____church I am going this afternoor,

Wboro tboy\lud the gonth Bl-ok-n ©
Robe

In thé dsyn that wori thﬂr owr.}

There huhnbun unoomplaining

In the woodlsnd’s bomble irust, |,

Aund the dimple hearts that mourned
him ;
Mingle meekly too in dust,
Now the trails are all deserted,
And the bison~hunt is o'er;
Now the brown tepees are folded,
And bie children come no more.

But the singers of the wildwood
Oft sbove bim chant a prayer,
. And tltllm‘huhdtwi t

For 8 ootmry have calied li-,
But the Block-Robe wakes no
more.

The Dses of HAdversity.

e

(From the Meesenger.)

s

“Umph! And do you think you
would like yourself any better as a
Christian ?”

«] don't know, Dad, I bave not
evolved the idesl Kitty yet; I have
always been s0 hlppy—so unthink-
ingly bappy ; but—"

“ Then go on being bappy, child,”
he ssid fiercely ; *“bappiness is the
only good thing we koow, and life
bas no other end or aim ! pagan or
Obristian, sinner or saint, they bave
no other goal but happiness; one
feaste, and the other faste, but all
for the same end.”

“ Bat a Christian expeocts bis bap-
piness in a life beyond this mortal
epan, and it seems to me, Daddy,
that the day might come whea life
beld no more possibilities of earthly
happiness, and what does one do
then 7"

% Ope can die; indeed, life is
bardly poesible without happiness in
some form or other, snd Nature is
pretty resourceful, she can be trost-
ed to find some spring of joy, some
delusion to keep us in the desire of
life; but if one refuses to be deluded
then there is death, and in the vast
heritage of life this is tbe only right

@ man oan clsim a8 truly and really
his own ; the right to die, and she
oannot cheat him out of that.”

“ Does she cheat, then?” asked
Kitty, eadly. *“Is sll bappiness
here, and it may be hereafter, a
mockery and a fraud ?"

“ No, no, Kitty; but it is Nature’s
lare to keep us in the desire of life,
otherwise it would be insupportable,
and the racewould suffer if men re-
fused to live out their natural term
of existence.”

# But Nature is not God, Daddy,
and God would not cheat, ob, if
there is & God at all, He must be
good ; one could not imagine a8 God
less good or less lovable than his
own creatures. You never deceived
me, and how is it I find you good
and true, and may not seek goodness
and truth in some source beyond
this world ? I wish I could believe
in God. He would satisfy all my
ideals, I koow.”

“ Then do believe in Him, child;
if it would be any comfort to yom
read, inguire, thresh out the matter
for yourself, or, go to cburch, as
you suggest, and hear what Mr
‘Morland has to say; be will be dee
lighted to instruet yon.”

it Mr Morland? I should never
dream of going to him ; I should go
to Father de Winton, of course.

And put your soul in bondage to
Rome, eh? Would that spell bap-
pinesr, do you tbink?”

* He would bave to convince me
of a soul firat of all,” sbe answered
slowly, “s0 it is & far cry to Rome
and bondage, Abyway, it is to his

for if it is posaible for ove to do ary

thing to sid a scol's growth, |hn
seems to e 10 be & favoratls place
for it.”

Her father fclt ve:y angry, and
foll of resentment towsrd Father do
Winton, who seemed fated to oross
his will; but after all be rcflioted,
bhe was 8 good man and worthy of
all respect, Kitty might bave &
worse friend, so be checked the
angry words rising to his ligs, and
drawing Kitty toward him be kisecd
her tendeily,

“ As 1 said before, Kitty, you can
please youreell,” he said gently.

Kitty walked over to North Dray-
ton afier lanch, aud reached the
church in time for servioe, Father
de Winton noted her presence a-
mongst his little flock, and be felt
surpriesd and pleared, After sei-
vice he bad a few mioutes’ conver=
sation with her, at the gate; he was

very apxious for news of ber father; ||

it did not surprise him to hear be
bad been laid up.

 that [ hope to see bim Lo morrow.

