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Whéh someoneis sick ia the family and
the doctor is called in, what is thefirst

question he asks? *" Are the bowels regu-

Jay? That’s the question, isn’t it? Ifa
wife and mother will see to it that when
any member of the family is troubled wit)
constipation a prompt resort is had (¢%pr.
Pierce's Pleasant Pelicts, there will be
mighty sickness in the family. One
little ellet’’ isa gentle laxative and tws
a mild cathartic. They cure constipation
end hiliousness and never gripe. Theyreg-
ulate and invigorate the stomach, liver and
bevels. Found at all medicine stores.
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Corsets F=
are made in great variety
of styles. Whether tall,
slim, stout or short you can ’
get a D & A that will fit
you comfortably, andat the
same time add little to |
the natural grace of the LA}

figure.

D & A Corsets Wear
as well as theyfit (;)

fold by most dry goods houses. +<—=—

SOS6423%.664886888

ADVICE ABOUT

Spice.
When ordering a package of

Pepper, Ginger, Allspice, Cin

namon or Cream of Tartar

from vour grocer youcan al-

ways feel eure of securing the a
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best quality by asking for : ::
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I Have Just Completed

My Wew Oyster Place.
Call and see the briitiant display of

beautiful oysters on and off the shell.
Onr Oyster king is standing in
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the
window. See him, and then you will eat
Oysters,

- rJohn P, Joy,
VICTORIA CAFE

Grreat George Street.....-

Valuable Lots For Sale
IN CHARLOTTETOWN.

Not having been able to dispose of
“Sidwoat” the late residence of the Hon.
Frederick Peters, en bloc, I have been in-
Structed to sell a larze portion thereof in
blocks of ecre lots. Roads have been laid
off for this purpose sod inthis way some
of the most beautifa! lots in Charlottetown
will be disposed of. Sale will take place
at “Sidmount” on Wednesday the 2st
day of September in<tant at 11 o'clock.

RORERT BEARISTO,
Auctioneer.

Ch’town Sept lst 98 205 dtd 

devil, that boy.

‘ At least the people

mof the bend said so
after the episode of

Beg Alley. He had
never seen the skies

of Italy, but Camilla,
Mis sister, was born

ae there. That was be-

ye fore his father killed

the policeman, and

long before his mother
went to live in Keg

 

  

  

    

i! Allev. He was only

i seven, but he knew
what it meant fo: a woman of the Bend tu
go and live in K+g Alley, andit lelt Camilla

and him much a one. Infact, there was no
oneelse left in the ally except the kitten—
or rather the cit. For although the animal
was but a few monthsold, it had never been
a kitten.

There are no kittens in Mulberry Bend.
One day a gentleman friend of the family

—Pasquale, Camilla and the cat—bought
a new hand That night all of
the ladies and gentleman who were hon-
gored by his acquaintance sat about upon
doorsteps and curbstones and admiredits
melody.

It was a neworcan but it did not disdain

old tunes. Gradually the discordant noises
and clatter of feet subsided, and the Bend

grew sober under thespel] of organ music,
while every cobble of its length reeked with
sume story, and the glare of smokyoil
lamps wedded the stenches of decaying
melons andoffish,

Pasquale sat upon the curb with a swarm
‘of other humansandlistened.

His garments were entirely appropriate
to the sultry midsummernight. His ragged
little shirt was supplemented by trousers
once worn by Uncle Dominico, who kept
the fish stall at the corner. Their legs
shortened by the scissors, and worn by
Pasquale, they had really quite the grand
air. In one skinny arm he clutched close
to his breast the sickly, sore-eyed kitten
which was alreadyacat.

She had already met her mouse.
So she clung closely to Pasquale with her

little sharp claws, and eyed askance the
other gamins of the gutter of Mulberry
Rend.

Digging her browntoes into the debris of
the stones and laughing, her white teeth
gleaming in the dust, stood Camilla. Pas-

organ,

| quale was ill shaped; his ugliness asserted
| itself; but Camilla was cursed with a certain

| ing young animal,
She was a wantonlook-
already 14. Her eyes

amount of beauty.

