oan and beil
.’dd potatoss,
But doesn’t know & Latin voun from

Greok .
;ﬂ-ﬂﬂm;n&hk—
t your appelite uicken,
'h&u-uull'm‘lq-donh—u-

She knows how to set a table
"~ And make order out of babel,

Fu she doesnt koow Earipider from Kant.
Onoe at making pie 1 caught her—
Jove! an expert must have taught her—

Fiat she doesn’t know true eloguene from

maat.

+ 8% has a firm convietion
Ope ought only to read fiction.

And she doesn’t care for science not a bit.
And the way she makes her bonnets
Bare is worth a thousand sonnets.

And she doesn’t yearn for “‘cultere,” not a

whit.

8he van make hor wraps and drosses
Till » fellow fast confesses
That there's not another maiden half so
sweet,

She's immersed in home completely,
Where she keeps all things so neatly
liui"nu Browningnot a line can she re

peat

Well, in fact, she's just & woman,
Gentle, lovable and human,
Aud her faults she is quite willing to ad
mit
"T'were foolish to have tarried,
So we went off and got married,
Aund I tell you I am mighty glad of it,

SALLY CAVANAGH,

—0OR
Untenanted Graves.

The

A TALE OF TIPPERARY

—_——

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XV.—(ConriNuEp )

‘Is it not my duty,” I asked myself
—'‘am I not bound as a Christian to
make an effort o save her?’

‘My conscience whispered that not
to make the-effort would be a crime.
I bad a message sent to her that a
person wished to see her in .an adjoin-
ing room. The door opened, and,
with a smirk on her face, Rose Mul-
vany approached me. For a moment
she looked surprised, but this was
only because her reception was dif-
ferent from what she expected. She
soon, however, began to retreat slowly
backwards, while her eyes were fixed
on me with a wild stare. In this way
she had reached the door, and was
turning the bandle behind her back,
when I stepped forward and placed
my hand against the door.

‘1 believe,” said I, ‘you remember
me.’'

‘She moved away from me again,
and asked in a low, hoarse tone to let
her owt.

‘Not until I have first spoken to
you, Rose,” I replied.

‘Don’t speak to'me,’ said she.

‘I wish tospeak to you for your
good.’

‘Do you not see what I am?' she
asked.

‘I do,’ said I, ‘and that is the reason
I have sent for you.

‘Am I not lost ¥

‘Bat, Rose, you may be saved—
your soul may be saved.’

‘She covered her face with ber
bands, and the bright auburn bair

fell down, as I so often saw it fall in
the old school-house.

‘Rose,’ said I, in a softened voice,
‘I do not want to reproach you.’

‘Reproach me!' she exclaimed,
looking up quickly; ‘what right have
you to reproach me ?'

‘Tae question toock me by surprise,
for 1 certainly thought I had the best
right in the world.

‘She put her hand to her throat as
if she were choking, and ssid: ‘If
it were not for you I should not be
what I am.’

‘Good God " I exclaimed, ‘what do
you mean

‘I mean,’ said she, ‘that when I was
ioung and innocent—but why should

talk of that now?’

‘I was confounded; for I thought
she meant to accuse me of having led
ber from the path of virtue in’ some

!'Y.u,' she continued, after a pause,
‘you won my young, innocent

i
i

i
i

E
3

£

J

i

i
E-

4
1

]
:

J
i

£
¥
¥

I

i

é H
i'
i
!{!t
el

f
i
:

ir
F
¥
:

F

:
{
£

g

;

{:
i

-8

¥
2
3

longer a burdento me. Theére is, to | huge limbs and remained

b: sure, a shadow my path;|on the broad of bis back.

but it is not the black one that rested | sympathy for the ill used woman

on it so long. I dislike crowds, and | vented her from giviog a ¢

hence 1 have exchanged the busy city | her husband Great was her astonish-
fr the lonesowe prairie. But since |ment then, when Nancy flew at her
Connor Shea's arrival, I begin to think | like a wild-cat.

t a' I could enjoy the society of my| ‘You kilt my husband,’ she scream-
old friends ; and [ am already long- | ed.

ing to see my hermitage lighted up| Sally retreated backwards, defend-
by poor Sally Cavanagh's bright looks. | ing berself as best she could with the
Conror and I are in deep plans for | stool.

the future. ‘For God's sake, Nancy, be quiet.
‘But before I come to the end of | Wouldn't he have destroyed you only
wmy paper, let me tell you the result|for me?’

of my interview with Rose Mulvany But Nancy followed up the attack
I got a note from her, which I shall |like a fury,

copy here : — * ‘There’s nothin' at all the matter
“Never ask tos e me . 1 am not|with him.’ &\“’ cried out, on ﬂudln.
worthy. I could not bear it
some one else to take me away from this |« \! i

place. May God forcver bbyxou. Some- .z:l“o:.:;: ;‘::kd d.o ll'::;?cuh‘z;
thing tells me that / am saved M .

