The sea-birds whirl sthwart the spray ;
1 listen halfasieep—
1 am so old
Life’s morning gold
In memories I keep.
I sall alone uvon a sea,
The barbor lies before,
And never storms shall keep from me
The ones [ loved of yore,
So filr It lles
To my dim eyes,
The haven of that shore.
~Chicago Times.

TR MUSICIAN MONK:

A CARTHUSIAN LEGEND.

BY GABRIEL SENEDICT.

CHAPTER III—[CoNTmvump )

A dead silence reigned for a few
moments when Robespierre ceased
redding; it was at last broken by
Deroule exclaiming :

*Ah! I trust not that man. What
think you, Citizen?

‘No. ma foi” replied Robespierre
‘A man who will tara agsinst all he
has ever professed, and that out of re-
wenge, is to be kept clear of. Bat gue
voules vous, we must make use of bim
for all that. Then, when we want bim
00 longer we can serve him out. Heln?
friend! What say you?

“Oh, certainly; make use of bhim'
responded Deroule, ‘by all means
Waell, I sappose [ had better take down
« parhy of sans culoties, and they will
burn down the place fast enough. |
will tell them one of the monks bas
Bbetrayed them, and they will not 1n-
Quire as to what way they have been
betrayed, but will act spleadidly, Bat,
#ee here, citisen, that Father Edmand,
a8 be calls himself, or Alexsader,
wither, bas not given us much infor-
mativn about the dishonor of the Duke
@e Brotelles.’

“No, no, I saw that, mon ami,’ ex-
lsimed Robespi rather impatient-
1y, ‘but it matters not. GO [snd sew
that the Carthusian Monastery be de-
stroyed. Fire will burn the monks as
well as the moanstery, sad, look you,
if that precious scoundrel Edimuod
should be burned, too, fatigue not your-
sl in any efforts to save him. You
uaderstand.’

* Ab, sacre! Yes, citizen, I bold all
your ipsiructions as swored,’” replied
Deroule, with a hideous leer; and now
adien until my work be accomplished

8o saying, Deroule left the room,
and at once started off to the Con-
clergerie to recruit a corps of sans
eulottes, who would be quite ready for
say exci t, in mo tor what
form.

A fow days after the preceding scene
o rumor bad reached the pesceful Car-
thusino Monastery at Jomiege to the
effect that a band of rough, unprincipl-
ed sans culottes was approaching to set
it on fire. The information, brought
¢o the Father Abbol by an affrighted
peasant, soon spread mround amongst
the monks. A meeting was called in
the chapter-ball of the abbey, of all the
monks including the lay-brothers. The
great bell of the monastery that was

.gung on solemn occasions tolled out
over the deserted country with & wierd
and weary sound. Silently the cowled
figures paced into the vast chamber,
snd when the Father Abbot estered
and the doors were closed they number-
od in all over five hundved. The ven-
erable Abbot, then in bis seventieth
year, gave the order for all the brethren
%0 throw back their cowls. It was a
most wondrous and solemn sight. The
Buge obapter-room lit up by torches
bung on the oaken walls; the rows of
motionless figures elothed in the white
habis of 8¢. Bruno, the fnoes,
some old, many yet young in bat
all with that look of sancrified austerity
that = mortified life impressed on the

W

Turniog to ibe mouks the Abbot

daid;
‘E“h-h‘.'ﬁﬁn
all heard of the evil that is mensciag

- for the last time in the
P R e G

* It will be his turn next,’ shouts out
some voioe in the orowd, aod the words
ate grooted with & storm of yells and
hisses, all directed against the unwel-
come intruder.

* Remember the Carthusian Monas-
tery,’ shrieks out & woman's volos.

* And the barniug of all the mounks. poor people gather together, and knee!