To=-morrow |
early for Father de Wintor; a doy!
bhe woald never forget.

beo 0 ¢ daylight » man aith a lar-}

" Jeky, * God’s

“ Pell him,” he}'
said to ber ss they said good-byo‘éa"

The day begsn 1

An “hour §

He had been expeeting this call for
some time, and he was soon ready
to accompany the messenger to a
rather remote farm-house 'beyond
Lescroft. . On bis teturn journey

he paseed ‘through the village, 2

in His Heaven ; all’s
right-in the world.” He was pase-

Voward it with a heavy sigh.
‘“Would to God all were right
there.” With a prayer for its sleep-
ing ocoupants he hurried on; pres-
ently, at Holy Mass, they would
have more tham a prayer; every
morning he had stormed Heaven for
the man who walked 'in darkness
and the shadow of death—for whose
soul he trembled. It was a calm,
fair morning, and be came toward
the stile, where the path to the
Moor touched the road, he looked
over with appreciative glance at the
pearly mist lying like gossamer on
the brown heather, All was 8o still
and peaceful, be conld not associate
the scene with the recollection of
bis horror, his passionate grief that
night so lately psst. His eyes
ewept the margin of the heatb,
where fields of mangel and turnips
of different shades of green made
stripes down to the road, intermixed
with the withering yellow of un-
ploughed stubble, As he looked, a
hare sbot out from among the brack.
en, and came racing down the fur-
row of a turnip field, and in a mo-
ment & big body loomed out of the
mist on the Moor, and bounded
down the fleld after it. It was
Faust, Mr Ryland’s great daue,
“ doing a little poaching on his own
acoount,” thoaoght Father de Win-
ton ; * he would be gettiog his mas
ter into trouble.” ‘‘Then s sudden
thought lesped into bis mind, and
made his heart stand still. Was
the dog’s master on the Moor, and
if so, what bad taken him abroad so
early? Before any suswer to his
thought had sbaped itself in his
mind, he had leaped tte style, and
was running up the path to the
Moor. He rushed along in a kind
of panic, thinking that never before
had the way seemed so long, or the
iocline so steep ; and when he gain-
ed the Moor he stopped, for it flash-
ed through his mind that he was
probably exerting himself and wast-
ing his time for nothing. Most
likely 'the dog bad been taking a
night out, as every dog will do
sometimes, and Mr Rylands was
warm asleep in his bed at bome;
bat there was the thought of where
be might be, instead ; and the fear
of what might have taken bim there
gripped the priest’s besrt, avd be
hurried on again; better & bundred
fruitless journeys than mise a chance
of preventing a great evil, At last,
after what seemed to him a very
long time, the white orest of the
orag over the tarn came into view,
snd a sigh of relief esoaped him as
he eaw it was bare. Now, 1o as-
eure himself that nothing he dreaded
lay below, then a race home in time
for Mass. He was still a few yards
from the edge when the figure of a
man appeared at the top of the path
from the tarn side, and ran up to
the paint of the crsg, keeping olose
to the crumbling edge.

Father de Winton's heart gave
such a bound it slmost suffocated

ry Tb@iAMy. 6od," Le oried, sod

wllh two -pnbga he had covered
the space which separat. d biny from
th«t wili fexm standing on the
brink, and had grijped bim close,

“In God's name come uway,” be
cried ; ““ back man, back, for the
love of Heaven,”

The man, it was Mr Ryl.nds,
writhed in bis arms, and turned
roand,

“You!” be hiesed ; his white face
oclose (o the other’r, his eye fliming
with evil paesion; “you again?
Curse you for an interfering bound!
Let gn, if you valae your Jife; let
go, I eay,” and he shock one arm
free and gripped the priest by the
throat. Father do Winton'sanswer
was to ik him io a tighter embrace
and drag him away from ibe edge
with all his might. “Y-u shall nct
——
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wuaomtoh for the other; as they
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grip; & perfect frensy of msdness

