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They are both handsom« and econo-
mical—outlast any other sty le of interior
figish—are fire proof and sanitary—can
"be applied over plaster if necessary—and
are made in a vast number of artistic
designs which will suit any room o
soy building.

, Waite us—we’d like you to know all
"sbot them, If you want an estimate
send outline showing the shape and
measurements of your ceilin 3s and walls.

detallic Roofing Cc. Limited

TORONTO.

fedeem The Time

A Y & 4
Now i your t,me to purch.

st¢ a nice Oak or Walnut
Clock, as we are selling them
st a big discownt, at the Mod-
erp Jewelery and Fancy
(oeds Store, Sunnyside,

Jury & Ceo

A beautiful Calendar given
free with every clock. |
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OR EVERYBODY IN

IN CANADAS CREATNURTH-WEST

“A Land Illimitable With
INimitable itesources.”

Governmenc Free Grant of 16(
Acves of Bona Fide Settlars.
For Maps, Descriptive Pampnlets
Transportation Rules, et .,  Write te
A. J. HEATE,
DY AR, |
SI. JOHN N. B|

{500 Boxes Tin Plates

GOVERNOR “LYDEROOK"
and other Excellent Brands,
12x12—-14x20

For prices and terms use telegraph,
iclepher.e or mails.

R. T. HOLMAN.
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A
Wanis, Lost Feund, &o
Ny

¥ined at the Sydmey Hotel, sydaey, €. B.
Wages no object. Apply to € LaRol willls,
Npdaey Hotal, tf

AFs I 'l SALE.—A large office sate.

\ at the city Hardware Stere. R, B,
Nortan & Co, Litd.

WANTED ~HBy an experiencad laundress—
¥aming 1o do at her hame  Apply to Miss
Melean, Fltzroy Street, near Veyngout.h St.
feb 15, i

LOST.—On Tuesday night near the BI 8
. Keat Strees a tur mink. Finder will
Do leave at this office Zins

‘}'-\NTED ~$2.00 per day sure, geatlcmen
Q,“,“": special work; position permanent;
"lable firm, with best referen e ; »xperisace
Wrecessary. adiress, S. M. Fry, Field
—uager, Hemiiton, Oat.

HAT FOUND.—On Prince Riuree’on Wed
:;:7 night. Apply at TH? KXAMINER

HOUSEKEEPER ’i

To come in and look over our
groceries. Our stock is fine
and fresh and guaranteed to be
ati sfactory. We keep every
hi ng in our line that is neces
sary.
FOR HOUSEKEEPING

The prices—well, that is wuat
we want you to se- when you
are looking at our goods.
Cheir lowness will surprise
you,

DRISCOLL and FLORNSBY

QUEEN STREET |
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Betrothal,” “Parted

CHAPTER I--(Continued.)

ner musing was brought to an end
suaddenly. ‘I your pardon,

beg

Miss, ’’ said a rich, masculine voice,
from the other side of the low stone
wall. “‘Is this Pemberton Hall, and
are vou one of the Misses Pember-
ton?"’

Florabel sprang to her feet, flushing
red in girlish confusion. A young

man stood leaning no the other side of
the stone wall, gazing curiously at
the petite girl with mild rose coloring
in her face, a quizzical smile playing
about his mustached lips.

A fair-haired, handsome young fel-
low he was, in a long, dusty linen
coat, and rather a smashed-appearing
broad-brimmed hat, from beneath
which & pair of laughing blue eyes
looked down into her own.

And this was the picture the strang-
er saw, and which was graven on his
Lieart long years after:

A slender, girlish figure, in a torn,
gray dress; a dark, startled, gypsyish
face, with the color like the heart of
a red rose blooming on it, framed in
a mass of tumbled, tawny, crinkling
curls ; and a pair of wondrously bright
hazel eyes, that dropped confusedly
beneath his curious gaze.

