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Scrofula is a word you
don’t quite understand, but if
you talk with your doctor,
he will tell you that it is
generally believed to be due
to the same cause which
gives rise to Consumption.
It appears mostly in those
who are fat-starved and thin,

usually in early life. A

course of treatment of Scott’s
Emulsion with the Hypo-
phosites wherever Scrofula
manifests itself, will prevent
the development of the dis-
ease. Let us send you a
book. Free.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville, Ont.

THE CHISSELER’S CRUCIFIX.

(Florence Bain Saymour,
Heart Review.)

The last low rays of the setting sun,
Red, with an autumn glare,

Fell through the studio window
Upon objscts rich and rare.

They touched with celestial glory
* The chalices of gold—
‘The work of the master chisseler—
Original and bold. -,

But they lingered with tender radiance
On & cross of rich, dark wood,

Upon which hung a pilver image
Of the crucified Man-God.

Before it knelt the chisscler,

And marked-with an artist’s eye
Each fanitless line and detail

Whe e some chance flaw might lie.

No sorrow, nor word of prayer
On his lips nor in his heart ;
The thing was mere wood and silver,
Though & triumph of his art.
Thosa lips spoke, oftner, curses
Or blasphemous, ribald song,
And his sin-stained soul nor knew nor
cared
For the difference ’twixt right and
wrong.

“Pwas the marvel of all who knew him,
How a hand so staired with crime

Could fashion with wondrous power
Works so exquisitely divine !

Tonight some strange attraction
Kept him kneeling there slone,

The room grew dim and solemn
The workmen all had gone.

As he gazed on thesilent Figure,
The ¢old lips seemed to move,

And in tender, pleading accents
8o gently to reprose.

« My @on, a8 you kneel there watching
Has yonr heartno love for Me?
My love was 80 consuming
That I gave My life for thee!

< When you gaze on My mangled body,
On My bleeding thorn-crowned head
On My featuree with pain distorted,
Is all feeling within you dead?

< Can you think of that cruel scourging
And no compunction feel ?
Of that awful crucifixion?
Ah1 men’s bearts are hard ae steel.
« My cbild, T have loved thee slways—
" Before the skies were made
At sight of one tear of repentance
Thy sins from My sight would fade.

s¢@Give, then, one word of sorrow

For My ontraged love and pain
Tell Me in My bitter passion

My blood was not shed in vain [”

The chisseler’s head bent lowly—
A sob sbook his s'alwart frame—
The grace of heaven had touched him,
: And the tears of contrition came.

¢« My Jess ! my sing are so many;
But Thon saidst—and it must be 8o,
‘Though my sire be red as scarlet,
They shall be made whiter than
gnow !” :
« My God, and my Father eternal!
Forgive me, for love of Thy Son.
His voice from the cross plaads before
Thee
Andthe gonl of Thy servant is won.”

THE BLACK FINGER

BY M. T. WAGGAMAN.

(From the American Messenger of the
Sacred Heart.)

CHAPTER II.—(Continued.)

And crouching down by the grate
fir>, that was the one cheap luxury
of these cosl-ribbed cliffs, Eric felt
tho generous glow warmirg his
chillad blood, supplying his stiffened
limbs, bracing his quivering nerves
into life and strength sgain. In »
few moments the priest stood before
him po longer a gowned recluse, bat
a vigorous young athlete booted and
equipped for crag snd cliff,

<% Allready,” he said briefly. “ Do
jou feel werm again, warm and
strong econgh to start 7’

“ Yes, yer,” svid Eric, springing
to his feet, ¢ there's no time to wait;
I can keep the Bridle now, no fear.”

«Tyke the lantern, then,” said
Father Paul, flinging the lesther
strap that beld the bull’~ eye around
his companion’s neck “aud lead on
my boy, and may God guide us both
for it is a tearful night.”