'Mmmm-ﬂw

bis great weight was added the
agility of & wild oat.
“Yes,” he muitered, batwaen

oboking breaths, “I sball do this

thing; and I shall take you with
me—you blundering fool I”

“Bat . no_words. ¢ame from the
priest ; Lislips were sot in stern re-
éolve; be would not relax bie I:old
whatever hfdn “for, even

no luying power ;

minutes he would bg,oxhauntod, sod
the danger would be over. ‘ Already
there was a good between their
awaying bodies and the edge, and
presently be would be giving thanks
to God for viotory. He felt the
other’s grip relax, when, without
warning, a great booming roar
sounded in his ears and a big body
sprang upon him and bore both men
to the ground. * It was the big dog,
and a smothered ory broke from the
priest, as he felt its great teeth fasten
on his shoulder ; but he gripped Mr.
Rylands tighter and they rolled over
on the turf.

% Down, you brute,” shrieked Mr.
Rylands, but Faust only growled
savagely, as he ripped the priest’s
coat to ribbons and tore and pawed
him with his great feet.

*“Down, Faust, down, I say;” he
soreamed.” ¢ Let go, Father ; let
g0, for God’s sake—he will kill you.”

“Not till you promise.”

“Yes, yes, I promise; let go."”

“ For always—on your honor ?”

He besitated ; something warm
splasbed over his face ; it was blood
from the dog’s duipping muzzle. He
hesitated no longer.

“Yes, always, on my honor,” he
cried . :

The priest opened his arms, and
Mr. Rylands sprang to his feet and
seized the dog by the oollar, and
tried to drag him away. But the
snimal’s blood was up; he sbhook
bim off and began tearing the coat
again, olose by Father de Winton's
throat, growling and svarling like &
wild beast, Then Mr. Rylands
remembered his stick, it was lying
near by; he seized it, and with all
his remaining strength he showered
great blows on the dog’s hes® ard
back, till at last he drove him from
the prostrate body, to slink, cowed
and ashemed, into the farge, Father
de Winton lay still for a few minutes,
then he staggered to his feet; the
blood was pouring down his white
face from a great soratoh oa his fore-
head; his coat was hanging in
tatters about him, and one arm, in a
blood-stained sleeve, hung limp and
useless by his side. Nevertheless
he had & smile on his lips, and his
eyes were shining with a happy
light. :

“ Merociful God!" oried Rylands.
“I thought you were killed, Father
de Winton ; what infernal fiend sent
you here this day ?"

“No fiend; God sent me here to
prevent a terrible orime.”’

“It might bave cost you your
life.”

‘I was prepared to pay the price,”
be eaid ; ¢ it was a hard fight,
but I have won I”

Both men were breathless and
trembling, their words came gasping
from their white lips.

‘“Bat look at yourself!" oried
Mr. Rylands; *just look!” and
with a wild ory of anguis hbe flung
himself down and hid bis face in bis
bande. The priest stood still watob-
ing him for a moment; he knew he
was'in the throes of a mental agony
eand he would fain have left him

" took po heed how bis speech wis

“strong and'play & man'’s part, even o

w.l his theme, and &

shaped, but each word was winged|
with the spirit and found its mark ina
beart all brokeb now, and quivering
with emotion. To meige bis will in
that- Divine Will ; to suffer and be

the end, these were the admonitions'
the stricken man heard, asin a dream ;|
he bowed his head on his hands and
made no answer.

There was silence for a little, then
Father de Winten took his arm.
“ Qome now,” he sald; ““ but before
we go, thank God that you are alive.”

“] do thaok Him,” be answered
bumbly, and he looked over toward
the ctvsrn‘l mouth and shuddered,

There was no Mass at North .Dny.-
ton that mornlng, Beu’, the hmua-'

hen she went and told ¥ :
few who bhad waned in the chutch till
then, that his Réverence waé away at
a sick call. Father de Winton never
konew just at what bour he reached
home—he made a long detour so as
to avoid passing through the town,
which brought bim to the back door
of his house. Betty nearly fainted
when she saw bim ; be checked ber
cry of alarm with a gesture of his hand
and went to his study.

