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There is a writer called
Louis Stevenson, who makes

cate iniay-work in biack and
files out to the fraction of a

has writtten a story abeuf a Suicide
Clab, wherein men gambled for Death,
because other amusements did not bite

My triend Private Mulvaney
nothing about Mr. Stevenson,

but he once assisted informally at a
met zr of almost such a clubas that
genticman has described; and his words
are true.

Mr. Rabert

most deli-

white, and

hair. He

Meaientlesuliicienti®

knows

As the three musketeers share their
silver, tobacco, and liquor together, as
they protect each other in barracks or
camp, and as they rejoice together over
the joy of one, so do they divide their
sorrows. When Ortheris’s irrepressible
tongue has brought himinto cells for a
season, or Learoyd has run amuck
through his kit and accoutrements, or

Mulvaney has indulged in strong waters,
and under their influence reproved his

commanding officer, you can see the
trouble in the faces of the untouched
twain. And the rest of the regiment
know that comment or jest is unsafe.
Generally the three avoid orderly rvom
and the corner shop that follows, leaving
both to the young bloods who have not
sown their wild oats; but there are oc-
|

For instance, Ortheris was sitting on
the drawbridge of the main gate of Fort
Amara, with his hands in his pockets
and his pipe, bow! down, in his mouth.
Learoyd was lying at full length on the
turf of the glacis, kicking his heels in
the air, and I came round the corner
and asked for Mulvaney.

Ortheris spat into the ditch and shook
his head. “No good seein’ ’im,”’ said
Ortheris, *‘ 'e’s a bloomin’ camel. Lis-
ten.’’

{ heard on the flags of the veranda op-
posite to the cells, which are close to the
guard room, & measured step that I
could have identified in the tramp of an
army. There were twenty paces crescen-
do, a pause, and then twenty diminuenda.
“That's ‘im,’’ said Ortheris; ‘‘my

Gawd, that's *im! All for a bloomin’
button you could see your face in an’ a
bito’ Hp that a bloomin’ Harkangel
would ’a’ guv back.’’
Mulvaney was doing pack-drill—was

compelled, that is to say, to walk up and
down for certain hours in full marching
order, with rifle, bayonet, ammunition,
knapsack, and overcoat. And his offense
was being dirty on parade! I nearly fell
into the rort ditch with astonishment
and wrath, for Mulvaney is the smartest
man that ever mounted guard, and
would as soon think of turning out un-
cleanly as of dispensing with his trousers.
“‘Who was the sergeant that checked

him?’’ I asked.
**Mullins, o' course,"* said Ortheris.

“There ain't no other man would whip
‘im on the peg so. But Mullins ain't a
man, 'E’s a dirty little pigscraper, that's
wot ’e is.’’

‘““What did Muvaney say? He’s not the
make of man to take that quietly.’’

**Said! Bin better for ’im if ’e’d shut
‘is mouth. Lurd, ‘ow we laughed! ‘Sar-
gint,’ "e sez, ‘ye say I'm dirty. Wel,’
sez 'e, ‘when your wife lets you blow
your own nose fer yourself, perhaps
you'll know wot dirt is. You're himper-
fectly eddicated, sargint,’ sez ’e, an’ then
we fellin. But after p’raae, 'e was up
an’ Mullins was swearin’ ‘imself black
in the face at ord'ly room that Mulvaney
‘ad called ‘im a swine an’ Lord knows
wot all. You know Mullins. 'E’ll ‘ave
*is ‘ead broke in one o’ these days. ’K’s
teo big a bloomin’ liar for ord’nary con-
sumption. ‘Three hours’ can an’ kit.’
sez the colonel; not for bein’ dirty on
p'race, but for ‘avin’ said somethin’ to
Mullins, tho’ Ido not believe,’ sez ’e.
‘you said wot ’e said you said.’ An’ Mul-
vaney fell away sayin’ nothin’. You
know 'e never speaks to the colonel for
fear o’ gettin’ 'imself fresh copped.”’

Mullins, a very young and very much
married sergeant, whose mamners were

partly the result of innate depravity and
partly of imperfectly digested board
schocl, came over the bridge, and most
rudely asked Ortheris what he was do-
ing.