With the wild flowcss twined in
her loose, tangled curls, even in her
torn dress, and with the huge basket
her slim brown

hands, she formed the prettiest pic-

ture of health and beauty the young |

man's eyves had ever rested on.
In an instant Florabel remembered
and

gained something

118 question,

like composure.

*“This is Pemberton Hall,'’ she an- |

swered, shyly, ‘‘but I am not one of
the Misses Pemberton. Oh, dear, no!
[ am only Florabel Dean.’’ A sudden
idea seemed to flash over her brain.
**Oh, I know now who you are!’’ she
cried, in accents of the greatest re-
“Yon are the new gardener
whom we ting. I am
you are for I have to fill

great iron preserving kettle to
the brim before noon; and if yoa had
not come I should have had to fill
these great heavy baskets all myself.”’

The stranger looked at her aghast.

“Wouldn't those ]

have been expec
S0 gaad

the

Come,

two young ladies

sitting on the porch yonder come to

vour rescue in such a dilemma as
that?’’ he asked, nodding towards
Evelyn and Maud.

““Oh, dear, no!"’ replied Florabel.

““They are all dressed up to receive
the handsome young man who is com-
ing to-day. And even if they were 2ot
they wouldn’t like tospoil their white
hands. "’

There was no intention of malice
in her words; it was only the frank
expression of a thoughtless young girl.

*So you recognize,in me the new
gardener whom you were expecting
to-day?'’ he asked, a dancing lightin
his bonny blue eyes, and a peculiar
smile bovering about his handsome
mustached mouth.

*‘Oh, on,’’ returned Florabel, quick-
ly. *‘‘Squire Pemberton telegraphed
to the city for a gardener; he had no
idea what person woull be sent to us.
I hope, though, that you can work as
well as John, our last, could.’’ ! This
with a dubious glance at the stranger’s
white, shapely hands.

“‘Come, "’ she added, hastily, ‘‘if you
are the new gardener, suppose you go
to work at once and help me fill up
these baskets; that’s what John
would have had to do.”’

“I'm perfectly willing’’ returned
the young man, swinging open the
gate, and kneeling down among the
green leaves and crimson fruit by her
side, the mischievous smile still on
his lips.

It was wonderful how quickly the
huge baskets were filled up with the
glowing, luscious fruit as the hours
rolled by.

Once or twice Florabel had repri-
manded her companion for stopping to
gaze at her; and then again he was a
little awkward at handling the huge
basket, and generally ate the largest
and best of the berries. But, then, he
was so good natured, and laughed so
loud at her frowns and scoldings,
that, before they had passed an hour
together, Florable thought:

““What a really nice young man he
is! Even if he is a poor gardener he's
as polite as any of the city beaux that
come out here to visit Evelyn and
Maud.’’

From their position in the garden
they could both see and hear all that
transpired on the porch where the

girls sat, and Rupert Hale, as the new
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earaener cailed himself, often glanced
in their direction with a strange, fun-
loving gleam in his blue eyes.

They saw the carriage dash up the
broad drive to the porch, and both of
the girls step flutteringly forward,
blushing and smiling their sweetest.

Oh! it’s papa and Mr. Forrester at
last!’’ cried Maud.

But only the old gentleman emerg-
ed from the vehicle.

‘‘Spare your blushes and welcomes,
my dears,’’ exclaimed the old squire,
bluntly. ‘‘Mr. Forrester did not
come. The boat was in half an hour
before I reached the landipg; but it's
all thessame—he.did not. come on it.’’

‘‘How provoking!’’ cried Evelyn,
stamping her slippered foot in vex-
ation.

““What a disappointment!’’ echoed

in our best white dresses waiting
him. He will be sure to come to-
morrow, but they will be all wrinkled
and soiled by that time.”’

“Florabel shall do them up again
to-night,”” retorted Evelyn, ‘‘and
every night until he does come, as for
that matter.’’