' helda little lurking devil, born there before
they ever sawthe light. Her shining purple
black hair rioted in its wild locks, and her
walk was that of a feminine gamin. Like
the other girls of her age, she wore a calico

| skirt, a gaudy cotton waist and kerchief,
while about her slim neck was a string of
beads.
Suddenly the organ groaned, hesitated

and broke into another tune.
‘‘An’ sure, what is it? asked thelittle

Irish girl of Pasquale. °
But he shook his dark head, while from

the other side of him a boy piped an answer.
**Love not !” said the boy.
**Love-a-not,” repeated Ralatdabe slowly,

and then looked at his kitten. He listened
a moment, and shook his head, and softly
kissedit.
An hourlater, after searching in vain for

Camilla, he and the kitten went fast asleep
hehind some emnty beer kegs. A Jittle later
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Dr. Cuase# DaIty ReceIvinc TESTIMONIALS

FROM THANKFUL PEOPLE AFAR AND NEAR,

Intelligent Citizens Pronounce
Strongly in Favoer of Dr.Chase’s

Ointment, Kidney-Liver Pills,
and Catarrh Cure.

Sceptics are at Liberty to Write to
the Following Parties to Get Their
Endorsation of Testimonials,

 

INCIPIENT CATARRH CURED.
Mrs. Rosie Stearn, 30 Walton

street, Toronto, says :—“I_ suf-
fered at every change in the
weather with cold in the head, At
times it was so bad that I was unable
to speak, being completely stuffed up.
I was advised to try Dr. Chase’s Ca-
tarrh Cure, and did so, and received
immediate relief. I am pleased to tes-
tify to its worth gladly. I also receiv-
ed u sample box of Dr. Chase’s Oint-
ment for itching of the skin, and it is
the best remedy I have ever used. I
shall at all times recommend to suffer-
ers Dr. Chase’s remedies. His recipes
are indeed wonderful.”

eae

KIDNEY DISEASE CURED.
Mr. J. Kilfedder, 28 Gerrard

west, Toronto, an old and re-
epected resident of the city,
says :—‘I ‘have been suffering
from Kidney trouble since last fall
and found the lightest kind of exercise
very painful. I voncluded to try Dr.
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, which I
sawadvertised, and the effect was won-
derful, the first box removing the pains
in my back, and leaving me feeling
very much better in every way. I can
cheerfully recommend them as_ the
workingman’s friend. They are well
named K. and L. Pills. The meaning

street 
’’

which I took to be Knights of Labour
a One pill a dose. 25 cents @
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depraved type shouldered the children ot
italy. All night the soiled stream of life
flowed on, beating, beating, beating. and
surging into the arteries called Keg Alley,
Nannygoat Alley and “Fifty-nine.” And
through the narrow rifts between the tops
of the grim tenements a blue strip of star
spangled sky looked down.
No wonderthe stars are pale.
And the kitten stretched itself lazily,

licked industriously for a moment at the

dirt upon Pasquale’s pallid face, and then
gazed winkingly up at the midnight sky.
And Pasqualeslept with the quiet of death,
though Camilla grewrestless and muttered
in her dreams, while twoscarlet spots glow-
ed upon her cheekslike windflowers upon a
Tuscan slope.
And around the corner in a low dive a

drunken, sodden creature,whomnature had
crowned with the royalty of motherhood,

sang with sometipsysailors.

Natureis a fine satirist and enjoys well a
bit of ajoke. That her jokes are cruel is
our misfortune.

Andso the childrenslept.
A few days later Pasquale lost his kitten.

Stealthy, cunning of eye, he sought her
everywhereandsaid nothing. There was a
strange weightin his breast, and at night
whenhe lay in his corner behind the kegs
he was lonely. For Camilla was late now
elways. COace it was well onin the grayof
the morning before she came. She threw
herself heavily beside Pasquale and fell
asleep at once, breathing heavily.

Pasquale raised himself softly and leaned
over her for a minute. There was an odor
about her breatlk which made him think
of his mother. And he noticed that she
wore a very gay neckerchief of silk
which was altogether new. Then he
thought again of his kitten, and his heart

grewlike lead, while looking up he saw that
the stars had gone and that it was already
day.
That day he wandered around the corner

into Keg Alley. He felt a strange desire to
find his mother. He had heard—he had
seen—the motherof thelittle Irish girl fold
her arms about her and press her to her
breast with a sort of animal motherinstinct.
She had beat her an hourlater, but she had
kissed her first, and would kiss her again.
And Pasquale had lost his kitten and want-
ed his mother.

Downin the alley he paused hesitatingly
before a door. As he did so it was opened
may and a man—a young man—threw
an inert*small mass of something living
against an opposite brick wall, with a
curse. And in the room he saw an
unkempt woman sitting with reddened
eyes. She was laughing, and she was his
mother. And then the door closed witha
bang.