**Me?’’ said Ortheris. ‘‘Ow! I'm wait-
a
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ing tor my
along yit?”’

Mullins turned purple and passed on.
There was the sound of a gentle chuckle
from the glacis where Learoyd lay.
‘"E expects to get his c’mission some

day,"’ explained Ortheris; ‘‘Gawd ’elp
the mess that ‘ave ~ put their ’ands
into the same kidd’y as\'im! Wot time
d’vou make it, sir? Fower! Mulvaney’ll
be out in ‘arf an hour. You don’t want
to buy a dorg, sir, do yon? A pup you
can trust—'arf rampore by the colonel’s
grey’ound,’’

‘Ortheris,’’ [ answered sternly, for I
knew what was in bis mind, ‘‘do you
mean to say that—’"’

© Misslon, Seed 16 comin

**I didn’t mean to arx money o’ you,
any’ow,’’ said Ortheris: “I'd ‘a’ sold
you the dorg good an’ cheap. but —but

—I know Mulvaney'll want somet%in’
after we've walked ‘im orf, an’ I ain’t

nor ‘’e asn’t
sooner sell you the dorg, sir. °S
I would!”
A shadow fell on drawhbrid ga, and

Crtheris beean to into the air,
lifted by a huge hand tponhis collar.
“Onything but t’braass,’’ said Lea-

rord quietly, as he held the Londoner
ever the ditch ‘“‘Onything but t’braass,
Orth ‘ri 3 n m! Ah’ve Zot one rupee

eight ma own.’? He
two coins. and replaced Ortheris on the

drawbridge rail.
‘Very good,’’ I said; ‘‘where are you

going to?

neither, I’@

trewth

got nothin’,

the

riecri

i’ S

annas of shawed

‘Goin’ to walk ’im orf wen ’e comes
out—rwo miles or three or fower,’’ said
Ortheris,

The footsteps within ceased. I heard
the dull thud of a knapsack falling on a
bedstead, followed by the rattle of arms.
Len minutes later, Mulvaney, faultlessly
attired, his lips compressed and his face
as black as a thunder-storm, stalked
into the sunshine on the draw bridge.
Learoyd and Ortheris sprang from my
side and closed in upon him, both lean-
ing toward as horses lean upon the pole.
In an instant they had disappeared down
the sunken road to the cantonments, and
1 was left alone. Mulvaney had not seen
fit to recognize me; wherefore, I felt that
his trouble must be hee vy "pon him.

I climked one of the bastions and
watched the figures of the three muske-
teers grow smaller and smaller acress the
plain. They were walking as fast as they
could put foot to the ground, and their
heads were bowed. They fetched a great
comss round the narade-ground. skirted
the cavalry lines, and vanished in the
belt of trees that fringes the low land
by the river,

I followed slowly, and sighted them—
dusty, sweating, but still keeping up
their long, swinging tramp—on theriver
bank. They crasbed through the forest

reserve, headed toward the bridge of
boats, and presently established them-
selves on the bow of one of the pontoons.
1 rode cautiously till I saw three puffs
of white smoke rise and die ont in the
clear evening air, and knew that peace

had come again. At the bridge-head they

waved me forward with gestures of wel-
come.

‘*Tie up your ’orse,’’ shouted Ortheris,
“an’ come on, sir. We're goin' ‘ome
in this ’ere bloomin’ beat.”

From the bridge-head toe the forest
officer’s bungalow is buta step. The
mess-man Was there, and would see that
a man held my horse. Did the sahibre-
auire aught else—a peg, or beer? Ritchie
Sahib had left half a dozen bottles of the

latter, bnt since the sahib was a friend
of Ritchie Sahib, and he, the mess-man,

Was a poor man—

I gave my order quietly, and returned
to the bridge. Mulvaney had taken off
his boots, and wus dabbling his toes in
the water; Learoyd was lying on his back
on the pontoon and Ortheris was pretend-
ing to row with a big bamboo.
“I’m an ould fool,’’ said Mulvaney,

retlectively, ‘‘dhraggin’ you two out
here bekase I was undber the black dog

—sulkin’ like a child. Me that was
soldtrin’ when Mullins, am’ be damned

to him, was shquealin’ on a counterpin
for foive shillin’s a week, an’ that not
paid! Bhoys, I’ve took vou foive miles
out ave natural pervarsity. Phew!’’

‘*Wot’s the odds as long as you're

‘appy?’’ said Ortheris, applying himself
atresh to the bamboo, ‘‘As well ‘ere as
anywhere else,’’

Learoyd held up a rupee andan eicht-
anna bit. and shook his head sorrowfully.
‘*Five mile from t’ canteen, all along
0’ Mulvaney’s blasted pride.”

