AL AL AL AM A LLA ML AL AT R AN AT AL AL AL AL AL LT RN R L ELT ELERDLF R B

«

THE Da(LY EXAMINER, (HARLOTTETOWN, NOVEJMBEK 15, 1839

FR AV -
|~
e+ ———
- ————————
% | :
ﬁ@y | S
1
:
‘ i N
t i A ~
z Dia-
3 y
CL eqQ
< OxX,
lve tised
\-'Ll [§
re
)
J I
is Dodd’s Kidney Pills.
: Deodd's K dney Pills are
fifty nts a box at all
th\l‘b‘:\ ts.
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—A ROYAL TRIO -
Sunlight and Lifebuoy

SOAPS

The best laundry and tuilet soaps
made in the world, guaranteed to be
absolutely pure.

“MONKEY BRAND”

w hich cannot be equalled as a scour-
ng aud pelishing soap.

TRY SOME
£7 All are 5¢ large twin bar

THE QUESTION IS5 OPTEN ASKED,

d0W IS THE ASCENDENCY OF

ROYAL
OAK

SOAP

wccounted for? The answer
‘s simple enough, viz:—Be.
sause there is none equal to it
tor intringic merits, firrness,
vurity, combined with great
iasting and cleansing pro-
perties
Send for premium list.

J. D. LAPTHORN & (0.,

Charlostetown Soap Works

BSTABLISHED 1867
LEITH HOUSE :

Telephone 174 P. 0. Box 326
32 to 30 Queen Street

Having secured the agency of the fam -
ous “Silver Spring Brewing Sherbrooke”
P. G.,I am prepared to supply ale and
porter of unsurpassed quality at prices
that cannot fail to piease. Write for
prices and be prepared for a genuine sur-
priee.

A. MACDONALD

The Purpose
of this
Advertisement

i8 to renind the public that the
Photo work from the Studio of
G. H. Cook, is the most elegant-
ly finished in the city. Everyoe.:
is particular about the

Pose and Finish

of his photograph, Lut the puulic
will be fully satisfied in this par-
ticular, by an inspection of the
Artistic work done at this studio

GEO. H. COOK

QUEEN ST, CH'TOWN
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(Contirved)
i SYNOPSIS.
|
| I'he hero of this story, Boris Landrinof,
& avoung Russian, who was sent 1o Kng

| land (o be educate- He is hLastily eum
| moned home by his mother owing to the
! sudden disauppearance ot his father, Count
Landrinof. Shortly after, in London, he
‘ 18 astonished when a friend tells him be
| bas just teen his father. Accompanied by
i this friend he relurns to Ruoseia. Boris
t disccvers a clue, and sets out in search of
\twomen_ who have as he supjoses ab.
ducted his father,

I RS

This was the happiest afternoon and
| evening we had spent for two months.
| True, tomorrow’s meeting would be
painful no doubt; but, oh, the differ-
ence to have father with us, ill though
he might be, rather than to think of
him as a poor lost soul alone in London,
helpless and friendless and demented!

I thought the evening of that
Wednesday would never come. How
slowly the wingless moments crawled!
We prepared everything for father’s
comfort; we made his rooms look as in-

viting as loving hands could render
them; we adorned them with flowers
and pretty hangings and photographs;
we spent hours in doing all this, and
yet the time would not move on quick-
ly enough for us.

The train was due at or about the
dinner hour, and Percy and I were at
the station bhalf an hour before time.

Now that the supreme moment had
arrived I felt unaccountably nervous
and somewhat depressed. Percy rallied
me upon my foolishness.

““Why, hang it, old man,” he said,
“‘this ought to be one of the happiest
moments of your life!”’

““So it is,”” I murmured. “I am aw-
fully happy. But I don’t know what it
is—I feel as though even now father
will disappoint us somehow, as thongh
all this were not a reality. What if

ther, after all, but”’—

“Oh, rot!’’ said Percy rudely. ‘“‘Let’s
talk of something else. If you get think-
ing that kind of thing, you’ll force
yourself to believe that he isn’t he, even

when vou sce him with your own eyes.”’
“Oh, no! I shall know father,” I
*if he really comes.”

murmuareu,

“Of course he’ll really come,” said
Percy. **Whom do you expect? Come
now, don’t be an old ass, Boris. Your
nerves are playing old Harry with you.”