On they pressed, up the white
mountain side, but the glow of the
light ewinging sround Eric’s neck
secemed to cleave the darkness like a
star, all bewiderment and fear were
gove. Up the great trackless waste
he 1.4, boldly and steadily, while
Fatier Paul strode on bebird, not
: liogether sure of his guide, we must
confess, but willing to take all risks
for the chance of saving that soul
whose cry had reached him out of

: the very deptls of despair,

_On and on, over rock and ridge
sand chasm, up beights that seemed
.to lose themselves in cloudy cbaos,
Fric's Jartarn went cheerily while
his young yoice rang oul in warning
and guidance: “ Keop to the right,
tbere's a gully below; steady, mis-

hand, it’s a bad step iere, keep to

the right.” i -

Had Fatlir Paul’s errand becn 2
less tolemn one, be might bave im-
sgined himself bewitched by sore
mountain elf, who was leading him
into patbless wastes from which he
couldnever escape. But borne upon
the young priest’s breast, under the
sacramentsl veil, was One, whose
presence banished ell light fencies,
Oaze, whose coming seemed, as of old
to still the tempest, for ac they pass-
ed on, the wind that had swept the
heights an hour ago, sank sobbing
into the gorges; the clonds he had
torn a-undcr, swept off in broken
mausses to the south, and & wap moon
looked down like some pale, gricf
~tricken face—and with & -sbrill
shout Eric bounded to the fop of =
rock and pointed forward. o« We're

Dan ; don’t ask mé that,” cried Erio,
passion -tely.

“1d~, Ido! it's that, as’ nuthin
clse. Will ye lift the curs-, or live
it oo me where I go? Will ye go
wid him that wilk take ye in God’s
Dame, 0t —O0r—or ——

Dan’s speech failed" bim, and he
could orly gacp and stroggle and
wave bis gaunt arm, tremulously, in
dumb appeal.

« Promise what he asks, my boy,”
gaid the priests low voice in Bric's
ear. “Let the poor eoul depart in
peace.” 3

“Then, T will; I will, Dan,”
sobbed E:ic, shivering with awe.
« [ will .o whatever you ask me.”

“«Your hand on i1,” panted the
dying man. “ Yourgrip.” Andhe
held out his hand for the ene pledge
recognized by his lawless class.
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here,” he ssid, “there’s the bu
wicre Dsnis lying, mister, come or
come on—"'

And springing forward bimsel
young roe,

like a

gide. Dan lay struggling in a deatt

know.

got the priest.”
gaeped the ¢ld man, as nis eye fell

then like a strain of forgott:n music
from a far off pist, came Fathe:
Paul's blessing, as he crossed the
wietched threshold : ¢ Peace be tc
this bouse, and all who dwell there-
i

“ Aye, aye, lad, ye've got the righ:
one,” panted old Dap, “raise m:
read, let me sphake. Is in the
jaws of hell me blackéned scw!
is this night, Father. Bend closer,
in God’s name, and let me sphake
while I can”
Seated on a rock without, Eric
waited, Boar’s head upon his knee;
lean faitnful cld Boar, who knows as
much as his young master of the di-
vine ministrations of love and mercy
that were working such heavenly
wounders near.

“ He's a lifting the curse and it
wou’t do for us to see, Boar; ever
1d Bet Pringle lets no one cast an
eye on her when she’s working off a
spell, “An’ it was the bad curse
that lighted on poor Dan this day;
it was well I got across the Bea:
Gap in time for him that could lift
it. An’, priest that he is, he's a de-
cent kind o’body, though thbe boye
tell bad stories of the likes o’ him

Mike Murtagh says they make black
nigger slaves of you if you listen to
them, ¢nd they've holes in the
ground where they bury you alive,
and fires to roast you like so many
sheep. It was & queer bit of a place
where [ found him to-night; you
and 1’1l steal down some time, Boar,
and take another lookl at it, when no
ope is by. Tt’s nct like a meeting-
house,” continued Eric, stroking his
companion’s long ears inanunusual!y-
meditative mood. ‘It minds me
more of the Pine glade, in the bollow,
when it’s summer time, and the moes
is soft and the birds singing in the
tree tops.”

“ Av’ 1 wonder was it a statue,
or what was it that stood there ir

the red and white gown, with the
kind emiling face ? Shure, I thought

at first he was re:]; me eyes was 80
blind and me head so dizsy I thougtb!