“IT know ut,’’ said Muivaney, peni-
tently. ‘*Why will yo come wid me? An’
yet I wud be mortial sorry if ye did not
—any time—though Lam ould enough to know betther. But I will do pennance.
I will take a dhrink av wather.’’ 

Ortheris squeaked shrilly. The butler
of the forest bungalow was standing near
the railings with a basket uncertain how
to clamber down to the pontoon.

‘“*Might ‘a’ know’d you'd ‘a’ got
lisuor out 0’ bloomin’ desert, sir,’’ said
Ortheris, gracefully, to me. Then to the
mess-man: ‘‘Easy with them there bot-
tles. They’re worth their weight in gold.
Jock, ye long-armed beggar, get out o’
that an’ hike ’em down.’’

Rearoyd had the basket on the pontoon
in an instant, and the three musketeers
gathered round it with dry lips. They
drank my health in dne and aneient
form, and thereafter tobacco tasted
sweeter than ever. They absorbed all the
beer, and disposed themselves in pictar-
esque attitudes to admire the setting sin
—no man speaking for awhile,

Mulvaney’s head dropped upon his
chest, and we thought that he wasasleep,
‘‘What on earth did you come so far

for?’ I whispered to Ortheris.
‘“*To walk ’im orf, o’ course. When

’e’s been checked we allus walks ’im
orf. ’E ain’t fit to be spoke to those
times—nor ’e ain’t fit to leave alone
neither. So we takes ’im till ’e is.’’
Mulvaney raised his head. and stared

straight into the sunset. ‘‘I had my
rifle,’’ said he dreamily, ‘‘an’ I had my
baynit, an’ Mullins came round the
corner, an’ he looked in my face an’
gripned dishpiteful. ‘You can’t blow
your own nose,’ sez he. Now, I can not
tell fwhat Mullin’s expayrience may ha’
been, but, Mother av God, he was nearer
to his death that minut’ than I have
iver been to mine—and that’s less than
the thicknuss av a hair!’’

‘*Yes,*’ seid Ortheris calmly, ‘‘you’d
look fine with all your buttons took orf,
an’ the band {Ig front o’ yey, walkin’  

roun’ Blow eune. Were poor Lront-reoKk
men, me an’ Jock, when the rig’ment’s
in 'ollow square. Bloomin’ fine you'd
look. ‘The Lord giveth an’ the Lord
taketh awai—Heasy with that there drop!
—Rlessed be the name o’ the Lord!”
He gulped in a quaint and suggestive
fashion,

**Mullins! Wot’s Mullins?’ said Lea-
royd slowly. ‘‘Ah’d take a comp’ny o’
Mullinses—ma hand behind me. Sitha,
Mulvaney, dun not be a fool.’
“You were not checked for fwhat you

did not do, an’ made a mock av afther.
"Twas for less than that the Tyrone wud
ha’ sent O’Hara to hell, instid av lettin’
him go by his own choosin’, whin
Rafferty shot him,’’ retorted Mulvaney.
“And who stopped the Tyrone from

doing it?’’ I asked.
“That ould fool who's sorry he didn’t |

stick the pig Mullins.’’ His head dropped
again. When heraised it he shivered and
put his hands on the shoulders of his
two companions,

**¥o'’ro walked the divil
bhoys,’’ said he.

Ortheris shot out the red-hot dottel of
his pipe on the back of his hairyfist.
‘“They say ’ell’s ‘otver than that,’ said
he, as Mulvaney swore aloud. ‘You be
warned so. Look yonder!’’—he pointed
across the river to arnined temple—
**Me an’ you an’ ’im’’—he indicated ma
by «a jerk of his head—‘‘was there one
day when Hi made a bloomin’ show o’

out ave me,

myself. You an’ ’im stopped emedoin’
such—an’ Hi was on’y wishful for to
desert. You are makin’ a bigger bloom-
in’ show o’ yourself now.’’
“Don’t mind him, Mulvaney,’’ I said

“Dinah Shadd won’t let you hang your- |
self yet awhile, and you don’t intend to
try it either. Let’s hear about the Tyrone
and O’Hara. Rafferty shot him for fool-
ing with his wife. What hapepned before '
that?’

