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Should be in Every Home.
Hagyarü’ct Yellow 0.1 should be 

in every home this time of the year, 
as there is nothiog to equal it for 
Chapped Hands, Frost Bites and 
Chilblains

THE PRECURSOR’S WARNING.

BY TH1 RKY. A. B. O’NEILL, C. S C,

Came John the Baptist preaching in 
those days ;

Noue greater 'mid the sons of men 
that he,—

A voice insistent, pitched in stri
dent key.

Do penance, was his cry: prepare 
His ways

Whom I unworthy here proclaim and 
praise ;

Make straight His Paths, and know 
that every tree

That yieldeth not good fruit cut 
down shall be:

None save repentant hearts will Christ 
upraise.

As timely is the pregnant lesson now
As when the great Precursor spake 

it first ;
Still ’neath the yoke of penance must 

we bow,
Still pay in pain our countless sins 

accurst :
Hearts penance-bruised for mercy 

well may hope,
All others e’en in darkest blindness 

grope.
—Ave Maria.

Blandine of Betfyarram.
B"X" J. M- OAYB.

(American Messenger of the Sacred 
Heart)

‘(Continued.)

“ As you will, dear friend, but re
member, I only wish to hear what 
yon wish to tell me.”

“ I will be brief,” said Margaret. 
“ I know your time is very precious. 
From the age of five my childhood 
was passed in the safe shelter of a 
convent My mother, whom I never 
aaw afterwards, and whom I only 
remember for the saorednees of the 
name, left me there and followed my 
father to a distant colony, Australia 
or New Zealand. The nuns gave me 
the beet education they could impart. 
My mother, I was told, left sufficient 
for my board and tuition till I should 
reach the age of eighteen. She hop
ed I would have a vocation and never 
leave the convent. The Superior 
was given full power over my future. 
She was a relation or connection of 
my mother’s I believe. I would 
have learned the whole history of my 

Tamily on reaching the age Of eigh 
teen. Something happened to pre
vent it, as you will see. One thing 
only, I was told from the beginning. 
I had no fortune to expect and must 
learn all I could, for learning would 
foe all my wealth. I did my best. 
I loved the convent, the sisters, the 
pupils, and my work. Above all I 
loved the one who stood to me in the 
character of a mother, as well I 
might I loved all these more as the 
years rolled on. I was a child of 
the house, a real nun in everything 
font the garb, and almost in that 
As I grew older it seemed as if no
thing was wanting to my happiness, 
but the light to wear the habit of a 
daughter of St. Francis. To re
nounce the world I had never seen 
cost me not a thought. To vow my 
self to the service of God forever, 
was my only ambition.

“ The Mother Superior was about 
tti yield to my desire, the decision 
lay wholly with her, even a whole 
year before the time stipulated. 
There was no one to diipute my 
choice, and 1 was eager to make my 
profession. In en hour all was 
changed. Suddenly with hardly a 
minute for escape, the whole place 
was enveloped in flames, a night of 
storm and terror, the wind sweeping 
through the burning buildings as if 
at mad play with the roaring fire. 
What a scene of ruin and desolation 
was made in a few short hours. O it 
was sad to see the beautiful grounds 
etrewn with the wreck of furniture, 
a useless mass of fragments charred 
and water-soaked. Though no lives
were lost that night, much suffering 
was caused, as you can readily im
agine.

“ Well, the religious were shelter" 
ed by the clergy, and nearest Oath- 
olio families, the pupils taken to dif 
feront hospitable houses. I and a 
few others were removed to the home 
of a noble family, some distance from 
the town. I did what was permitted 
me to help in saving the little chil
dren, and some of our sick—and sus
tained some slight burns and a 
sprained foot.

“The mistress of that house, a 
very stately lady indeed, was kind 
to ua all, but especially to me it 
seemed. No doubt because I was 
the only injured one of the party 
confided to her care.

