
-mn ..

All the shore to be sold cheep for ceeh.

POOLE A LEWIS 

•pH- I)

The North British & Mercantile

FIRE & LIFE mSORANGE COUPANT
Of Edinburgh & London-Established in 1809.

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

TRANSACTS EVERY DESCRIPTION OF

FIRE, LIFE & ANNUITY BUSINESS
Oil the moot favorable terms. Losses settled with 

promptitude and liberality.
ruts ssrjkxtTMsxrT.

Reserved Funds (irrespective of paid up Capital) over $5 000 000 00 
I insurances effected at the lowest current rates.

XeZFXl DBrJkHTMXaTT.

Accumulated Funds (irrespective of paid up Capital) over
$12,000,000, '

Nine-tenths of the whole profits of the Life Branch belong to the
Assured.

Profita of previous quinquennium divided among Policy Holden 
•1,658,600.00.

New and Reduced Premiums for the Dominion of Canada.

Copies of the Annual Report, Prospectus, and every information 
may be obtained at the Prime Edward lelsed Breach, Be. to Water 
Street, fharlettelews,

GEO. W. DeBLOIS,
January S, 1883-yr General Agent.