‘I hastened to a good Irish priest, ingw;ﬂml, or lbeul)ux:
and told him the whole story. : :

result is that poor Rose .\13\7», has SHIG QAN S Sutay Sves -ty
been for the last twelve months an bor busbend, Shed wp bis haad.
iomate of an industrial institution b;Ocl‘) . Sh.:n .":u-:m nud)ret‘.'
under the superintendence of the :“ » b ‘wou’t you spake to

Sisters of Charity. I am slow to be- Shawn condescended to open his
lieve in complete reformation in cases -1

of this kind; but my reverend friend '?s.“ ' she continued, ‘he’s comin’
assures me that it would be barder|, lz'q beto God! Haurry over
now to tempt Rose Mulvany from the mdﬂht)lld up his hﬂd. while I'm
path of virtue than if she had mever| .. ¢ -ol:ne(hin‘ to revive bim
left it. I wonder—but shall not|G o0 brine me the bolster.’ )
trouble you wilhamy lpec;llnlionl, at They £ boI:zr fucs bfo“lh' ond
least not now. How well I remember R abber pu'n'n '
the night I gave you that hurriedly- Heaty plu:e-dn:ld'i h:hdn'llm:
written chapter of my history ! 1 ex- uog, she disa

pected to hear of your marriage from o >
Connor. My dear friend, whatever
disappointment you may have met
with, whatever sorrow you may bave to
endyre, be assured that the bitterest
drop has not been poured into the
cup 30 long as there is no stain upon
the fair fame of the woman you
loved’

‘l believe him,’ exclaimed Brian,
and he started up as if the thought d
stung him. ‘Even now that the
struggle is over, and an impassible
gull between us, even now that
thought would be the bitterest drop
in the cup. How this poor fellow
has suffered! And my poor friend
Connor Shea! What a pang those
few words about him would strike to
the heart of bis brave wife. Good
God,’ exclaimed Brian Purcell, as be
put out one of the candles, ‘what I
selfish beings we are! How much
we think of our own griefs, and how

little of the griefs of others ! S :
The clock at_the head of the stairs| 1 Ta» # Daste, Namcy. = Hut if |
struck twelve, and Brian Purcell re. sy
tired to rest And Shawn Gow fixed his eyes
upon the bottle with a look in which
hatred and fascination were strangely
blended. He turned quickly to his
‘Now, Corpey,’ said Sally Cavanagh, "{" ; S "
“ill I come back. Mind the two| ‘Will yougivein it was a blackbird?
little brothers, and don't let "em down asked. . . .
tathe road. But ye can goup the | ';'? blackbird,’ she repeated, irreso-
hill a start if ye like. Don't stay too [ 'Ute’y- " .
long away, though, for fear poor| ‘Yes, a blackbird. Will you give
Norah 'd be lonesome.’ in it was a blackbird ” Shawn Gow
Norah had the youngest little boy | ¥as evidently relapsing into his sav-
in her arms, and her mild blue eyes | %8
beamed with pleasure as she looked
up at her mother. Sally Cavanagh
had on ber ‘new cloak’ for the first
time since Connor left them. While A 0
she spoke she was turning back the u”““"‘ agin?' ,
hood before a piece of looking-glass| ‘Never. Aa’ sure on'y for the
fixed in the wall, for the purpose of

minutes, without the same, but with
some whiskey in a bottle.

“Take a taste av this, an’ it will
warm your beart.’

Shawn Gow sat up and took the
bottle 1o his hand.

‘Nancy,” he says, ‘I believe afther
all you're fond of me.’
‘Wisha, Shawn, achors, what else
I be but fond av you 7
‘L thought, Nancy, you couldn't
care for one that thrated you so

d.'

‘Och, Shawn, Shawn, don't talk
that way tome. Sure I thought my
heart was broken when I see you
stretched there widout a stir in you.'

‘An’ you left your shawl in pledge

agin to get this for me?’
“To be sure I did ; an’ a good right
had; an sorry 1'd be to see you in
the want av a dhrop o' nourish-
men ."