Then, almost as we spoke, the train
came groaning and creaking in. It
pulled np, and the passengers began to
get out and walk on the platform. and
the usual crowd formed.

In the crowd, as we went to and fro
looking for our travelers, I saw sud-
denly Borofsky and another.

At the first glance I thought it was
my father, and my heart gave a great
bound for joy. Then I looked closer,

and—
“Percv.”’ T whisnered—*‘Percv. for
When Lady
Marie Wortley

Montague visited
the household of
“edthe Sultan, she
wrote home to
_ England that the
/ ladies of the
harem were
smothered with
laughter to dis-
cover that her
ladyship wore
an inner vest
of steel and
whalebone,
¥ tight, impene-
..able and sti-
fling, in other
words, a corset,
The ladies

Sl o

ol of the harem
;E ‘ would no doubt
’. have been

equally astonished, though perhaps not
disposed to laughter, had they known that
the women of western nations, through false
ideas of delicacy, suffer in silence untold
sgony, and sometimes death, through neg-
lect of their health in a womanly way.
Women,who suffer in this way shrink from
the embarrassing examiunations and local
treatment insisted upon by the majority of
physicians. If they oniy knew it, there is
po necessity for these ordeals. An emi.-
pent and skilliful physician long since dis.
covered a remedy that women may use ir
the privacy of their own homes. Itis Dr
Pierce’s Favorite Prescription. It acts di.
rectly on the feminine organism, giving it
strength, vigor and elasticity. It stops all
debilitating drains. It is the greatest of all
nerve tonics and invigorators for women,
Thousands of women who were weak. sick-
ly, petulant and despondent invalids are
to-day happy and healthy as the result of
the use of this wonderful medicine. Good
druggists do not advise substitutes for this
incomparable remedy.

« 7 have used Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescrip-
tion and 'Golden Medical Discovery' in my
family "’ writes Mrs. G. A. Conner, of Alleghany
Sorings, Montgomery Co., Va., ! and have found
them to be the best medicines that I ever used."

Send 21 one-cent stamps, to cover cost of
mailing and customs ozly, to the World’s
Dispensary Medical Associatim, Buffalo,
! N.YV., for a paper-covered cupy of Dr.
Pierce’s Common Sense Medizal Adviser;
—Cloth binding 50 stamps. .\ vhole Med.
lcal library in one 1oco-page \y lume.

'

this man should turn out to be not fa- }

|

L

the love of heaven, tell Borofsky'' —

“Well, tell him what? Where is he?
Do you see them? What's up, old
man?"’ said Percy.

“Tell Borofsky to wait. I must get
home and prepare my mother: Tell him
—come behind these boxes so that they
don’t see us—tell him it isn’t father,
Percy. I'd swear with my last breath
it isn’t.”

*“Good heavens, man!’’ began Percy.

‘‘See if you can avoid bringing him
home at all,”’ I continued. ‘‘But inany

“Tell him it isn’t father, Percy.”
case give me time to get back and warn

mother or the shock will kill her. No,
don’t speak. I tell yon, man, it is not
father. Do you think I don’t know ?”’

I left Percy on the platform and
rushed away. My heart felt like lead.
God help us, I thought! What will
bhappen now ?

CHAPTER XIV.
MISTAKEN IDENTITY.

Each attempt to unravel the mystery
which lay like a bluck cloud over our
lives had only eerved to deepen the
gloom. Here was darkness indeed.

Destiny was treating us too cruelly.
Who was this, this scoundrel who had
hoodwinked our detective and actually
meditated the personation of father in
his own house? Could it be my precious
uncle, escaped somehow from Siberia?
Where was father ? Did this man kncw 1
Was he concerned in father’s disappear-
ance?

My brain ached with the hopeless
weight of these questions as I drove
rapidly homeward. And as I neared
the house another came crushing down
upon my heart. How should I break
this news to my poor mother, waiting
at this moment in joyful expectation
to clasp her beloved husband? God
grant the shock did not kill her!