<bura he was real and a calling me

out of the darkness and 'storm.

Whishst, eb, » hat isit?’

“You can come in now, my boy,”
ca'led Father Paul, from ihe door

way, “ your old friend wants you.”

And Eric epringing up, fcllowed

by Bosr, entered the but, wrere the

moonlight fa!ling full upon poor old

Dab, uplifted on his bearskin pillow,

showed his face livid indeed with the

death agony, but strangely altered.

The fierce lines of despair had .re-

laxed, the wild gleam of the eyes

softened : it was as if the dark tide

through which he was struggling

had been saddenly stilled into peace.

“ Down on your knees, lad,” be

whispered hoarsely, “God forgive

me for it, Father, but he knows no

more of howly sign or prayer than

the baste at his side, but I'd have

him see and know 1'm not dying the

—the—devil I've lived.”

And Eric knelt down and stared

in dull wonderment, while the last

solemn rites were administered, and

absolved and anocinted, the dying

sinner was united to his God, He

listened uncomprenhending, while

Father Paul recited - the acts of

thanksgiving to which tre livid lips

that strove to echo them bad been so

long strangers.

There was & moment’s pause, us

the priest concluded, then old Dan

spoke with difficulty : ¢ Bend closer

to me, lad, closer, for 1've sumthin

to say to you. There’s wan black
fear on me sowl yet, an’ iis fur ye,
ye that I've let grow np like the

whelp and the bear cub. Lis‘en,

it's me 1ast wurrds, ye're to go wid
tho good Father bere, and do as he
bids you when I'm gone.”

“@Gone!” echoed Elric. “ Gone!
Shure youn're not ~oing now, Dan.

Hasn't he lifted the ourse from you ?
ycu are better now."

# Betther? Yes,” answered D:n,
hoarsely. * Betther, God be praised
for His mercy. Bal the carse—ils
only ye oan lift what's left on me
soul. It's me last warrd ¢o ye, lad,
He'll take ye; go wid him,”

“ With him! The priest, d'you

ger; over hese yocks, bold Lo me

mean? No, no; don’t ask me that,

Eric stood
breathless, but {riumphant at Dan’s

agony, whose terrors God alone could
“J've brought kim, Dan; I've
brought the priest to lift the carse
off you; youll be better now, I've

“The praste, the right one, is it ?”

on the stslwart figure at the door;

i | Eric met the icy grasp that tighten-
, | ea iv his young hand, rer ding & chill
ihrough every vein. Then the grip
i | relaxed, there was a shudder, a long-
drawn breatb, and Erio’s wild ory
was echoed by Boar's howl. Poor
i | Dan wae dead !
“ Mnrtheration !” was old Tim Con-
nor’s breathless expletive,when, in the
graytwilight of the dawn, Father Paul
met him hobbling down the pit road,
to open the chapel, over which Tim
had kept faithful watch these ten
years;
% Shure, ‘ an it’s niver that divil of
a Dan Rourke yer riverince manes—
him on Roker’s Ridge ?”

“The same,” replied the priest.
¢ He died, by God’s mercy, a humble
penitenty last night.”

“ Dan Rourke, is it?” repeated
Tim, in bewilerment. “And yer
riverince wint to him, up beyant, in
the black night! The Lord save usl”
“I wish the pvor man to have
Christian burial,” coatinued Father
Paul “Let Ryan and ‘T'racy go up
this morning and see to it, and, if
possible, have him brought to the
church. It will be a good example.”
“To the Church, is it?” gasped
Tim. *“The Church! The oul;
reprobate ! I mane, God be merciful
to him. - Dan Rourke brought to the
Church! We'll thry it, sur, as you
bid.” But Tim thought it best to
conciude his s:ntence by a shake of
the head, more eloquent than words.
Ryan and Tracy, two sturdy, elder-
ly men, went on their mission of
charity somewhat reluctantly.- Dan’s
character was well known—his leader-
ship in one of those lawless leagues
banded together by fierce oaths and
dark, heathenish rites, strongly sus-
pected. %
The two men reached the hut only
to find it empty,while nailed by a dirk
to the door was a bit of paper bearing
the rude scrawl:

“ Waked in Secret.