CHAPTER XVIL

"twas a thrish. But sure you ought
most becoming manner. .

now one cheek and then the other to

the glass, looking somewhat sad as|®

she thought how thin she bad grown. | . . "
Possibly it never cccurred to her that, | his head and flung it with all his
so far as beauty was concerned, the | %

change was a decided improvement ; | fire’

but such was the fact. Notwithstand- dlﬁ:‘ . o in i ape

ing her splendid eyes, there was per-| : : , D
little of th ixitual 1 | smith, smiling grimly : ‘an’ there he
baps too little of the spiritual abou i sthih e, 19 & wid

her when she was in the full flush of Shn.oer wey.’
Ith, i 3 2
health, But now she looked l,l' “Well, T wish you a } Chri
mas, Nancy,' said Sally
wish Sally, an’ a

she had undergone some

process. There was a sweetness in

nenmilo,ug-hmoped\oki‘nhc . ':::"‘:
. t p .

yourigest little boy, that was far more ‘u'!:'-.'lmll ; P
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But send | berseif literally driven to the wall. |Sha

peared. She was back again in five |id
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i, an' account av
y beavy curse on the same thrish
siz Nancy
‘L tell you 'twas a blackbird,’ siz

i

‘An’ I tell you twas a thrish,’ siz’
Nancy.

‘Wud that, Shawn took down a
bunnaun be had seasonin’ in the
chimley, an’ whaled at Nancy, and
gov her the father av a batin'.

‘An’ Christmas mornin’,

'd draw down the thrish.
‘But do you tell me, Sn.ll’, she's
after givin' in it was a blackbird 7’
‘She is,’ replied Sally,
‘Begob,’ said Tim Croak, aftera
's serl a

i ‘it ought
tobe put in the papers.

I never
h'ard afore av a wrong notion bein’
got out av a woman's bhead.

Shawn Gow is no joke to dale wud,
ud'i( took bhim seven years to0 do

Matt Hazlitt was standiog at his
garden gate as they passed.

‘Did you hear the news 7' Tim in-
quired.

‘No, what is it?

‘The mashter is after purchasin’
the property.’

‘I'm sorry to hear it,” Matt Haz'itt
observed gravely.

‘He went off to Dublin/ the mornin’
after the hunt,’ Tim coptinved, ‘and
made the bargain. He

‘“Tis a bad job for old Mr. Pur-
cel, I'm afeared,’ smd Matt.

‘I don't say he'll do more than rise
the rint,’ said Tim. ‘He's not half
as bad as bis name.’

Bat Mat;, remembering the al

Agent for Oredit Froncler France-

Canadlen,
Office, Great George St
Boar Bask Nova Scotls, Chariotislown
N8y

Baking Powder.

INLAND REV. DEPARTM ENT,
Ottawa.

Bulietin No. 10. Class No. 1.
Cream of Tartar Powder.

WOODILL'S GERMAN

!

the new
taking the place of lard
cooking butter,
both. Costs less, goes
~—farther, and Is easily
sted by anyone.
P
ELL PROPORTIONED.

GEORGE LAWSON,
Ph. D, LLD,,
M. L S G B. & Ireland

* -
AT ALL GROCERS.
s =

Made only by
N, K. FAIRBANK & CO.,

Wellingten and Ana Sts.,
MONTREAL.

<l
SN

Dr. T.LC. Robins,

SURGEON DENTIST.

Ripans Tabules.

Ripans Tabules are com-
pounded from a prescription
widely used by the best medi-
cal authorities and are pre-
sented in a form that is be-
coming the fashion every-

here.

OFFICE —Prince Street, Opposite
St. Pawl's Church Chavrlottetoron, P.
E, Island mar lst 93,

SPEL'[‘ACLE@ are being worn
by numbers of people with
en ses entirely too strong; others
ought to have u stronger glass
than they do use. ' If the child
who holds a book close in order to
see best, or the older person who
finds it difficult to see the finest
print at night, will eall on us we
will soon tell them whether a glass
will benefit them or not.

In some cases we find it best to
give a pair on trial to be changed
after using a short time for a
tronger lens if needed, and then
gradually get the eye accustomed
to the Lelp that it needs

Ripans Tabules act gentiy
but promptly upon the liver,
stomach and intestines; cure
dyspepsia, habitual constipa-
tion, offensive breath and head-
ache. One tabule taken at the
first symptom of indigestion,
biliousness, dizziness, distress
after eating, or depression of
spirits, will surclr and quickly
remove the whole difliculty.

Ripans Tabules may be ob-
tained of nearest druggist.

Ripans Tabules
are " to, take,
quick to act, and

save many a doc-
tor’s bill.