““There’s no fool like an ouldfool.
You know you can do anythin’ wid me
whin I’mtalkin’. Did I say I wud like
to cut Mullins’s liver out? I deny the
imputashin, for fear that Orth’ris here
wud report me~-Ah! You wud tip me
into the river, wud you? Sit quiet, little
man. Anyways Mullins is not worth the
troubie ave an extry p’rade, an’ I will
trate him wid outrajis contimpt. The
Tyrone an’ O'Hara! O'Hara an’ the Ty-
rone, begad! Ould days are hard to bring
back into the mouth, but they’re always
inside the head,’’
Followed a long pause.

‘*O’Hara was a divil. Though I saved
him, for the honor ay the rig’mint, from
his death that time, I say it now. He
was a divil—~a long, bould, black-haired
divil.’’

‘*Which way?’’ asked Ortheris.
‘*Women.”’
“Then I know another.’’

*‘Not more than in reason, if you mane
me, ye warped walkin’-stick. I have been
young,an’ forwhy should I not have tuk
what Ieud? Did I iver, whin I was
corp’ril, use the rite avy my rank—wan
step an’ that taken away, more’s the
sorrow 4n’ the fault av ne!—to prosecute

a nefarious inthrigue, »s O'Hara did?
Did I, whin I was corp ril, lay my spite
upon & man an’ make his life a dog's life
from day to day? Did [ lie, as ©’Hara
lied, till the young wans in the Tyrone
turned white wid fear av the judgment
av God killin’ thim all in a lump, as ut
killed the woman at Devizes? I did not!
I have sinned my sins, an’ I have made
my confesshin, an’ Father Victor knows
the worst av me. O’Hara was tuk, before
he cud spake, on Rafferty’s doorstep, an’
no man Knows the worst aw him. But
this much I know! |
“The Tyrone was recruited any fashion

in the ould days, A draf’ from Conne
mara—a draf’ from Portsmouth—a draf’
from Kerry, an’ that wasa biazin’ bad
drat’—here, there and iverywhere—but
the large av thim was Qirish—Black
Oirish. Now there are Oirish an’ Oirish.
The good are good as the best, but the
bad are wurrst than the wnhoerst. ‘Tis
this way. They clog together in pieces as
fast as thieves, an’ no war knows fwhat

they will do till wan turns informer an’
the gang is bruk. But ut begins again, a
day later, meetin’ in holes an’ corners
an’ swearin’ bloody oaths, and =shtickin’
a man in the back an’ runnin’ away, an’
thin waitin’ for the blood money on the
reward papers—to sce if ut’s worth
enough. Those are the Biaek Oirish, an’
tis they that bring dishgrace upon the
name av Oireland, an’ thim I would
kill—as I nearly killed was wanst.
“But to reshume. My room—’twas

before I was marricd—was wid twelve
av the scumav the earth—the pickin’s av
the cutter—mane men that Iwudneither
laugh nor talk ner yet get dhrunk as a
man shud, Ther thried some av their
dog’s thricks on me, but I dhrew a line
‘round my cot, an’ the man that thrans-
gressed ut wint into hespitad fer three
days good.

'*O’ Hara had put his spite on the ream
—he was my color sarzint—arn’ nothin’
cud we do to plazhim. I was younger
than I am now, an’ I tuk what I got in
the way av dressing down and punish-
ment-dbrill wid my tongue in my.cheek.
But it was diff’rint with the others, an’
why I can not say, excipt that «ome men
are borrun mane an’ go to dhirty mur-
dher where a fist is more than enough.
Afther a whoile they changed their
chune to me an’ was desp'rit frien’ly—
efl twelve av thim cursin’ O’Hara in
cherus

(To be Continued)

Gan Now Walk
Laid Up for Three Years With a

Scrofula Sore,
‘“*T was laid up three years with a ran-

ning sore on one of my limbs. I could

not put,my foot on the floor when my
husband got a bottle of Hood’s Sarsapa-
rilla. I have taken four bottles and I am

now a well woman.’”’? Mrs. CLARA THOMP-
SON, Malega Mines, Nova Scotia.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Is the Best—in fact the One True Blood Pr. fier.
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Hamilton's Dueling Pistol,