Let them come who know.

Tt them watch who dare.”

“Faix, and ye may belave we made
quick tbracks home whin we saw that,”
said Tracy, with an uneasy laugh.
It’s the divil’s own wake Dan Rourke,
will have this night, yer riverence, and
naither Jaw nor gos'pel can shtop it,
for where they've tuk the poor corpse
no liviag crathur dares tell.”-

“ Bat the boy ?” said Father Paul
anxiously, ¢ the boy that pgor Dan
begged me with his last breath to save ;
have the scoundrels taken the boy
too ?”

“ Is it Eric Dorne?” asked Ryan
“ Bad Luck fo him, for the wildest
young divil that iver. run- the airth.
Aye, they’ve tuk him too, yer rivrance

and they'll kdpe bim, ye can wager
that.”

And as the days passed on, Father
Paul was constrained to believe Ryan
was right, To search for his lost
charge would have been as useless as
dangerous, for with the night came
snow, a mountain snow.

Hour after hour it fell in a
gray, blinding  storm. Cloud
seemed to meet crag; all landmarks
vaanished above; around, below, all
was alike—a white blank, save for
the switling, noiseless, feathery flakes.
There were scarcely two-score wor-
shippers at the next Sunday Mass,
but even through that little band
went a perceptible thrill as Father
Paul’s announcement rang out through
the strange noonday twilight—

“Your prayers are requested for
the repose of the soul of Daniel
Rourke, of Roker’s Ridge, who died,
by the grace of God in the bosom of
His Church, last week.” It was a

battle gage, calm and fearless, as all
who heard it knew.

“ Begorra’ and his riverence caught
the wolf by the throat thin,” com-
mented Tracy as he passed out of the
church.

*“Aye, and he'll growl,” was the
significant reply of his friends, “ye
can wager that.”

CHAPTER IIJ,
STORM-BOUND,

For a week the white storm raged
pitilessly. Gorges ware fillad and
sharp peaks rounded, rock and
chasm masked. He would be a
bold travellsr indeed who dared
venture now over these white
wastes, veiled in treacherous drifts,
where want and sin and death stalk-
ed unchecked, for the great shafts
stood black and silent, the roar and
belch of forge and farnace were
stilled, and hundreds of sullen, des-
perate men waited iu rebellious idle-
ness for their employers to accept
their diotates,

The powers of darkness seemed
to rule the mountain in grim defi-
ance of the cross that rose from

T EX Ei

YERALD

So at least the young priest was
thiokiog this Sanday evening as he
sat in the litle room, thatserved
both as s study aod a-bed chamber.
In fact this miniature presbytery
was a part of the chapel,s plan, and,
small though the apartment was,
its groined ceiling of natural wood
and Gotbhic windows, gave it a
picturesque dignity. - Father Paul
had bioken the tender ties of a Inx-
urious home at his Master’s call,
and there were gentle touches, here
and. there, even in this celibate cell,
that told he was pot forgotten b
the dear cnes he bad so sternly and
b avely left, The Madonna over
the chimney-place was a master-
piece, the ivory cracifix in his ora
t ry bad been an artist’s life-work,
the grea. rug before the fire—sole
bit of laxury in the barely furnisbed
room—was the pelt of a buge grizz-
ly, shot by a roving brothor and
valued only for that reckless Nim-
rod’s sake.

All else, the narrow cot, the plain
desk, the toilet service, were the
simple outfit of a soldier ready to
march at the word of command.

¢« Bsdad, this i+ the murtheiring
weather entirely,” said old Tim
Connor as he hobbled into the room
with a bod of coal that be tumbled
upon the open grate with a thun-
derous crash that startled Father
Paul from his reverie.