Pasquale knew what it was which the
man had thrown out, and he knew what the
black, ugly drops were upon the bricks and
why the little heap of fur, after a long
shudder, layso still.

Pasquale was only 7, but he knew the
classics of crime and death.
He held his hand before his face and

fled.
He never quite knew howhe passed that

day.
Children know agony—whodoubtsit?
At night he stole back to the same

place.
He saw there was light in the one win-

dow of the den. Just outside two China-
men were haggling over the price of a very
dead fish. A shadow on the shawl which

nuned over: the square of glass sug-
ed Camilla. He knew then that the
1 had followed her. Just where it

itt fallen in the morning he found it. He
urned it over carefully. Its under side

hack flattened. It had in a few hours be-
a bas relief of life. Its little red

protruded, and its eyes gleamed
glassily. Pasquale had torn out one sleeve
of his suirt; in that he wrapped it. It
was approaching midnight when he finally
buried it. As he came out into the Bend
with a cowed, bowed head he heard the
new hand organ grinding out the old
tune.

‘*Love-a-not,” satd Pasquale to himself.
And then suddenly he found that he was

hungry. Watching his opportunity, he
soon managed to steal a morsel of driedfish
and some bananas. Sitting behind his ram-
part of empty beer kegs he ate them, and
finally fellasleep. That night the ribbon
of sky blazed out in stars and faded into
empty gray, but Camilla did not come at
wl!

come

tongue

Time swallowed up the weeks. By day
Pasquale wandered about, played in the
gutter, swore, fought, and lived the life of
the gamin of the Bend. Sometimes he saw
Camilla, and wondered a little that she
found so much to laugh at. However, it
grew to be sweeter than the sweetest thing
in life to have her give him a hasty kiss,
or even to scold him. She was all he had
now, and since his kitten’s death he had

never wished to see his motker.
As for the man whohad killed it, he had

seen him once lay kis hand on Camilla’s
shoulder ; and such a flood of miserable
rage had inundated his being as had ren-
dered him helpless for hours. He could
only lie, and choke, and groan, hiding be-
hind a deserted shed.

Oh, to kill him!
To see his black blood drip, drip on the

stones! The spots left by that of the kit-
ten were still visible on the brickwork, and
as they had run down they had seemed to
form a dagger with a handle like a cross.
But in spite of the death of the kitten

and the song, ‘‘Love Not,” with its mean-
ing for Pasquale, he still loved that sister,
that merry, laughing sister. And the
nights when she stole to him and threw her
thin, brown armover him as he lay in his
retreat were the happiest hours of his life.
Herlips might reek of cheap gin, but that
was nothing. He knew she loved him and
no one else did. She was all that was left
to him—this child of7.
Camilla had grown strange. She seemed

to laugh very little and her walk was weary
and lagging. But shestill came to him at
times and petted him in her rough way.
Then suddenly her visits ceased. And

most singular of all, he never sawher atday
pausing at the stalls to beg of the people
who sold that all might live. For three days
he atole down the alley where the door was
and the window with the shawl pinnedover
it. Once he saw his mother open it and
whisper something to the man he hated,and
the man had hastened away looking about
him: stealshily as he went, but not seeing
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And he thought of the days when hehad
been seeking his kitten. .

The next night when it was quite dark he
ran breathlessiv down the alley to the win-
dow. ‘The shawl was down. Within the
room he could see his mother talking to a
man, and could see that she was drunk,

leering and muttering at the shadows.
And the shadows were many, the only

light being that of a tallow candle thrust
into the mouth of a beer bottle. It had
been cut to allowit to enter, and the knife,
a common case knife, lay beside it on a
chair at the head of a pallet of straw.
Andon the straw?
Yes. You have guessed it!
Camilla.
Andover her the shawl dragged from the

window lay with hideous smoothness, dis-
closing a certain starkness of the slim feet.
And though her eyes were ciosed there was
still upon them and upon her sharp cheek
bones a daub of cheap rouge.

After Pasquale saw the feet which had
been the feet of Camilla he remembered
nothing more.
That there was a crowd, that the man

was cursing and binding a wound, that he
had bitten human flesh to the bone, and
that his own arm was broken when they
tore him from Camilla’s side, he knew.

Before they took him out of the onlyen-
vironments he had ever owned, he begged
a singular favor. He staggered across the
alley to the wall, and with a thumb which
reeked with the blood of the man, he daub-
ed into fresh prominence the faded brown
mark like a dagger which showed faintly
upon the bricks.