This event seemed to put the $twe
angry beautes in the worst of tempar,
and, as usual, they vented their ill
humor upon poor Florabel, heedless
of the new gardener’'s presence, upon
whom they never once deigned to cast
their eyes.

A few days later the new gardener,
with&ut a word of warning, mysteri-
susly disappeared. This was sorrow-

ful news for little Florabel, and for
a few days her heart was very heavy
{ over his loss; and if she shed a few
tears over it, nobody ever knew it.

But, though she missed his hand-
{ some, bonny face more than she
would admit even to herself, her
girlish heart did not break.

““If he can leave withont one word
of farewell to-me; I shall not give him
| one thought,’’ she told herself; and
she did her best to forget him.

As for the young man himself,
though whirling away from Deepdale
as fast as steam could take him, and
never intending to see the place again,
a pair of hazel eyes, and a pretty
dimple face, framed in crinkled,
tawny masses of golden hair, haunted
him.

‘““The little witch is not for me,
that's certain,’’ he mused, lighting a

choice Havana, and watching the
blue smoke as it curled upward. “‘I

was learning to care for her, and that
must not be. Her path and mine run
in widely different grooves. 1 must
bow to the inevitable, and give up all
thoughts of little Florabel, though I
might as well own the truth to my-
self for the first and last time—I love
her. Yes, I love her, and I can never
give her up—never!"’

s i P, e I
CHAPTER IL

After ten days of ceaseless watching
for the expected guest, both Maud and
Evelyn gave up all hopes of
handsome Max Forrester.

And certainly, with each day, the
temper of the two beauties was by no
maans improved in consequence,

““I—I won't endure Evelyn’s scold-
ing any longer,’’ sobbed Florabel one
morning. ‘I shall run away soon, or
v enmething auite desperate. I den't

seeing

YSPEPSIA

Throws all the Blame on the
Stomach—The Real Seat of
Trouble is the Intestines—
The Permanent Cure is Dr.
Chase's Kidney-Liver

It is an old idea long since exploded that
digestion is confined to the stomach. No
modern scientist denies that by far the greater
part of digestion and the more difficult part
takes place in the intestines. This explains
why dyspepsia is never really cured by pre-
parations which merely aid stomach digestion
and act only on the’stomach. B

This fact also explains why Dr, Chase’s Kid-
pey-Liver Pills have been so remarkably suc.
cessful as a cure for the worst forms of dyspep-
‘sia and indigestion. 2 :

Dr, Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills act directly
on the kidneys, liver and bowels, and give new
tone and vigor to \hehimatm?.o‘u‘\!q m;:;
them able to perform their wor
the substances on which the somanhﬁ no
effect.

Stomach treatment may da well enough for
slight indigestion, but if you have chronic in-
digestion or dyspepsia of a serious nature you
can profit by the experience of scores of thou-
sands who have been permanently cured by
using Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver One
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believe wud or Evelyn would care.
No one cares for except the poor |
old squire. He loves me a little, I

often think, for poor mamma’s sake,’’

she .\i;’lh'i‘..

“I wonder if it would be right to |
go to him and tell him how mat
ters stand. Yes, I will,’”’ she mur-
mured, brushing away the great

pearly tears from her long golden
lashes.

She knew where to find him. He
was always in the library at this

time, looking over the afternoon pap- |

ers.

Acting on the fmpulse of the mo-
ment, she flew down to the library,
knocking timidly at the door. There
was no answer, and she pushed the
door open, and walked into the room.

The squire sat at his writing desk.
He did not raise his head as Florabel
entered, and the girl coughed slightly
to acquaint him of her presence.

The old squire had always been fond
of the beautiful, motherless girl fate
had thrown on his hands, and he
made no secret of it that she should
certainly inherit quite as much of his
fortune as his own daughters Evelyn
and Mand. Perhaps this was one rea-
son why the two girls had such a bit-
ter hatred in their hearts toward
lovely little Flombel.