“The house and grounds seemed 
to me marvellously beautiful. I 
was only seventeen, and had never 
seen anything fairer than our beau
tiful convent lawns and gardens. 
Here were statues, and fountains, and 
flowers. Such flowers, and vines, 
towering palms, curious shrubs— 
ferns of immense sise. It was like 
an earthly paradise. I soon learned 
that1 Deere Hall’ and Park was one 
of the show places of that part of the 
country. After some days they 
carried me into the great drawing- 
poom among the other gueula. My

foot was still lame, I could not stand 
or walk. The brilliant throng blind
ed and dtzzbd me. I wanted to 
fly from it. It bad no attraction for 
me. It filled me xrith fear. Some 
drepdfpl presentiment made me wish 
to fly from it, to resist its attractions 
—i s beamy. For all was beauty 
there. I did my best toshutoot^be 
sound of t: naif, and song, and pleas
ant talk. It was so new and strange 
to me, all the wonders ot such a 
bouse, such a way of life.

“ But I was forced to Uau purl in 
the conversation, to answer ques
tions, and there were plenty of ques
tioners, ladies and gentiprjgen, all gp 
kind and affable, yet far too fine for 
my ideas. One only in all tbeopm- 
pany attracted roe by quiet and un
obtrusive attentions. He spoke sel
dom directly to me, but often re
plied for me, or turned away a ques
tion that pnxzled me. I felt that he 
was helping me, though I hardly 
ever looked at him. This gentl» 
man was the owner, the heir of the 
great estate. I hardly knew how it 
came about that he began . to t%k^ 
Dotice of me, to speak to me kindly, 
gently, to insist upon helping me 
when 1 began to walk. Others was ! 
kind, he was more ; he protected mj|1 
at every step. Among the gueetq 
were several young gentlemen wb^ 
liked to tease and amuse themselves' 
by joking and merriment, but it was 
so new and strange tp me to be in 
society at all that they disconcerted 
me, and this only increased the gett
ers! merriment. But it was all foil 
of good humor and kindness, I will 
remember ; I orjy was ignorant and 
dull. O, the past was worse than the 
present for its blindness I The heir 
of that great house declared he loved 
me. He asked me tg jteeome his wife. 
He said he had never before spoken 
of love to any woman, had never 
thought of marriage, but since be had 
seen me be knew he could never be 
happy unless I consented to become 
hie wife. He seemed to me ee noble 
and so honest, so simple and straight
forward, above all so true, that I be
lieved every word bespoke. Still I 
did not consent ; how could 11 He 
was a noble gentleman, owner of a 
lordly estate, I only a poor convent- 
bred girl, ignorant of the world and 
its ways. He urged hie independ
ence, hie right to choose for himself. 
He would cot accept any plea I 
could offer. At length I pleaded 
that I could not take a step in life 
without consulting onr Mother Su
perior. I could not say I did not 
love him, and he took advantage of 
this to swear that I should be bis 
wife in spite of all the world. He 
spoke of hie sister, who wss expect
ed to arrive from her convent, said 
how she would appreolhle me. He 
longed for her presence, that he 
might say before her what he could 
not say before hie stepmother, who 
was, he said, only a guest by cour
tesy at the Hall, her dower home 
being in the great city. Bat she 
had made it her home, appeared to 
love him and hie sister as she loved 
her own son. This son, her only 
child, I did not see. He was away 
at college. Sister, I weary you?”

