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by ' e pressing,
‘But alas 'tis made of thorns,
! blood like royal rubies,
‘eruel point adorns.
Aal Thy features
'Whees Thy blood bas ke e siais,
All my conscience wak ¢ and tells me
That my sins have caused Thy pain.
O my Geod, my band has woven
m-‘g-—.—mw.
My iniquities have scourged Thee,
Yet Thine eyes are on me now.
In their glance so sad and mournful
1 can read Thy grief and pain.
Bee the boandless love that draws me
To Thy Sacred Heart again.
Holy Jesus, Thy compassion
Fills my beart with shame and grief;

BY M. T. WAGGAMAN.

(From the h)-dﬁ

CHAPTER L
THE SUNSET OROSS.

Winter on the mountaine! Win-
ter, stern and pitiless, without a
whisper of spring.

The stillness of desth was every-
where, over the bewildering vistas
of pesk on peak, that were graying
in the gathering shadows, in the
bisck gorges, from which the snow-
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, Boar's bowl alove grested the

had left

yoars, bardy

fury, swaying the ice-sheatbed pines
and sending the loosened snow-drifts

“The praste! to lift the curse that
is on me, God’s praste.” That ory
of Den's seemed to echo in Brio's

What curse had reached Dan, sturdy | .

Dan? Fears, vague and shapeloss
as the sweeping smow-drift, chilles
the boy's usawakesed soul. Wae

;| that a Banshee, wailing beside him ?

be found woice st last to ory!
“What burt you? Can't—oant you

Or was it the boarse ory of a storm-
spirit in the gorge over which he
sprang, shuddering! Surely that
was some tall giant of the mountsin
looming up in his way. Erio stop-
ped, trembling in every limb. With
the waking of brain and nerve the
brute instinct bad deserted him. He
looked sround at the chaos of crag

' | snd cload and sweeping drift with &

glassy despair.

Soatching a whiskey bottle from
the shelf, Bric poured a few drops of
the liquor between the pale, working
lips. “Who done it to you, Dan 7*
be aaked again, for bardy young bar-
barian that he was, Brio could think
only of barm by viclence.

“ None,” gasped Dan, foebly, “ It's
the—death grip—Iiad—Lere,” and
he tore open his course shirt. “It's
wot tak me fsther and me grand
father, and me forbears all. It's
taking me.”

“No, no,00; don't you ssy that,
Dan ;" oried the boy passionately.
“THll run for the dootor He bhas
the stuff to cve> you. It's enly the
oramp that hes got you, Den. Take
another sup of the whiskey; you're
gotting better. Keep up o bit, and
Uil ran to the village beysnt.”  °

“No, no,” interrupted the cld man,
boarsely, “No dootor, there isn't
time. Luk ye there, lad,” and he
pointed with shaking finger to the
Weat, “Tell me what d'ye see 1"

“The sun, shure I know it's going
down, but I'll not mind that.”

“D'ye no see, d'yo no see it
@uttered Dan, pointing again to the
sirip of sky visible throagh his nar-
row window,

The sun bad just gone down, but,
a8 it sank below the borizon; it sent
apward a shaft of golden light that
orossed the cloud rift and shot up for
& moment into the gloom yeyound.

“The crom,” gasped the dying
wman, bis oyes flaming foverishly.
“Is it & dbrame, lad, or d'ye see it
too? The red cross of the Rourkes.
It's burning in the sky for me, for
me. Whisper, bend nearer, d'ye
bear what I say? I want the
m'l
Iy“‘l'.bprh-t."mm«,,u.u.

“Aye, the praste, the pals praste,
ye mind, no other—the praste at the
litle church in Styyker's Notoh.
Will ye git bim, boy

I to do with bim,” asked Beio, in
bewilderment.