And the p

Argan, a8 if the instrament were some
wottded and living being. The
melody was & sweet, weird sob, and In

cution of the De Bretelles! |0on the sward which now grows as »

And the death of our great masician, lﬂlﬂmmmﬂumuﬂ'-
Brubo, the Cartbusian monk! yalls out| Pled by the lovely charch. And it

« man close beside the last speaker.

sooms as if God is pleased st the bom-

The ohject of all these unpleasant ble faith of these poor viliagers whe
novioss lnoks around him with s fright. | 00me to pray altbough thelr church it
oned and cowed look, and seeks to|E0B%, becauss low and swest ever:
make good bis escape from his unwel- | °vening rings out through the atilines
come surfoundings. Especially does the notes of an organ. Weird strains

be endeavor to make good his retreat. | Of ® surpssing melsncholy echo aroun:

when the mob, not content with re-

inding him of his iniquities, go fur-
ther, and threaten to punish them by
summarily putting the author of the

- | mischief under the great knife that is

band of human demons rushed into
the chureh, their swords flasbing and
their arms lifted to strike the defence-
less monks before them as they rushed
up the alsle. Not a monk stirred in
his stall. Father Bruno still continned
his marvelous requiem, and the rough
mob stopped at the gates of the choir
awe-struck and motionless. Father
Edwund has seen the hesitation of the
mob, snd farious st the thougbt of bis
revénge escaping him, he sprang from
bis stall, and tearing a sword from a
repablioan standing close to the choir
aates, aimed a furious blow at Father
Cyril, who was standing beside him
At the iostant of the murderous at
wmpt Father Bruno, who bad still
heen playing. turned from the orgaa
and sprang forward in time to receive
the blow intended for the young duke.
Ab, see! a crimson stream is staining
the whit of the b iful habit
and the golden-crowned head is laid
low on the marble altar steps. The
worrified monks all eame arognd the
prostrate form of their loved brether.
quite heedless of the threatened mob
oatside the choir gates.

Hark! the reds bave recovered from

uplified atill, only waiting to come
down with & rush on the meck of
Robespierre,

‘To the guillotine with the tmitor
monk,’ roars the now thoroughly ex-
cited mob. ‘Down with the Rassian
aristoorat.’

* The knife will cut all the better for
the morning’s use,’ laughingly oalls out
s swall gamin, or street urchin, who,
voung a8 he appears, is atill quite
alive to the utility of the frowning In
strument that rears itself up against
the cloudless sky. The words have a
sense of humor in them that charm the
volatile populace, and the suggestion
would have been acted upon bad not at
this moment a carrisge pulled up
close to the seaffold, and a voioce
exclaimed ; -

* Citizane. the reign of terror is oven,
do not stain your hand with the blood
of any man, how:ver deserving he may

ol your antipathy. Let him go
free, for God's sake, Will you not
grant Sister Dominioa’s request? She
it is that asks you for his life to be
spared.’ ¢

The spesker, a veneanble old Jady in
deep mourning. leans back, and the
face of & nun, in the habit of a domin-

the y awe inspired by the
sweet music, und utter a flerce yell
ns they fall on the defenceless religious
Ab! behold that monster of sin, the
perfidions Edmund! He has torn off
the ic habit and appears attired
a8 & sans culotte

‘§iay!’ he shouts to the furicus
orowd, * kill them not with the sword;
it wonld be too homorable a death;
burn the vipers in their bole, and let us
set fire to the outer woodwork.’

The human demons listening to him
take up esgerly the ory:

“Yes! yes! burn the eainted arie
werats. A la lanferne I

80 saying, the infuriated crew rush
tumultuously from the church. And
now they bave smoceeded in setting
fire to the outhouses of the mon-
astery. The flery eleqent soop spreads
along on the wings ol flames, bearing
devastation snd ruin to the spleadid
old pile. Larid shioes the horrid light
through the darkness of the night, and
ite reflection shows the band of roughs
(headed by Deroule and the ci-devant
monk, Edmund), seated st gpome little
di plating, with d i
agal glee, the bavoc they have ereated
Amongst all the repulsive faces around
none wears such s bideous expression
as thas of the traitor-mouk. He ls in-
deed | comspicucus by the dreadful
batred of she unfortunate victims,
which he proves by his words of bitter-
ness. His very companions in guilt
seem Lo be afraid of him, and move
away as they listen to his words,