“ O no, no I go on, go on f"
“ Well, the day was fixed for our 

departure for the convent, which had 
been partially restored. I had the 
utmost, difficulty to resist binding 
myself by a promise to become his 
wife, but I did. I could not forget 
onr Mother Superior’s goodness to 
me. The respect I owed her, as 
well as my love for her, would not 
allow me to take my fate into my 
own bands. My lonely condition, 
lack of fortune and friends, he only 
made light of. They made me only 
the dearer, he declared, but he was 
too noble not to respect my wish to do 
nothing without the knowledge and 
consent of my good Mother Superior. 
But he asked me if before porting I 
would authorize him to come and eek 
for my hand, if hie stepmother would 
herself ask for my consent Al
though the very thought of such a 
thing was terrible to my imagina
tion, I yielded to his prayers. Oh, 
my God ! can f ever forget how be 
looked as he left me, to seek fn in
terview with her? He seemed so 
confident, so radiant, so certain that 
all waa happily ended. Hie joy 
frightened me. He waste go that. 
day to meet bis sister at a railroad 
station ten miles off. He would be 
absent till evening. His look, as be 
left me, is still engraven on my heart. 
This was my last happy day on 
earth, Sister Nodla, though I was 
far from thinking it at the boor. 
Had you known him you would not 
wonder that he made me love him in 
spite of myself, he was so good, so 
manly, so honorable in word and 
deed. His deference" for women war 
the first thing that struck me and 
commanded my respect. No one 
eoujd help admiring hie personal 
beauty, for ha wgs remarkably fine- 
looking, yet utterly unconscious of it. 
Well, the day passed ; all its hours 
were filled with pleasant talk or music, 
of which there were many amateur 
performers among the guests. I hid

The time
to tight ^assumption, with Scott’s 
Emulsion of cod-liver ail, Is long 
in advance. If it threatens, you can 
resist ; and you may overcome it 
Don’t be afraid { he brave. But 
taikle it ; don’t waste time.

|«Nt re* mi «Mini a*» thy it.

to take my part in all this, for I was 
almost as well as ever. The day en- 
ded. I had retired. I was dreaming 
a happy dream, perhaps of him, when 
I was aroused by the touch of a hand 
and a light shining full ou me. BU 
stepmother jitpodjOiser me. I fat up 
quickly, no thought of fear in npy 
heart. She had been very kind to 
,mi, but sho looked stern now, and 
presently she sp< ke, abruptly, bluntly, 
mercilessly.

, “I.have (p ask you a question, 
M is Uunroby, only one, and let your 
anawer be, “yes" or “no.”

“ Her tone shocked me into wake
fulness, while almost petrifying me 
with fear.

“Would you marry Mr. Dacre, if 
you knew that you were-not bis first 
love?1

“Not his first love,’ I repeated 
mechanically.

“ Do you not repeat my words, but 
answer, “ yesj’ or “ no.”

“ She waited for an aqswer, while 
though my brain rushed the words he 
had sp solemnly spoken : * That
never bad be thought of love or mar 
riagfe, or spokpn a word of love to any 
woman before he met me. That 
%ïs hit first, and would be bii last, 
hi* only love,’ - ,

* I would have pleaded tbit, but 
her gsze froze the words on my 
lips.

“I am waiting, and in baite,’ said 
the stern lady. She who bad been 
all kindness till then, now stood.look 
ing haughtily down upon me, as if I 
were some abject creature.

“ No, I would not.’ She seemed to 
force these words from çae. thoqgh 
she did.not speak again, till. I had 
pronounçèd them. Then she held a 
paper to,ward me, laying, 1 Sign this 1 
—no rather write it yourkelf I*

“ What il it,’I asked.
“ Just what you have answered, to. 

I suppose jou can be as good as .your 
word, if you did almost succeed in en
trapping the heir of Dacre ~ .a

“ I made lip reply, but traùed the 
words she held before me—r1 gp b'.ck 
to your first love.’

“ She went away then,”
There was a long pause. The nun's 

face was hidden in her hands, but 
Margaret heard the sobs she could not 
restrain and forgot her own sorrow to 
try to ealm her, ...

“ I forgot that you cannot see,'* 
said Sister Noella. “ I am glad you 
cannot see at this moment.” Mar
garet did not understand her wptds, 
but eoRtipiied after a little while.