(To be Continued.)

If you want anything at
any time, and cannot come
yourself ; just drop us a postal,
and we shall be pleased to
send you samples and give
you any information of any
line of goods offered in a
first class store like ours.
Stanley Bros.

Our mail order depart-
ment is growing rapidly—
every mail brings us orders
from different parts of the
country, and we have invari-
ably given the utmost satis-
faction. If anything by any
possibility might be wrong,
we are always here to make
it right. Stanley Bros, The
Always Busy Store; Char-
lottetown,

ALL KINDS OF

JOB WORK

Executed with Neatness and
Despatch at the HERALD
Office,
Charlottetown, P, E, Island

Tickets

Dodgers
Posters
Check Books

Receipt Books
Note Heads
. Note Books of Hand

-
Letter Heads

E"llmmeut. and med again,

e

% You get out; thisis a monoclogue, |

not a catalogue,” which was unanim
ously voted the best hit of his enter~
tainment,

Hoarseness,

- .Helen Decker, Jordan Ferry, N 8,
writes: A few months ago I hada
severe cold in my throat and chest
and became quite hoarse. A bottle
of Dr Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup
‘soon relieved the Hoarseness and
cured the cold,

Give me some familiar proverb

- Iabout birds,” said the teacher.

Tommy Tucker raised his band.
“The early bird” —he paused a
of The

fogly. “ 'I‘Im'l right.”

% “The early bird gathers no moss.”

Grippe Headache.

Mrs C Appleton, Whitewood, N.
W. T., writes: * Milburn’s Sterling
Headache Powders bave given me
great relief from the terrible pains of
La Grippe in my head and through
my back.” Price 1oc, and 25c. all
dealers.”

An economical Irishman once went
into a hardware-store to buy a stove,
The clerk showed him some, but the
Irishman was not satisfied with any
of them. Then, coming to a high-
priced stove, the clerk said, ‘* Now,
sir, there is a stove that will save one-
half of ‘your coal.” The Irishman
promptly said, “I'll take two.'—
Christian Register.

Castor Oil or otber Catbartic is not
oeeded after giving Dr Low’s Pleasant
Worm Syrup. This remedy contains
its own purgative and not only de-
stroys but carries off the worms.
Price z5¢.

A man in Obicago, says a writer in
Judge, found himself in the chair of
strange barber, to whom his features,
althoughunfamiliar, seemedto
carry some reminiscent suggestion.
 Have you been here before ? " aske
cd the bairecutter,

“Qaoce," said the man.

“Strange 1 do not recognlz: your
face.”

,¢ Not at all,” md lhe man.
changed a good deal as it healed.”

I bought a horse with a supposed-
ly incurable ringbone for $30. Cured
bim with $1,00 worth of MINARD’S
LINIMENT and sold him for $85.00.
Profit on Liniment, $54 oo

MOISE DEROSE.
Hotel Keeper, St. Phillippe, Que.

“John,” she said, softly, * bhave
you been saying anything about me to
mother lately ?

“No,” replied John.
you ask? "

“ Because she said this morning
that she believed you were on the eve
of proposing to me. Now I do not
wish you to speak to mother when
you have anything of that kind to
say. Speak to me,and I'll manage
the business with mother | ”

And Jobn said be would.

“Why do

Minard’s Liniment Cures

Distemper,

Wealthy Stranger.—Yes; and /1
made my money, every farthing of it,
by my pen.

Admiring Youth-—Ah ! a novelist
or a dramatist, maybe ?

Wealthy Stranger. — Not me. 1
used to keep a sheep-farm in New

Zealand.

e

alove, but that could mot be,. Hej o ..

stooped -and- tonched his .skoulder.
“ We must not s'ay kere, Mr. Ry-
lands,” he said gently; “ we meust
get bome somehow.”

The other groaned.

“ Help me down to the water, my
friend ; come.”