*Oh, d, thrice d race,’
he exelsims, * you are now laid low.
Ha! Bernard de Bretelles, you sre
burnt to death at aay rate, although
you escaped my sword. That precious
Bruno, too, repeived his conge at least
from me. 1 ean die bappy, now that
my revenge has been accomplished,’

By this time the flames had ex-
hausted their fary, sad their work
being completed the party of incen-
diaries, led by Cisizen Dercule and
sod Edmund (or rether Alexander
Movasks, as we ‘will now eall hin.),
loft the soene of their labors en roule
for Parls,

Asyived at Bobespierre's residence,
Dereale, acoompanied by Alsxand
Movasks, bad & long interview with
the areh murderer and ruffian.

What arrangements or explanations
took place we know not, save that one
of the wost virulent persecutors of the

i comes forward to the window,

At the sight of the fair young re-
ligious a shout of welcome resounds
through the multitode, and * Long live
Sister Dominica; the friend of the
poor,’ is the ery that resounds through
the drowsy morning air.

Smiling sweetly at the throng around
her, the young nun exolaims:

*My friends, I am rejoiced that I

should haye arrived in time to prevent
any unnecessary bloodshed. ] go back
to my convent in Ireland to.morrow,
let me carry with me the remembrance
of your geuercsity. Spare Citizen
Alexander's life for my sake. See
T mother of the young Duke’de
Bretelles barnt to death in t.e Car-
husian Monastery, asks of you to be
generous. She is even now in mourn-
ing for her som, as you see,’ she oon-
tinued, turning to the old lady beside
ber in the carriage; ‘and I, too, heve
suffered at bis hands as well as many
of you, so 1 have also a right to be re-
venged. But my revenge will be to
let him alone.’

She ceased speaking, and the crowd
that ' ung bresthless on her words
now barst out into cries of ;

* Yes, yes, wo know you are his niece,
and that he burnt your friends at
Jumiege, and when you ask we will
grant your desire. Long live Sister
Dominica, the friend of the poor!

While still cheering, the mob opened
its ranks, and the bunted man, Alex-
ander de Movaska, was free, and free
at the prayer of one whom he deeply
injured. Was not the mother of the
unfortanate Fatber Cyril pleading also
for his life; was not bis nlece likewise
saving him, and that at the risk of
offending the mob, because wo people
is 80 essily swayed as the French, and
if they bad taken her interforence in
bad part they would not have besitated
in ssetificing her tw their fury,

Before leaving the scene Alexander
approached the carriage window. Ag-
vess (for she It was), bent forward,
and laying ber hand on his said:

‘God bless you, uncle. I will pray
for you.

The unhappy man looked first at his
niece, and then at the childless mother
beside ber, and brokealy said :

‘You are angels, bo h of you. I
will repent and expiate. Adien!”

80 saying; bhe abruptly turned away,
and was soon lost to view.

After onoe mere saluting the people
crowding round them, the old Duchess
de Bretelles and Aguesa, or rather
Sister Domialcs, drove away, followed
by repéated cheers and ories of * 1. ong
live the Bretelles and Sister Dominica.’

'salute you, senor.

over the kneeling people; and, strang

to say, they do not seem sarprised »
this phenomenocn, but bold that it i

the spirit of Father Bruno whd cvme

back to revisit the scene of his lover
monastery, and who wails and lameats
over its fallen glory.