“ Before the house was astir next 
morning I was outside the pa* gates. 
I was ashamed to return to the COD 
vent, and would not risk any one 
seeking me Ugre. I felt myself ‘dis 
graced forever. The words «entup 
ped the hew of Dacre,’ were like a 
brand, burning my flesh.

" >yhat was I to do ? There seem 
ed oo way but this ; to bide myself 
from the dreadful world that had laid 
its clutches upon me, even io that 
proud house. I must fly, lose my
self) work for my bread, since no one 
would doubt the words of that great 
lady, and take'my part. And yet it 
was not that, so much as the pain at 
being deceived, in the one I had 
thought so true, so true I

“ But to fly l How was I to accom 
plish that, alone and unaided ? All 
I knew of life outside the convent 
walls, apart from that hooae, waa, that 
governesses found work readily in 
London. I knew the address of the 
Home to which some of our pupils 
had gone to live, while waiting for 
employment. More than once I had 
aided the Sister bookkeeper as am
anuensis in forwarding letters and 
parcels, and writing to them words 
of advice at her dictation.

“ I had barely enough money for 
my fare and lodging, for a few days, 
and this by chance, a little sum was 
given me by Mother Superior each 
month and boarded for contait 
adornment, happened to be in my 
pocket, when I left myroom the night 
of the conflagration.

“But I set forth, thus ill-equipped, 
and took the first train that left the 
nearest station. At the first way 
station, I defended and : entered 
another. This changing trains two 
or three times, I fell sura woptÿ be 
my safeguard in my flight The next 
'morning, exhausted indeed, I found 
myself in London.

“ A little food) a cup of coffee at 
the station, braced me for the' work 
ol finding the ‘Governesses’ Home.’ 
1 bad to ask more than one politfe 
man, and walk many miles before I 
reached it, it seemed to me.

“ But not to weary you, I will pass 
over that day. I reached the house, 
and bad not yet given any explana
tion of my coming, nor bad been 
asked for credentials, when a very 
elegant lady entered the room, where 
1 had been waiting for the return of 
the Directress, who had been called 
out unexpectedly on urgent business, 
they told me. The delay was all in 
my favor. The elegant lady was 
Mrs. Moore, She looked sharply at 
me several limes, as she walked up 
and down ibc room. I deemed hi r 
proud and ppld, but a;, mi thing in 
her attracted roe. She caught me 
look at her, and smiled, and spoke 
to me. She was courteous, full of 
tact, and savoir faire She knew what 
I wanted wjthog' giving me the pain 
of explanation.

“ I want a companion,' she said.
* I ‘ »v just tun over from France to 
find one. A good reader—your voice 
la good ; a musician—you know 
muaic. Some one without encum
brances—you are alone, you aay, and

free. S roe one i<> s'»- vuh u: d-- 
lay. Does that suit you?’

“ Perfectly, Madame}’
„ ■ he ci.ndhions?’

“Y 'Ur i'wr. '-mis, M idim-. A ■> 
ti)int>,—nothing.’

S'.e sroti.d, 4-d md something 
teiy phasing. In a few hours we 
were ready to lesve London. And 
no name had been registered at the 
Home. My prayers bad indeed 
speedily mounted to heaven, it seem
ed to me then. Without recommen 
dation, without credentials, without 
wardrobe, save what was contained 
in a hand satchel, Madame Moore 
accepted me as a companion. And 
without question, which was more 
precious than all else at that hour. 
My heart would have broken, bad 1 
been forced to speak of myselt then. 
Perhaps she divided it. But she 
was thoughtful from first to last in 
that respect.

(To be continued.)

aSISCBItXt.a.ITBOTTS.