E. W, TAYLOR,
o Rlock .

tion between the landlord and Brian
Purcell shook his bead.

Sally Cavanagh went quietly into
the house and was warmly
for her visitor. Sall

'hhgﬂed some-
thing to her, and Ln. azlitt im—
mediately ran to the door and called
her husband.

‘Matt,’ says she, ‘isn't this an ele-
gant blue cloth cloak Sally has ?'

“'Tis a nice cloak, sure enough,’
says Matt.

‘Twelve and sixpence a yard, an’
the same as new. Never wore it five
imes,’ continues Mrs. Hazlitt, taking

‘Ao’ you 'l mever say ‘twas a|look

speckles on the breast, 1'd never say |i
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TECEPHONE COMPANY OF P. E ISLAND

TOLL LINE STATIONS.
WESTERN STATIONS. |

Victoria,
Freetown,

EASTERN STATIONS.
Marrey Harbor Nort
Maurrs, Soutt

Mount Stewact,
Peake's Station,
Cardigan.
Grand Ris
Souris,

Lower Montague,
| Moatague,

ROB ANGUS Manager,

Charlottetown,
Haunter River,
New »
Laird's

r
“w

Centreville,
8t. Eleanors

. v' ' II
Frush thl::,
Eldon,

THE BEST OF

Boys GClothing

is the cheapest'in the end.

Boys Suitsf.

from 4 t0 10 years

$2.00 TO $6.50.|umwes

YOUTHS SUITS
from 10 to 14 years

$3.60 TO 87.50.

oD CONTS, PAMTS & VESTS
HARRIS&STEWART

WEhavejmmueivedahrge quantity of this Seed)
o Iwhich we guarantee Eﬁo Ii:mt!he Real Genuine Hase
zard's ?nwl.gmnin ng| by the same man that
Mr. H. T. Lepage formerly got his Seed from. ;

. We sold a large quantity of this Seed last season, and
it proved true to its name, producing fine crops of large,
sound, good-keeping Turnips.

If you want a first-class crop of Turnips buy ske real

| Genuine Hassard.s Improved Seed, at

BEER & GOFF,

April 8—1yr QUEEN & KING SQUARE STORS

/.

HOUSE  CLEANING.

KALSOMINES, all colors,

READY MIXED PAINTS, all
colors, ‘

Whitings, Red & Yellow Ochre,

TINTINGS, Pink, Yellow, Green
and blue,

Paints, Oils, Varnishes. Japans,
Stains, Turpentine.

A full line of BRUSHES.

Fennell & Chandler.
Haszard’s Improved

TURNIP SEED.

SPECIAL NOTICE.

UR stock of Haszard's Improved Turnip Seed is grown

exclusively for us by the l};rgest seed growing estab-
lishmentin England, from true, pure seed, -supplied by us
for the purpose.

We have taken all this firm has grown, paying them
fully fifty per. cent over the cost of orkinary seed, owing to
extra care taken in growing the ** Haszard's."

7" Avoid socalled ‘Haszard's” sold at low prices
The genuine article is the result of great care in selection
and can never be sold low. Don't experiment with ch&p‘

B dollars, %

seed ;Tyou may save a few cents, but will lose many
and perhaps your whole crop.

Our Haszard's improved is sold only in sealed cardboard
boxes, (never in bulk), in %4, %, and 1 {b. sizes. For sale
at our seed store and by our agents, or will be sent by mail,
postage paid, on receipt of price, 45 cents per Ib.

GEO. CARTER & (O,

Grocers & Seedsmen, 136 Queen Street

Charlotetown March

—

Prince Edward Island Railway.

1893 SUMMER ARBANGEMENT. 1993

On and after Wednesday, May 24th, 1893. 1vains
nﬂlﬂu-;m‘k'.chh' -

TRAINS FOR THE w-r; l TRAINS PRON THE WESY

STATIONS.  |ExprslAccem|Ac'm| @TATIONS R

A

AM
6 00
6 14
6 4
6 58
79

i

PM

2
E

sS4
SSeoxuus

14 1

—

-l oVOe®E® WA~

BESERELE

T L L
L5 1 H

S0 Geses

G:F w -..-A-.-l..’

oo

Trayerse. ..., o0

|

LONDON HOUSHK.

gt e ettt

AND

E
>
E

cones  anwe”

SSvem muae

_BUSES 2858

 Traiss are run by Exsters Standard Time. Al traine
: - JJ 0
Railway Office. Ch'town. May 22. 1888 —8i