Oaoe evenjng, as usual, the peasants
are all mbled on the d d spo »
and the strains of heavenly mausie ar
bovering in the air. From the villag:
there comes an apparently old, white-
haired man, He is bowed as if with
age And yet, no! The man hefor
us is not old. Although his head i«
crowned with snowy bair, his face i«
still comparatively youag. True;
Alexander de Movasks is not mor+
than forty-eight, and it is even he who
is now lying prostrate om the soft
sward. He has travelled on foot from
Paris, and now that he perceives his
hendiwork in the ruins siound, he
falls, weeping bitterly. He hears the
sweet notes quivering above his head,
and humbling bimself yet more, he
blesses the good and loviag Lord that
led him here. On a sudden be hears »
volce, and it seems to come from above,
Raising bimself on his knees he listens,
sad hearkens (o the words that fall so
clearly on the evening air:

 Go, unhappy son of 8¢. Bruno. Go

to Saville in Spaig There ask for the

Oarthosian  Mooastery, and thou wilt
find the Lord of Peace awaiting thy

orming. Time is precious to thee, lose

it not.’
The voice died away, and Alexander

rose from his knees; strengthened In

this his bour of need. Not looking
sround (o see if the people kneeling
about had heard the voice likewise, he
started at once for Seville.

After s long and weary journey be

arrived st ti.e gates of the city. The
sun was sinking behind the golden-

hued mountains that surround Seville

on the west, sad it was close on the

Angelus hour.

Eotering the city, Alexander went
along, snd at last stopped one of the
miany people that were burrying past
him, inquiring of him where lay the
Carthusian Monastery. The old man
whom he had accosted exclaimed :

¢ Ah, senor, 1 am going there mysell.
You sres stranger, I see, so perhaps
you will accept of my company, and
we will go together, We mast harry
though, becanse the Angelus will ring
soon, and there Is a wonderful monk
up there that plays every evening at
that hour. I would not lose a note of
the music for all the cigarettes in
Madrid. Ab, senor,’ he continued,
*you must know we Spaniards are very
fond of a sweet-scented cigarette, and
I would be pleased to bave some; but
not for a million of them would I miss
hearing this Carthusian Father play.

Alexander, whose face had been
colorless, gaspad rather than said:

* What is his name?’

The old man did not scem to have
heard the question, but said, pointing
to a large church in fiont;

* Ab, senor, there ls the abbey before
you; I must led¥e you now, bat you
eannot go wrong, being se mear. I

8o saying, the old man raised his
broad-brimmed velvet bat, and left
Alexander alone. After walting for an
instant on the steps of the church to
recover his calmopess, Alexander pushed
the greas door that opened sideways
aund entered the lovely edifice,

It was a superb church, with gor-
geous-hued fresones on all sides. Bar
it Is ot at the beauties of art around
hion that Alexander is looking. No!
bis eyes are riveted on the ehoir, which
is slowly filling with closelyeowled
figures. Ah! well he remembers the
beautiful white babit of 8t. Bruno, that

noble, snd with a fsint moan, be falls
inbensible o the ground. |
A baudred frieudly hands are ralsed
o bear him away from the church.
Sulll quite unconscious, he Is oarvied
fato the infirmary belonging to the
monssbery, and is laid on one of the
white-curtained oouches, An hour
alapses, and slowly the prinos recovers
from his swoon. A lay Biother is sit
“ing beside him, bathing bis hands and
fevered brow, and tarniog 0 bim
Alexander faintly says:

* Brother, could I see Father Brano?”

The Brother appears rather surprised
At & stranger knowing the name, but
making no remarks bows his head in
sllent sssent, sod quietly leaves the
infirmary. A fow minutes elapse, and
the door, re-opening, admits the tall
aad ly form thet Al der knows
o well, The sweetly beautiful face is
the same, only thinner, and the low
voice falls with s calming power on the
wearied beart of the pns'u- Alex-
ander,

*Som! brother! thon hast come, and
thu art welcome.”’

[to B conrinuep.]