“Were you 8peaking to mo,
Tim?” :

“] was only saying this was the
murthering winter, sur, and this the
unhowly place for & fine, schclarly
gintleman like your riverence to be
left in. Not thirty craythurs - at
the blessed Mass this morning ; faix
it went agin me to rowl out the pul-
pit for ye to waste your wurrds and
your breath on thim, wid Norah
Maginnig and Mary Finnegan say-
ing their bades like the deaf ijiots
through the sermon and Mike Lan-
aben nodding off to sleep under
yer very nose. Faix, if it wasp,t
for the howly altar betors me I'd
bave fetched him 8 orack that
would have openod both his eyes
and bis ears.”

“ And yet my sermon was very
short, Tim,” said Father Paul. I
don’c think I presched ten minutes.
And it was simple enough, [ am sure,
for a Sunday-schocl to urderstand.”
“Sunday-school is it #” said .im,
digressing to a greater grievance, for
before Father Paul's coming, Tim,
who bad been left as custodian of the
lit:le chapel by its founders, had con-
stitated himselt catechist as w ll,
and gathering the little ones around
him every Sundsy had instrucred
them 1o the best of his ability. Tim’s
theology might not have stood the
crucial tests of the schools, but his
faith and zesl were beyond question,
and the cuffs which he had liberslly
d'spensed to dull or refractory pu-
pils made his teachings doubly for-
ciblo. Oa Father Paui’s arriv 1, he
had proudly delivered s~me twenty-
four young catechumens to his pas-
tor for more legitimate instruction.
Bat it ranklad just a little, o he re-
lieved his feelings by :

“ Sunday-schcol is it, sur? Shure, |
ye might as well close the doors in-
tirely. The young divils fly from
the chuirch now as if the spotted
fayver was inside. They’ve turned
wild as March bares.”

“I foar T am the ‘fever' they
dread,” said Father Paul, sadly.
“They bave been made sfraid of
me.” 4

“ They have, yer riverence,” and
Tim, who was kneeling before the
grate raking down the sashes, gave
an oracular nod.  It’s lies tha' is
skeering the poor innocents and
pothing else, D.dn’t I catch Pat
Noonan the otber day, and threaten
not to Jave a whole howve in bim if he
wasn't up at church this morning,
and the young omadhaun burst from
me,with the soreech of a wildeat and
left balf the tail of bis jacket in me
band. And N ra Keliy, that had
tbe Tio Commandments glib as A B
C, barric’ the farrst, which was too
long for her, and the Tin Beatitudes
as well—" ;

* Bight Beatitudes, Tim,” correct-
ed Falber Paul, repressing a su.ile.

(To be continued.)
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The Oldest Inhabitant

Will tell you that there will be rapid
changes in the weather the next few
weeks—and geﬁ at once a pair of Gran-

by Rubbers of iron wear fame.
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~THE BEST TIME - ,
To buy Wall Paper is when
the assortment is complete, 88
that is NOW,
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rice of the BEST WALL
APER.

i THE BEST PLACE

To buy Wall Paper is where
the latest Capadian and Am-
erican designs can be had.
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CARTER’S
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Cheapness is not peculiar
to prices. Goods are often
cheaper than the prices ; par-
ticularly is this true when
the purchaser feels that the
goods are bought with a cer-
tain amount of uncertainty and
unreliability. . We have no
cheap goods, although ro one
disputes the cheapness of our
prices.

Your friends would appre-
ciate'a nice Fancy Rocker or
Table, selected from our stock.

‘|Goods selling now will be

stored until required.

JOEN NEWSON,

The Bargain Giver.

"REMEMBER THE
OLD
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SHOE
STORE

when you want a’pair of Shoes.
Our Prices are the lowest in town.

A. E. |McEACHEN,

THE SHOE MAN,
Qaeen Street

JAMES H. REDDIN,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW

NOTARY PUBLIC, &ec.

.CAMERON BLOCK,

CHARLOTTETOWN.
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MONEY TO LOAN.

THE WHOLE SBIORY

Of the great sales attained and great
cures accomplished by Hood’s Sarsaparilla
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Among the many garments that will be worn this
season will be the double breasted sack for -business
The single, breasted sack with three buttons

will be worn more than ever this season, being un-
equalled for comfort and conveniencé—and when cut

them are very handsome gar-

The Three Button Cutaway

Is still popular with good dressers.