Inthe parlor of the Roy homestead, in
Superior, Wis., is the pistol with which
Alexander Hamilton fought Aaren Burr
on the banksof the Hudson in tho year
1806, and the mate of the weapon with
Which Aaron Burr took Hamilton's life

on that occasion. The owner of therelic
is Margaret A. Roy, widow of Vincent
Roy. Mr. Roy was one of Superior’s pio-
nees, and over 20 years ago, upon the oe-
casion of a visit to the town of a party of
southern and eastern speculators, thepis-

tol was presented to him by ex-Senator J.
B. Beck of Kentucky in return for a favor
conferred by Mz. Roy. Mr. Beck received
the weapon from a relative of Colonel
James Loyle, and subsequently loanedi:
to a friend, who used it during the civi

war. Colonel Boyle reccived the piste)
together with its mate, from Judge Van
Ness, who we3 Burr's sevond during the
duel with Hamilton,

The Surr pistol, which is an exact dupli
cate of the other, is now owned by Louis
Marshal], son of Colone!] Thomas Marsha}}
cf Vermont. It has changed hands many
times, and finally got into the hands of
Colonel Marshall after passing through
the Mexican andcivil wars. Loth weapons
were marked by Colonel Van Ness toin-
sure idontification, the Burr pistol with an
“X,’’ to signify that it had killed one
man, and the Hamilton pistol with the
character ‘‘O”’ above the initials “A. H.”’
The pistel owned by Mrs. sz is of the old
flintlock, horse pistol pattern.  Altiough

mado of good material and well finished,
it is a clumsy looking affair compared
with the pistol of today. The barrel is 12

, inches long and carries a two cunce ball,
while the handle is heavy and extremely?
difficult to grip.—Chicago Times-Herald.

 

Not Religious and Not Pusey,

“When I came out on myregular trip
the other morning,”’ relates the Lee stage
driver, ‘‘the only passenger I had was ar
old lady of very demure manners. I was
most dead for a smoke, but I had sort of
got it into my head that the old lady was
a religious and a fussy party. When we
got along a piece, however, I got to finger-
ing my tobarker and, by snum, I just
coukin’t resist the temptation. So I turned
round to the old lady and asked herif she
bed any objection to my taking a whiff or
two. She straightened upa like a mon-
key on a stick,

** *By golly, young man,’ she shouted,
‘you've hit me just where I live. I’ve been
a hankering for a smoke all the morning.
Gimme a match.’

“She pulled out a black T. D., and I
tell you, mister, me’n that old lady made
the stage look likea steam engine going up
‘a grade,’’—Kennebec Journal.

 

Scorching in Business.

The bicycler is not
the only man who
scorches. There are
business-scorchers, pro-

fessional - scorchers,
farmer-scorchers, me-
chanic-scorchers and
laborer - scorchers.
The man who over-
works, who scorches,

no matter what his
occupation, and at
the same time neg-
lects his health,
will soonerorlater
pay a penalty in
sickness and pos-
sibly premature
death.

: If a man will al-
ways watch his health and correct minor
irregularities by a resort to the right rem-
edy, he may do a reasonable amount of
scorching without serious results. Nearly
all seri@us maladies are the result of im-

rfect nutrition. Imperfect nutrition is
just amather name for starvation. A man
may ¢at voraciousiv and still starve. He
may pul on an eighth of aton of sickly
flabby flesh and have a big, corpulent stom.
ach, and still be starving. He may scorch
until he goes to the opposite extreme and
gets thin as a rail, and he isstill starving.
The trouble lies in the fz.ct that no matter
hownich food is taken it is not properly
assimilated. The blood does not receive
the life-giving elements of the food that
build firm, healthy flesh, solid muscle and
vibrant nerve fibers. Dr. Pierce’s Golden
Medical Discovery makes the assimilation
perfect. It makes solid, healthy flesh,
withort raising the weight above Nature’s
normal. At all medicine stores,

E. M. Seavolt, of No. 427 Sandusky St.. Mount
Vernon, Kuox Co., Ohio, writes: ‘I can heartily
recommend your ‘Golden Medical Discovery’ to
any one whois troubled with indigestion andtor.
pid liver: I was that bad it was about chronic with
me. Allthe other medicines could give me no re-
lief; but at last, what came'to myrelief was that
wonderful medicine the “Golden Medical Dis-
covery.’ I could scarcely eat anything—it would
put mein terrible distress in my stomach: I had
a dull aching and grind:ng pain in my stomach
‘vith pain in myright side and back, and head.
ache, bad taste in my mouth; at night I was
feverish and the soles of mvfeet eenell.

i took four bottles of the ‘Discovery’ and two
vials of the ‘Petiets.' Lam well and hearty and
can eat a6 well as any body. can,—thanks to your
‘Discovery.’ "’

Dr. Pierce’s Pellets cure constipation.