A great wave of pity stirred Flora-
bel’s heart as she saw how white and
haggard the old squire’s face looked
in the waning sunlight.

‘‘Squire Pemberton,’’ she said,
softly stealing up behind him, and.
kneeling down by the side of his
chair, ‘‘won’t you listen for just one
moment to something I have to tell

! you? and, oh, please don’t scold me

for coming to you to settle a difficulty
between Evelyn and me.”’

The fresh young voice hesitated a
little.

No exclamation—no word of sur-
prise broke from the squire’s stern,
set lips. The portly form never mov-
ed from its position; the hand which
held the pen, poised ever so slightly
over the half written page, did not
wander to the bowed, curly head; no
soothing voice answered that girlish
outburst as it was won’t to do.

With a low sob, the girl bent her
curly head lower, until it rested upon
the hand lying idly on the arm of
the chair. What was there in that
cold, clammy touch that sent such
a chill of horror to her heart? She
springs to her feet, stoops, and gazes,
for one breatheless moment, into  the
pallid face, into the glazed eyes that
flash back no look of recognition into
her own.

the library.
“Oh, my God! my
Pemberton is dead!”’

God! Squire

Yes, the good old squire was dead, |

and by his death poor Florabel had
lost the only friend she had in the
world ; and bending frantically over
him, calling him piteously by every
tender, imploring name, this fair
young girl was all unconscious of the
terrible complications of fate in store
for her which his death would bring
about.

For days Pemberton Hall was
wrapped in the deepest gloom. Serv-
ants came and went, with quiet tread
and solemn faces; people came and
went 8n business connected with the
final ceremonies. Crushing sorrow
and numbing woe reigned everywhere,
but, somehow, Florabel lived through
those days, and, somehow, found her-
self settling down into the routine of
daily life and duty again.

The funeral was over; the dear,
kindly face was gone forever; the
chair he had used would be vacant for-
ever of his presence. The house seem-
ed doubly lonely to poor Florabel
now ; for, since the funeral, Evelyn
and Maud had been passing the time
in Beston.

The Hall had been closed and the
servants discharged, all save Mrs.

Whitney, the old housekeeper, and she
was but to stay until the end of the
coming fortnight.

““I am sure I do not know what youn
will do after I am gone,’’ she often
said, anxiously, to Florabel; ‘‘surely
they do not intend you to live here
and take care of this house all by
yourself? The thought troubles me,
child; yes, troubles me—I don't know
why.’’

One morning, some ten days after
the departure of the young ladies,
Florabel and the old houeskeeper stood
together among the wilderness of
roses that rioted in the old garden.
Tkere was a puzzled look on the
dimpled face of the girl, and a far-
away expression in the hazel eyes.

““It is nearly two weeks since I have
heard from either Evelyn or Maud,
Mrs. Whitney,’’ she said, thought-
fully. ‘“What do you suppose is the
matter? Do you think either of them
is ill, grieving for the dear old
squire?”’

+ne housekeeper flushed uneasily
under the gaze of the girl's clear,
searching eyes.

She had been standing there beside
poor, helpless Florabel, trying, for the
last filve minutes, to summon up cour-

age to te]l her that which she had!

| disclose to her, but the words died
awav unsnoken on her lins Al how
away unspoken on ner iips. An, nOw

14 Ehis 14

1ails were delayed .this morn-

1y dear ! ‘she said 1

““but they broug veral 1 rs.
' Again ber face flushed distressedly.
| ““A letter from a Boston lawyer came

for me. Here is one for you. I see.
by the envelope, that it is from the
{ same person, presumably.”’

‘“A letter for me!’’ cried Florabel,
holding out her white hand. *‘‘Cruel
Mrs. Whitney, -to keep it from me so
long. You should have breught it to
me at once.’’

Then she took from the old house-
keeper’s unwilling hands the letter
that was to change the whole current
of her eventful young life.