I had no time to think or invent or
to arrange my scattered thoughts. I
rushed up to mother’s room.

““Has he come?’’ she cried, meeting
me. ‘‘Is he well? Oh, Boris, what is
it

‘‘Be brave, mother,darling, and brace
yourself for a cruel blow,’”” I began,
speaking so huskily that I wonder she
understood me.

““Tell me at oncel’’ she muttered,
suddenly seating herself on the nearest

chair. ‘‘He is dead—is thatit? He was
mad and’’ —
“No, no, dearest, not that, thank

God!’’ I faltered. “‘This man is not fa-
ther. I have seen him, and it is not fa-
ther!”

“Ah, I can bear that, if that is it,”
she said. *‘‘But perhaps you are mis-
taken, Boris! Stop—I could not bear to
greet and speak to him if he were not
my Viadimir. What shall I do, Boris?
Can 1 see him and remain unseen?
Where could we go, you and I1? We
will make sure, quite sure, that we
must be disappointed before we will al-
low our hearts to break over it.”’

“Dear mother, you are brave,” I
gaid, kissing her. ‘‘Let us sit in the
porter’s little room in the great hall

! We can peep through the window and

watch them arrive.”’

“Come!’" said mother, and together
we made for the wide staircase that led
down into the huge entrance hall. But
before we had reached the hall the car-
viage drove up. Mother heard and
grasped my hand.

““We are too late,” she whispered.
“But now we are here, we will stand
our ground together.”

The hall porter, an old servant, ran
to the big doors and flung them open,
bowing low and greeting ‘‘Vladimir
Antonich’’ (my father’s patronymic).

A tall man entered with Percy and
Borofsky. He took mno motice of old
Gregory’s greeting, which seemed to
gurprise the porter, who looked pained.

Conversing with Borofsky, while
Percy followed, silent and depressed,
the new arrival came toward us. Moth-
er’s hand tightened over mine. She
gave me a convulsive grip and then
loosed me again. I saw her eyes bright-

en as she caught sight of his face and

quickly gr

enough to father tol
but one second: then she saw, as she
must ine'\'itu);]‘\ see, how unlike was
the likeness. The little group reached
us and paunsed a moment. Borofsky was
about to speak, but he suddenly realiz
bow matters stood and refrained
Mother bowed and passed down stairs
with me. Percy turned and came with
o8 Borofsky and the other continued
shelr journey up etairs. I distinctly
heard the fellow ask Borofsky who
the lady was. This man that was her
husband, forsooth, and my father!

Poor mother sank upon a conch in
the hall and cried quietly. Thank God
that she did that! I counld eay nothing
$o comfort her, excepting to blurt out
that we should yet find father and re-
store him to her one day.

*At all events, he is not mad, as we
feared, mother,” I added. “‘Almost
anything is better than that. Have yon
the heart to ge om hoping, in the face
of this blow?”’

Mother played the heroine that night
Not only did she assure me that she
was still full of hope and confidence,
but she comforted poor old Percy, who
was disconsolate, declaring that this
last miss fire and all the disappointment
of it was entirely his fanlt (which it
certainly was in a way), by telling him
that if she and I conld be taken in by
the portrait it was surely no wonder
that he was taken in by the original.

“They are marvelously alike,’’ said
mother, ‘‘and yet, oh, how unlike!
This is his brother, of conrse!”

““Mother, do you really think so?' I
exclaimed. ‘‘How can he have escaped
from Siberia?"’

““That is another mystery,”’ she said.
““Perhaps the mystery of dear father’s
disappearance is connected with this
one, and that with this wretched Andre
delivered thus, as it were, into our
hands we may learn something from
him."

““Bah! I shall kick him out of the
house in ten minutes if I have to get a
couple of policemen to help me!l” 1
raved.

“No, my son, we will allow bhim to
remain. We will give him shelter and
show him kindness. Then perhaps if he
knows anything and if there is any
particle of good in him he may help us
in some way to unravel our mystery.”