Day and Night

During an acute sttack of Bronchitis, a
ceasclcss tickling in the throat, snd an
exhausting, dry, backing cough, aflict
the sufferer. Sleep is banished, and great
prostration follows. This discase is also
ded with H and 1

Loss of Voice. It is liable to become
chronic, involve the lungs, and terminate
fatally. Ayer's Cherry Pectoral affords
specdy relief and cure in cases of Bron-
chitis. It controls the disposition to
cough, and Indyces refreshing sleep.

v practicing fan for
twlenhlly-:wb?';:m, and, rﬂ?”& past
twelve, have suffered from annual attacks
of Bronehitls. After exhausting all the
usual re

Without Relief,
1
:;rk:’mmmm{d effected 1‘ mm
cure,—G. 8 11, M. D., Carroliton, Miss.

Wall 8¢, 6N.

v ~=eal OUSIKLEPERS & OTHERS ABOUT 10 FURNISH

Shogld See Our Magnificent Stock.
We Show the Largest and Most Varied Stock of

Fruit and Confoctionery.

BALDERSTON has a full supply
+ of the purest and best

CONFTECTIONERTY,

Mavufactared on the premises every
day. Costomers can rely on their
Candies being fresh and pure.

We want every country dealer to call
on us and see if he connot save money
by getting bis Confectionery from us

Cheice Fruits in their Season.
Best GROOERIES at Low Prices.
Colgate’s Soaps & Perfumery.

B. BALDERSTON.
Charlutietown, July 27, 1887,

Ayer's Cherry Pectoral Is decidedly the
best remedy, within my howhg-, for
chronic Bronchitls, and all Ju easecs.
— M. A.Rust, M. D., South Parls, Me.

1 was attacked, last winter, with a severs
Cold, which, from exposure, Lr:w worse
and finally settled on my ngs. By
night sweats 1 was reduced almost to &
skeleton. My Cough was incessant,
frequently spit bloed. My p’yﬂehn told
r oul
Vi

r to give up M‘—{i."y
dics ithout vellet,  waa

Cured By Using
two bottles of Ayer's Cherry Pectoral. 1
am now in perfect health, snd able to
resume business, -n-;. h‘!h been pro-
Ay - g %
8. P. Hendersoun, Ssulsburgh, Penn.

For years I was in a decline. I had
weak lungs, and suffered from Bronchitis
and Catarrh.  Ayer's Cherry Pectoral re-
stored me to , and I have been for a
long time comparstively vigorous. In
case of & sudden cold I always resort to
the Pectoral, and lnd_;ray relief. —
Edward E. Curtis, Rut! , VL

Two 1 suffered from a severe
nn...«hk'-'."-ﬂf physician sttending we
became fearful that IL disease would ter-
minate in Poneumonia. After trying vari-
ous medicines, without benefit, he finall
prescribed Ayer's Cherry Pectoral, whie
relieved me st once. 1 continued to take
this medicine a short time, and was cured.
— Ernest Colton, Logansport, lud.

Ayer's Cherry Pectoral,

Pre b{)l’)v. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mase.
Bold by all Drugsiste. $1; six Lotiles, 84

W, R, Watuse, Charitielown, Whoesale Ageat.
FHE KEY TO MEALTH.

and 1
id not
reme-

avenues of the
Bowels, Liver. carrying
off gradually without weakening the systcm,
all the impurities and foul humors of the
secretions ; at the same time

Correcting

the B uring Bili-

AT Svpops Heataches Dix

wrn,

A

ness a .

Erysipelas, Scrofula. Fluttering of

the Heart, Nervousness and General

Debility ; all these and many other simis

lar Complaints yield to the happy influence
of BURDOCK BLOOD

T, WILBRN & (), Prpielon, Tl
TAKXE NOTICE.

Unlocks all the el

|10

32 CENTS PER POUND,
2 CENTS PER OUNCE,

in 24, 5 and 10 ounce packages.
ALWAYS RELIABLE.

HALLO ! HALLO !
Farmers, Look Hore !

'HE undersigned, viewing the pro-

priety of encouraging the Farmers
to manufactare their own Cloth, thas
causing them to realize the best results
from the product of their flooks. bas
concluded to reduce the price of dyeing
and dressing Oloth to the following
rates :

Full Dressing Black Cloth down to
10 cents per yard ; Full Dressing Grey
Cloth down to 7 cents per yard; dyeing
Wool and Ysrn, to 4 cents per pound.
and » proportionate reduction on all
kinds or work in the Cloth Department.