It is made shorter

The Fly Front Overcoat

Is still king among over garments, always fashionable.
We are prepared to make all kinds of Gentlemen's
Garments in the very latest style.

A full line of all the popular makes of cloth alwayso
A complete line of the best Gents' Furnish-

John MacLeod & Co,

Merchant Tailors.
Charlottetown, March 17, 1897.

tut Saws,

Just Recerved,

Another ship-
ment of

celebrated Cross-

the

made

by E

: U.S
:  FENNELL ¢

& Sons, Phila-
delphia,

Disston

- -
%

LML L L A R R AL E L L R R R, B LR BL

Penn.,

¥

CHANDLER

2 T TIPS TR L Y T o WY/

in any climate

E.B.Eddy’s
Matchefs

for a

The name is on

E.B. Eddy’s)
Matches

prince

John TMellish M. A.,LL.B

Barrister & Attorney-at-Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC, etc.

C1ARLOTTETOWN, P. E. ISLAND
OrriceE—London House Building.

is quickly told. It purifies and enriches
blood, tones the stomach and gives strength

price, T. MILBURN & CO., Toronto,

and vigour, Disease cannot enter the sys.
tem fortified by the rich, red blood ‘which
comes by taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla.

Collecting, conveyancing, and all kinds
of Legal business promptly attended to.
Investments made on best security, Mon-
ey to loan. ‘

».-SUGAR COATED
A SURE CURE
FOoR BILIOUSNESS, CONSTIPATION,

INDIGESTION, DIZZINESS, SICK
HEADACHE, AND DISEASES OF THE
STOMACH, LIVER AND BOWELS.
THEY ARE MILD,THOROUGH AND PROMPT
IN ACTION, AND FORM A VALUABLE AID
To BURDOCK BLOOD BITTERS IN THE
TREATMENT AND CURE OoF CHRONIC
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NEW SERIES.

Calendar for Ap

New Moon, 1st day, 12b. 11.
First Quarter, 9th day, 4h. 1
Full Moon, 17th day, 2h. 1
Last Quarter, 25th day, 5h.

MOON'S CHANGES,

Tuae Mo

D|Day of|Sun |Sun
M| Week. rilearSeta Rises | SH
R h m!h m| morn
UThur [5 436 24| 5 11
2| Fri 42 25| 5 29|
3|Sat 40| 27| 5 48|
4/Sun 38| 28| 6 11|
5/Moun 36| 29| 6 42|
6| Tues 34| 31 717
7IWed 32| 32| 8 2
8|Thur 30| 33| 8 57
9/Fri 28| 35| 10 0O
10/3at 26| 36| 11 8
11{Sun 25| 37

12|Mon 23| 89| 1
13{Tues 21| 40} 2
14|Wed 19} 41} 4
15|Thur 17 42| 6 27
16(Fri 15| 44! 6
17(Sat 14| 45| 8
18{San 12f 46| 9
19{Mon 10| 48
20|Tues 8| 49| 11 4
21| Wed

22(Thur 5| 52 0 54
23! Fri 3| 53| 132
24 Sat 2 54 2 1
25San |5 O] 56| 223
26/ Mon |4 58| 57| 2 43
27 Tues 57| 58| 3 0
28 Wed | 556 59| 3 17|
29 Thur 547 0 3 35|
4 527 '.Ei 5
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And for a SHORT
ONLY will sell at 4
discount for Cash. -

Watches and Clock

Silver Table and
ware,

Yases and Fancy G
Brooches and Ring
Studs and Ear Ring
Scarf Pinsand a lo
goods. :
Parties who bring
to us will be allowed
discount.

E. W. Ta

CAMERON BLO!

CHARLOITE

A A MCLEAN, LI

Barrister, Solicitor,
Ete., Ete,
PROWNS BLOCK. MO

January 20, 1897,

TREEMAI
WORM ~OW
: Are pleceant to toxe. Con

Pur-ative. Is a eafo, sure,
~siroyer of worma in Child