““Mother, it’s impossible!’”” I =aid.
‘“We can’t have a brute of a fellow like
this murdering, nihilistical rascal sleep-
ing in the house. I shouldn’t feel that
you were safe. He wounld murder the
whole lot of us for the price of a din-
ner.’’

““We will take precautions, of course.
Let him remain, Boris—tonight at
least.”’

“It would be wiser to give him
money and turn him out of the house.
Offer him more on condition he keeps
away and still more for any news he
can give us of father.”

**Do nothing in a hurry,”” said moth-
er. ‘‘He shall stay tonight at least.
Tomorrow we shall see how the land
ites. What do you think, Percy ?”’

tter her hopes

»

{To be Continued.)

00D HEALTH
For WOMEN

Dr. A. W. Chase’s Nerve Food Re-
stores Weak, Sickly Women
to Robust Hezalth.

Any f{rregularities in the monthly uterine
action is sufficien: cause for women to be
alarmed about their health. Whether painful,
suppressed or profuse menstruation, the caus4
can be traced to scme derangement of the
nerves,

A few boxes of Dr. A. W, Chase’s Nerve
Food will completely build up the exhausted
nerves and restore the reguiar monthly action
which removes from the body the clogged mar-
ter that would otherwise cause pain and serious
disease.

It is as a restorative for pale, weak women
that Dr. A. W, Chase's Nerve Food has been
singnlarly successful. It counteracts the debs-
litating diseases peculiar to women by feeding
the nerves and creating new nerve fluid, the
vital force of the human bedy.

Dr. A. W. Chase's Nerve Food has restored
scores of hundreds of weak, sickly women ta
robust health. soc. a box at all dealers, or
tdmanson, Bates & Co., Toronto.

3r. Chase’s new illustrated hook ** The Il
of Life and Jow to Cure Thera,” sent tree to
vour address

EVENING |
(STRUGTION

At the P. E, I. Commer-
sial College will com-
mence on Monday, Oct.
9th inst, at 7.30 p. m.
Instruction in Arithmetic
Book-Keeping,Shorthand,
Penmanship, Typewrit-
ing, &c. Day students
admwitted free. Apply at
once to

[SAAC OXENHAM,

PRINCIPAL

Ch'tuwep, Oct 2799 - tf
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1§ perhaps “not to fit” would be $17.00.
SHOREY'S CLOTHING is not made to order, but

Reliable Dealers only.

THE BEST VALUE
IN THE TRADE. *

SHOREY'S

Heavyblack worsted cheviot :

ULSTERS

PRICE

WELL LINED,
WELL MADE awpo
EXCEEDINGLY STYLISH.

This Garment- ‘“ Made to order” by a Tailor though
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made to fit, and every thread is guaranteed.
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These goods may be obtained from

JAS. PATON & CO.

HAPPY THOUGHTS MAKE HAPPY FAMILIES

Built on
honor of best

materials by Perfection
first-class attained
Mechanies b

Fitted

lik

Watceh,
Durable

as

w

The
Heights ol

Burke's
iaypy
Though:
Range

e 3

Granite :
FOR SALE BY——

Simon W. Crabbe

STOVES & HARDWARE

e

arker’s Corn

Dress Ski rls
Under Skirts
Blouses
New Lot te
Hand To-day

T. J. HARRIS,

LONDON HOUSE

IN YE ...

You had to buy any old stove that the dealer chose to sell y>a, and it wae
always the one he mads moct profit on, because there was no competition
To-day you have a choice of the best stoves made.

OLDEN

\ ... TEME

See ours betore you buy.

"

TIRT

i

Tortise Heaters, Cooking Stoveg;

FENNELL 2y CH ANDLER

Ratitat A 2.5 2.0 0.0 3 1. 0.0.2.4.3. 8. 0.3,3.3 .3
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'FOR FALL PLOWING

—BUY YOUR FALL REPAIRS F30M~—

W. CRANT & CO’Y.

—ALSO~

General purpose and other plows ia Spring Tooth
Harrows. We have a large stock to be cleared out
this fall cheaper than ever, at

i
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W. GRANT & CO°N, @
LE PAGES OLD STAND o
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