She wondered why Mrs. Whitney
still lingered beside her, looking at
her with such wistful eyes.

Tairowing off her sun hat, Florabel
sat down on the rustic benck beneath
the old apple tree, and hastily broke
the seal.

‘“What a very short letter,’’ she
gaid. Then she stopped short with a
sudden gasp, the darkmess of death
falling around her. These were the
words that made the pulse of life al-
most cease beating:

““Miss Florabel Dean—Dear Miss:
I have to inform you as administrator
‘settling up the estate of the late Mr.
‘Pemberton, that the sale of Pember-
ton Hall and the grounds adjoining
it has just been effected, and the pur-
chaser is desirous of taking .mmedi-
ate possession. I am requested by the
Misses Pemberton to add, they would
be pleased if you can find it conveni-
ent to find a home elsewhere. Yours
very respectfully,

‘‘A. H. Burdick,

‘“Attorney and Counselor at Law.’’

Slowly the letter fell from Flora-
bel’s hands and fluttered down among
the roses at her feet. A piteous wail
broke from her ashen lips,
light seemed to die out of her
Like one dead, she fell face
ward in the long, green grass.

““Oh, little Florabel, my poor lamb,

don’t take it so hard!”’ sobbed

JL nuv Wb s

eyes.

down-

1€ 0L

)
Ul
the lovely,

housekeepor, stroking
tumbled, golden curls.
yvou break my heart.’’
Florabel turned her face awav with
bitter moans, praving to be left alone,
and the old housckeeper walked
ly back to the Hall, believing the
most merciful thing she could do for
her would be to leave her in solitude

‘““Don’t, dear;

\'L‘,'\\'-

’r'fn battle -with—this terribie sorrow-
. . . . t
Then a piercing shriek rings through |

alone.
““I shall never enter these doors
again after this!’’ Florabel cried,

springing to her feet and dashing the
tears from her eyes in bitter despair.

At the end of the chestnut drive she
ran straight into the arms of the
handsome Rupert Hale, who was ap-
proaching with rapid strides. He
certainly looked more like a young
gentleman of liesure and of fashion,
judging from his natty navy blue suit
and white straw hat, with the blue
band around it, to say nothing of thas
flashing diamonds that adorned his
white, shapely hand.

“T-T thought that vou kad 1-ft the

TO THE RESCUE.

When a Newfoundland dog plunges
inio the water and saves a drowning
child, every onme
has a word of

raise for the no-

le animal. There
is z graver danger
* thanthat of drown-
ing that mepaces
childhood It i<
a dang
which every
spective miother
may save her babe
4 if she will only
take the right care of the health of the deli-
cate organs that bear the burdens of ma.
ternitv, during the period auguring moth-
erhood.

The threatening dangeristhat bahv will he
weak, puny and sickly, and come into the
world with the seeds of disease and death
already implanted in its little body. Health
cannot be born of ill-health. The child
born of a mother who is suffering from
weakness and disease of the feminine or-
gans is condemned upon the very thresh-
old of life to suffering, disease and death
r. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription fitsa wo-
wan for motherhood and insures a healthy
baby. Thousands of women who were
either childless or whose children had all
died in babyhood, bless the ‘‘ Favorite Pre.
scription’’ for the fact that they are now
the happy mothers of healthy children.
The medicine dealer who says he has some-
:shmg **just as good’ knows that he* falsi-

es.

Mrs. Jno, H. Jones, of Peely, Luzerne Co., Pa,
writes: “ T was induced to buy two bottles of
Dr. Pierce’'s Favorite Prescription to see if the
medicine wonld make the coming of my baby
more casy. I had seven childrea before and all
died during bir'h or shortly after. I am happy
to say that my cigiith child (born Sunday, October
wth, 1893) is living and I suffered none at all,
«« [ had with the others.’

r Arom

compared with w!