He would also snnounce that the
Carding Mill is being clothed with new
Cards, the best the market can afford,
which will enable him to tarn out en-
perior work. Good Oil always on band
at lowest prices.

And he takes this opportunity of
$hankiog his numerons customers for
the very liberal patronage extended to
bim for the last three yeurs, and truste
that, by recent important additions to
the mwachinery of the Mills, together
with etrict attention to business, to
merit & continuance of the same:

D. MUNN, Proprietor.
Roseneath Mills, June 29, 1887—8m

Farm for Sale.

I'HE subscriber will sell at Public
Auction, on TUESDAY, the 27th
day of September next, in front of the
Court House in Charlotietown, at 12
o'clock, poon. his Frechold Farm of
70 acres, situate at Johnston's River,
Lot 35, in Queen's Couaty.

This property is in a good farming
locality, near to shipping and mussel
mud, and offers every inducement to
parties in want of a first-class farm.
For particulars and terms apply to
Mesers. Sallivan & Macneill, Chariotte-
town.

ANGUS McINNIs.

Johnston's River. Lot 35 Aeg. 81, '87T—4i

_ ,/OF THE FINEST QUALITY,
from Pure Virginia Leaf, ot
Riley's Tobacco Factory, Water
Street, Charlottetown.
See
par-

T. B. RILEY,

Mareh 33, 1087 —]y.

WHY THE

Columbus Watch|

IS TEE BEST.
: barrel is

CARPETS AND OILCLOTHS

IN TEHE PROVINCE.

Our facilities for getting all classes of merchandize at
the closest prices, enables us te give customers the best value.
An inspection will convince that our prices, quality
considered, are pelow others who are everlastingly adver.
tising reduced prices, and even then cannot get clear of

Mg. Patox is now buying large stocks in England to

fill up again for Fall and Winter.

JAMES PATON & 00.

MARKET SQUARE.
Charlottetown, Aug. 10, 1887.

Mothers Should Read This.

ENTLEMEN,—I

in bave to ask you to send us some more of
your excellent EM

ION OF COD LIVER OIL. It bas proved
such & valuable remedy in all cases of Pulmonary com
building up the constitution of our little ones, many of w
in & very weak and debilitated state, we have come to think that we
cannot do without a supply of PUTTNER'S EMULSION in our bome.
We have no trouble in getting the children to take it; in fact they often
ask, and sometimes cry for it.

Halifax, N. 8,, Dec. 23, 18886,

PUTTNER'S EMULSION is sold by all wholesale and retail Druggists
throughout the Dominion,

ts, and for
come to us

MRS L. E SNOW,
Matron Infant's Home.

BROWN BROTHERS & CO.,
Proprietors, Halifax, N. 8.

$5,000 WORTH OF

Boots and Shoes
YET TOC CLEAR QUT.
BIGGER BARGAINS TEAN EVER.

From 20 to 30 Per Cent. Discount.

DONT MISS YOUR CHANCOCE.

Also we respectfully request payment of all amounts due us at once—
absolutely necessary on account of change in business.

DORSEY, GOFF & CO.

Charlottetown, Aug. 10, 1887—1y

SEEDS, FARM & GARDEN,

ALL KINDS.
Building Materxrial.

ROOM PAPERING,

IN HUNDREDS OF NEW & BEAUTIFUL DESIGNS.

Qur Low Prices tell every time. These will be
continued and made still lower in some lines DURING
THIS MONTH, to clear our shelves, so as to make room for
Spring Importations, which will begin to arrive on opening
of Navigation.

REUBEN TUPLIN & CO.

London House, Kensington, April 13, 1887.

Prince Edward Island Railway.
1887, SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 1887,

On and after Wi June 1887, Traine
will v a8 m’:ﬁ' p

Aceom.
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September 22, 1886—!
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