He was a singular littie devil, that
boy !
Andas the wheels of a great wagon bore

him swiftly away he muttered furiously
to himself, with alternate curses and weep-
ing. some words which no one understood.

Lut possibly they were the words he
breathed so constantly in his deliriumat
the hospital. The nurse said they were;

“Love-a-not.”
And Pasquale died.
And they said that it was better so, as he

was really such a little devil, There could
have been nothing ahead worthliving for
in his case. The doctors said that he was
of the class whoare criminal before birth.

I do not know, but—I wish I had Pas-

qjale’s chances for mercy before the great
white throne.

I—who have known from childhood of
the sea of glass, the golden streets and
gates of pearl, who have believed in
what some wise fools call a fairy
tale, and who have never attempted
murder—I—envy that little devil of

a Pasquale the look I believe he will re-
ceive uae the great pure Christ, and the

invitation I believe he will receive to sit on
the stens of the throne.
And I am sure he will be given a cushion

lest the jewels with which it is inlaid prove
uncomfortable to his tired hoyish limbs,
and that he shall be given Camilla, and—
who knows ?—perhaps a mother.

And—yes—I also believe that he will
hug to his happy heart a purring, sleek,
shining eyed angel kitten.

And this in spite of the fact that he was
such a little devil. JOHANNA STAATS.
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ALL HEADACHES
m whatever cause cured in half an hour by

HOFFMAN’S HEADACHE POWDERS
10 cents and 25 centsat all druggists

   

 

MARK FISHER, SONS & Co,
Victoria Square, MONTREAL

Importers of Fine Woollens

and Tailors Trimmings
Sole proprietors of the “Klondike”
Serge.

Sam ple Room, 72} Prince Wm. St,

St. John, N. B.  H. H. HARVEY Agent.

ney Patterns, Hcse, WoolsShawls, assorted trimmings, Hair Clo)
Skirts, Wool Mitts. Fur Collars,

Everyone knowsaboutfour last cheap sale,

Bargainsforail,
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We will have open to-day Wednesday, a $4000.00 stock ofdry goods and cls h wg
purchesed at auction in Montreal.

Soock consists of
This stock is new, fresh, and will be sold at one ha

Clothing, Suits, Odd Coats, Men’s Reefers and Overcoats, Childrens Reefers and Ovar-
coats, Men’s Rainproof Coats, Shirts, Hose, Caps. Tweeds and Worsteds, Panting:

FOR.

KidS 5

THE LADIES

for

Hceods. Table Covers, Napkins, Flannel, Towels, Purse».
3 3 } 3 > >

This one will be away aheadofit.

Come and inspectit.
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Does it Pay
to Paint?

ere is nothing that adds to the selling value or
the renting value of « house like good paint—there
is nothing that :mal:es home more home-like than
good paint,

It pays to paint, The better the paint, the better
it pays.

THE

SHERWIN-WILLIAMS

PAINT
pays in the beginning because it goes so far—pays im
the end because it lasts so long, and looks so well, as
long as it lasts, ‘There is no paint like it for beanty
and durability, for economy and satisfaction.

Ask the dealer for it.
If you weuld like to learn many points about

painticg, we'll ccxd yon an illustrated book free.

THeSxcrwin-WiLuams Co., Paint aCOLOR Maxens,

 

  
 

 109 Canal St., Ceveland, 2°7 Washington S8t., New York,
2629 Gtewert Ave. Caicurr. flict. Antoine St., Montreal,
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Fall Goods —
now Coming

Hand
Ladies Jackets.

Ladies Waterproof Cloaks.

Ladies Hats.
Feather Boas.
Golf Jerseys,

J. T.HARRIS, LONDON HOUSE,
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CITY - HARDWARE - STORE
THE GPAND SOUVENIR Keep out the flies with

MT, CUE Se Buy General
owe Hardware, Stores, Paints,

Oils, Glass, Paper, Fence
Wire, Farming Too!s and
lots of other lines in the
Hardware Trade.

Don’t forget the Que-
Heater, but, and a

great big but, you mnet
buy for cash.

 Stoves, Paints, Hardware,
Oils, Good Goods, Low
Prices, Courteous Treat-
ment, Prompt Attention “ Alroa full line of steel and

Full line of Oxtord Stoves Rangesiron stoves and ranges.
ees

R. B. NORTON & CO LTD
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