 

  

 

  
  

  

  

 

MORIGAGH SALE.
To be sold by Public °* vetion, at the Court

Hreuse,in -ummerside. on Sataurtay, the 2204
dvy of January,A [),ix98, at the hour of twelve
oa ciocek, noon, under at ower cf sale contein-
edinamorigige dated the twenty-first day
vf eptember, A. 2. 15{6,amd made between
yros Vegneault and Peter Meqneau't and

( hariotte sieqneault, wife of ssid Peter Me-
qnesuit, of ihe one part, and J. Edward
Wyatt of the other rert,
Alland singular that tractof land situate

on Lot 14, Prince Counter, Prinee Edward Is
land bonndel as foilowss—Commencing on
the shore of Red«que Bay,in the south-exst
angle of land of ihed ley Arsenault; thence
alopg the same northeasterly seventy-two
chansand fifty links, or to the southern
boundary of land formeriyv owned by Danicl
Arsenault, and Jand owned by Paul Perr;
thence easte' ly along the seme seven chains
and one link, to lana of Louis Perry; thence
southwesterly slong the same seventy two
chains and fifty linksto the shere, thence
folowing the sam > westerly to the Place of
commencement, containing filty acres of
land, more or i+ss
For further particulars apply at the office

of J Edward Wyatt, Summersid~,
Dated this 5:aday ot December, A D, 1897,

J.EDWARD WYATT,
Murtgagee
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ApplicationtoParliament.
Public notice isherehy given thet appli-

eation will be made to the Parliament. o1
Canada, at the nextsession thereof, for an
Act changing the name of Ths Dominion
Puilding and Loan association, tu that of
The Dominion Permanent Loren Company.
Dated at Toronto. tbis i7th day of Novem-

0°., A. D.. 1807.

MACDONALD, BOLAND & THOMPSON
2 To1onto-street Toronte,

nolicitors for Applica 153
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A PRIVATE DETECTIVE
After a Government Official

We are in the Dairy Supply business to stay, notwiti
standing the unfair competition of au official whose travelling
expenses are paid out of the public fends. We pay our own,
and will compete with any of the Quebec houses thus, repre
sented, for quality of workmanship in cheese vats, creamy
vats, either single or duplex, portable or stationary, temper~
ing or receiving vats, and all other Uairy Supplies in stock or
to order at short notice. Bit

We have on hand Alpha Separators which: returm
more money to the patrons than any other, _

Separator oil that wil! insure safer running at extrem=
speed fhan any other on the market.

Butter Boxes for storing and shipping butter in. _
Dairy plants that will run without an expert engineer

on hand.
Boilersthat will save fuel over any other thathas beem

imported so far. Engines that do not require to be driven te
extreme speed to obtain enough power, All work warranted!
for une year.

Sall at our up town store in the Temple, Grafton S¢..
Charlottetown. TT. A. MACLEAN

Successor to McKinnon & McLean.

eee:

CHEAP FOR SPOT CASH
14 TONS

BET QUALITY HAY BALE WIRE
Cat 10} feet; gauge 14, at the

CITY - HARDWARE - STORE
oo»QUEEN STREET....

Pronounced best quality by ali who haveusedit..

KR. GB. NORTOS
J. F. Norton Prop-~ietor.

(he Wntuel Life Lastrante Cp
OF Naw YoRrEe

 

 

RICHARD A. MeCURDY, bad = = 7

(THE WORLD’S GREATEST COMPANY),

Presidem

Has nore insurance in force, a greater annual income and more a8Se%F
anany therconpanyin the worlJ. It is the oldest active American Ge

Total Assets, - - - $234,744,148.42
Invested in Canada, - - - - 4,257,520 75
Total Surplus, nearly - - - 50,000,000,.00
Insurance in force, . - . - 918,698,358.00

Income in 1896, $49,702,695:27, being TWELVE MILLONS
more than the total Revenue of the Dominion of Canada,

Issues the mostliberal policies and pays larger dividends, on all poheiers.-
han any other company. and is beyond donbt,, the wealthiest and
greates. company ir the worlc, ¢ All policies payable in gold. Agents wanted!
in unrepresented districts,

JOHN MACEACHERN,
Agent for P.E.Islan
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