The names, 2d.I-23ses and photographs of
hundreds of women cured by Dr. Pierce’s
medicines are printed in the '‘People’s
Common Sense Icdical Adviser.” It’s
free. For a paper-covered copy send 31
one-cent stamps fo cover cusloms and mail-
ing only. French cloth binding 50 stamps
Address Dr. R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y.

Every woman needs a great medical book.
Dr. Pierce’'s Common Sense Medical Ad-
viser fills this want. It contains over 1000
pages and 30 illustrations. Several chap.
ters are devoted to the physiology of thé
~wgans distinctlv feminine.

FOUND.—Between the Queen’s Arms and

Charlottetewn a Reavy ulster coat. In the

ke* 15 a grocery bill from Driseoll &

y. @wner caa have tne nnogy pay-

ing for this sdvertissment. Jamess Hendsr-
som, V.S, Nerth Biver,
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Y ghe fal

““So I did; but I have returned, be
cannot stay away. DBnut
where are you going, Florabel?’’ ]

asked. quickly. ‘‘You have been

cause I

1ees of on

Wkat is the matter

For answer she placed the lawyer s
letter in his hands, sobbing afresh as
though her heart would break.

As he read his brow darkened.

““Great Heaven! can Evelyn and
Maud Pemberton be as heartless as
this letter indicates? But I might
have anticipated this by what I saw
of them when I heard of the squire’s
sudden death.

““Do not weep, little Florabel. I
have something to tell you—some-
thing I came up to the Hall to say to
you particularly. Can you not guess
what it is?’’ She glanced up at him
with shy, startled eyes. He took her
little trembling hand "in his. ‘It is
this, my darling: I love you, and
want you for my own. Do you oare
for me, Florabel?’’ he went on, clasp-
ing the little hand still more tightly,
and bending his handsome face lower
over the ourly golden head — Do
you?'

*“I think so,’’ she whispered, shyly,
her eyes drooping beneath his gaze.

‘“Well enough to pardon a—a littls
deception I have been guilty of?'’ he
asked, eagerly.

‘““Yes,’" she faltered, timidly.

‘‘Know, then, my little Florabel,”*

CAS.

CLit

! ke said, softly, ‘I am not the poor

gardener whom you have believed me

| to be... I gm Max Forrester!"

(To be continued.)
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with it SHERIDAN'S CONDITION PO

It will increase your profits this ;and
r. It assures perfect assimila ol

the food elements needed to form eggs.
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May be obtained in winter if you do as many
successful poultrymen do, namely, mix daily
with the mash food Sheridan’s Powder. Has
bca: used and indorsed over thirty years.
If yon can’t gnmund to us, Onae
vo
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“Bramn” T

We have just received a lot o
“Brahmin” Tea from Horace Haszard
Esq.. (Wholesale Agent) who bas
decided to go out of the retail business.
We will handle this Pure India Tea in
the future and our price is

25 cents per pound.

Thiz Tea has mad= a name for itself
by its peculiar flavor and quality
second to none, and is well known. all
over hoth tewn and country.

BEER & QUFF

To Contracrors

Uenders addressed to Prowse Bros,
Charlottetown, will be received up to
1}.2; [¢th March, for the erection of a

Pick store building 42x107 feet,
thrge stories, in the town of Sydnsy,
» The lowest or any tender not
Pians and
sperifications can be ssen in Sydpey
at the Sydney Record Office, aand
herz at the office of
C. B. CHAPPELL,

Architoct

Gold Crown and Bridge Work.

(Teeth Without Plates)

Work at Moderate
—Pricesg—

DR. J. P. MURRAY

Quaeen Street ..o.ee..

JUST IN—
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Reliable

A few dozen regulatior
Hockey Sticks and Pucks re-
si~ed Saturday.

A few Shin Pads left which
can be bought cheap.

CHAS J. MITCHELL,

BoeKSELLER and STATIONER
neea Street.