Mr. Rylands rose at onoe, there
was a look of shsme ard misery or
his face; he could mot meet the
priest’s eye, but he took bis arm, and
belped him carefully down the steep
path.

“ You are faintivg,” be said.

# 1 waot a drink,” said the pries!,
putting bis band in the water; “and
a wash,” he added grimly, *“ then 1
shall be all right.”

“ b, why did you do it ?’ groar.
ed Mr. Rylands, as he regarded the
priest’s sorry plight.

“ Why did you drive the dog off ?’
he asked. “ A moment before ycu
meant to kill me yourself.”

“ Why did you interfere?”

Father de Winton put his hand lov-
ingly on bis shoulder and locked him
in the eyes. “I will tell you wby,
he said getnly.

And because the nmi.d wrestled:
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Diarrhoea, Dysentery,
Colic, Stomach Cramps, Cholera
Morbus, Cholera Infantum,
Seasickness,

Summer Complaint, :
and all Looseness of the Bowels in

Children or

DR. FOWLER'S

Aadults.

Wild §:awberry

is an instantaneous cure. It has been
usedmthousandsofhomeaforsxxty
years, and has never failed to give

satisfaction. Every

hachbotﬂesoutoberudylp

-uofcnqgeucy
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Souvenir Gards
25000 IN STOCK

—oF—

Qal

MEN’S HIGH CLASS

Furnishin" Coods !

We have decided to retire from this branch of our business and devote our whole

attention to the taiioring and clothing "business. In order

bargains in Men's Furnishings ever placed before the people of P. E. L.

to do so we offer the greatest
The ‘stock is

fresh and clean, the greater part being this spring’s importation.

We call special attention to our large range of white and colored shirts fresh from the

factory this spring.

Come along quick as the goods must be cleared out regardless of cost.

Read the following

Stanfield’s Underclothing
Cotton Night Shirts
Flannel Night Shirts

White Shirts

Colored Shirts

Linen Collars

Linen Cuffs

Flannel shirts

Black Sateen Shirts
Balbrigan Underclothing
Nature all wool do.

Dent’s Gloves
Perrin’s Gloves
Neckwear
Suspenders

35 Men's Suits and Trousers made for customers but
less than first cost of cloth and making.

Job lot Shirts 25 and 50 cents each; Job lot Caps 10 to 25 cents each ;

ties 5 to 10 cents each.

list:

Belts, Socks
Handkerchiefs
Rain Coats

Nature all wool Night Shirts! Umbrellas

|Men's and Boys' Caps
| White Vests

lFanC) Vests

| Light Summer Coats

never called for will be sold at

300 Neck-

Sale Now On For Cash Only.

DON &MACLELLAN _

10} — e ———

ALL BEAUTIFTL VIEWS OF

Charlottetown and Prince Edward Island

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
Souvenir Books
Prince Edward Island.

Nothing finer in this line published in AMERICA,
30 View Books 25 cents, 160 View Books 50 cents.

Algo a great variety of

Souvenirs in Chinaware, &c., &c.

CARTER & (€O, Ltd.

Opposite New Murket, Queen Street, Booksellers, &c.

HARDWARL |

o 6

La,rgest Assortment,
Lowest Prices.

WHOLESALE and RETAIL]

T

“The
Boston
Favorite.”

This is our great Am-
erican line of Women'’s
Fine Shoes to sell for

$2.50
A Palr

The strongest line on
earth, equal in style,
fit and appearance to
any shoes made; we
have found their weat-
ing qualities excellent.
All sizes and colors in
low shoes and laced
boots, heavy and light
soles are now in stock.

$2.50 Stamped on the
Sele.

Alley & Co.

Charlottetown, P. E. 1.

FIRRE:

INSURANGE. ~

§| Royal Insurance Company of

Liverpool, G. B.
Sun Fire offices of Loudon.

Pheenix Insurance Company
of Brooklyn.

 Gombined Assets

$100,000,000

/| Lowest rates and prompt set-

tlement of Losses,

J0HN - MACRAGRERY,

AGENT.

[ Mar. 2204, 1905, %