—

Aye, sye, keop ensy, Dan;
will,” said Brie, for the old man was
trembling from head to feot, *
\ .”u‘" y
\, “ Tako the Bear's bridle ; ivle

test road,” gesped Dan. «

how to kape it.
e
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new terror of helplessness. The
waste had grown trackiess ; the trail
bad vanished ; he was lost. Lost
on the summit of old bear cap, on &
winter night.

Lost, lost! Eric koew all the word
meant. * Kape to the Bear's bridle,
or be'll throw ye, lad,” had been Dan's
grim warning ever since Eric could
remember. Aad the “ Bear's throw”
was a deadly one; more than ence
older and bolder bunters than he had
been found, whea spring loosened the
icy grip of the mountain, lying dead at
the bottom of some black ravine
whither they bad been cast by ose
unwary step.

Twice, thrice, Eric tried to resume
bis way, but it was only to pause again
in bewilderment, and stand like a wild
thing at bay, while the wind shrieked
and the snow swept down upoan him,
and all the fierce powers of darkness
seemed to turn upon him and humt
bim down, A chill of despairing ter
ror struck through the boy's sturdy
frame; when suddenly, amid the
tumault of the storm, a sound reached

Was it the cry of a kelpie, the wail
of some demon-driven wraith ?

No; clear and full it swelled on
the very wings of the storm, in rich,
buman tomes. And, dropping on his
bands and knees, Eric crept aloag th~
unknown path; be dared not tread
upright ; feeling his way with icy,
bleeding fingers, while the sounds of
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Munich statue of the ** Sacred Heart,”
the form divine that seemed to rvise
life-like in majestic beauty amid the
roseate-hued shadows—welcoming the
boy, who, out of storm and darkness
and peril of death had struggled to
his feet,

“What are you doing bere my
boy 7" asked Father Paul, sternly.
“It's the—the priest | want,” stam-
mered Bric, Dan's cry still echoiog in
his ear,  God's priest.”

“ I am the priest,” answered Father
Paul,still keeping a suspicious eye
upon the messenger.

*“Shure, me head was that dazed,”
said the boy with a nervous laugh,
“that I thoughtat first it was him,”
pointing to the statwe. “Don’t be
look real and pretty and kind. But
it's the priest I was sent for, and I
was bid to say that there was one dy-
ing—dying with the curse of God and
mao on him, and you were to come
and lik it, if you could.

“Who is the dying man and where
is be?”

“It's Dan,” answered Bric, whose
bead was still dizzy and voice un-
steady. “ Dan Rourkejat the Ridge
sbove Roker's Ridge.”

“ Roker's Ridge,” echoed the priest.
Four miles from here. I know of no’
Catholic at Roker's Ridge.”

“ It was Dan bid me come,” t

ed Bric o

‘It was neither the doctor nor any
of the boys be'd let come near him.

tinued the boy bitterly~* It's too
far and too cold, and I must go back,
—" Eric drew a long shivering breath
~* For there's culy Boar with him in
the black night and the storm. I
most go back to Dan.”

*Wait," said Father Paul,
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ALL KINDS OF

JOB WOREK

Performed ut short notice at
The Hzzarp Office.

Tickets
Postors

ciate a nice Fancy Rocker or
Table, selected from our stock.
Goods selling now will be
stored until required.

JOEN NEWSON

Among the many ts that will be 2
season will be the double breasted sack for businery
wear. The single breasted sack with three buttons
will be worn more than ever this season, being un-
equalled for comfort and convenience—and when cut
andmldcuwemkethanmveryhm&omew.
ments.

The Three Button Cutaway

Is still with dressers. Tti
chis Wﬂadn:nhum t is made shorter

The Fly Front Overcoat

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

A full line of all the ‘makes of cloth alwayso
hand. A complete line of the best Gents' Furnish-
ings always on hand. !

John Macleod & Coyn

Merchant Tailors.
Charlottetown, March 17, 189;.

Just Reesived,
Another ship-
ment of the
celebrated Cross-
Cut Saws, made
by Hy. Disston
§ & Sons, Phila-
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