Life.
The poet’s exclamation : “ O Life I 

I feel thee bounding in my veins,” 
is a joyous one. Persons that can 
rarely or never make it, in honesty 
to themselves, are among the most 
unfortunate. They do not live, but 
exist ; for to live implies more than 
to bp. To live is to be well and 
strong—to arise feeling equal to the 
ordinary duties of the day, and to 
retire not overcome by them—to feel 
lifetbounding in the veins. A medi
cine that has made thousands of 
people, men and women, well and 
strong, bas accomplished a great 
work, bestowing the richest bless
ings, and that medicine is Hood’s 
Sarsaparilla. The weak, run-down, 
or debilitated, from any cause, should 
not fail to take it. It builds up the 
whole system, changes existence into 
life, and makes life more abounding. 
We t*re glad to say these words in 
its favor to the readers of our col- 
umn».

“ And she is reckoned one of the 
aristocracy ip Kentucky ?"

“ Oh, decidedly t Her family feuds 
with the very best people there l’?

Richards’ Headache Cure 
contains no opiate.

Fish.—Are you a suitor for Miss 
Brown’s hand ?

Sprat.—Yes ; but I didn’t.
Fish.—Didn't what?
Spart,—Suit her.

The essential lung.healing principle 
of the pine tree has finally, been suc
cessfully separated and refined Into 
a perfect cough medicine Dr. Wopd*, 
Norway Pine Syrup Sold by all 
dealers on a guarantee of satisfaction. 
Price 25 cents.

A teacher asked a class to write an 
essay on ft The Result ot Laziness,” 
and one of the bright but lazy boys 
in the class handed1 in as his com* 
position a blank sheet of paper.

They da not Grip,
For Biliousness, Constipation, Dys 

pepsia, or sick Headache, take Laxa
tives Pills. They do not gripe, 
wfcaken or sicjten.

Circus Manager—What's all the 
row in the dressing room ?

Attendant—Oh, the man who walks 
barefoot on swords ran a splinter in 
his foot.

Richards’ Headache Cure, 
18 doses, 10 cts.

Waterman (shaking bis fountain 
pen)—You have no idea how easily 
these pen’s run f

His Neighbor (applying a blotter to 
his trousers)—Qh, I have an inUipg |

Doan’s Pills cure Backache, Side 
ache, Scanty, Cloudy,'-Tück rand 
Highly Colored Urine, Diahietee, 
Dropsy, and all troubles arising from 
a weak condition of the Kidneys.

BRITISH

TROOP OIL
UNIMENT

worn
Sprains, Strains, Cuts, Weoofo, Vian, 

Open Sorti, Bruises, Stiff Joints, Bites and 
Stings of Insecfo Coughs, Colds, Contracted 
Cords, Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Bronchitis, 
Croup, Sore Throat, Quinsey, Whooping 
Cough and all Painful S writings.

A LARGE BOTTLE, 2Jn,

MZSaSZels A2TBOTJS •
WE KICK THE CHAP THAT’S 

DOWN.

This le e queer did world of oars;
just as it’s always been ;

It is made up of bills and dales, of 
women and of men,

And while a host is ever near the one 
that wins the crown,

A goodly number are about to kick 
the chap that’s down.

Whoever strives in any line and 
meets with great success 

The world will sit np half the night 
to flatter to excess,

But woe to him who tries and fails;
he gets a chilling frown. 

Because so many still delight to kick 
the chap that’s down.

And so I fancy ’twill remain down 
to the end of time,

Since human nature's 'bout the same 
in every age and clime ;

A man has always been a man, a 
clown has been a clown ;

So" there will always be a crowd to 
kick the chap that’s down.

St. Martin, Qua, May 16,1895. 
C. C. Richards & Co.

Gentlemen,—Last November my 
child stuck a nai| in his knee, caus
ing inflammation so severe that I 
was advised to take him to Montreal 
and have the limb amputated toeave 
hie life.

A neighbor advised us to try 
MINABD’S LINIMENT, which we 
did, and within three days my child 
was all right, and I feel so grateful 
that I «end you this testimonial, that 
my experience may be of benefit to 
others.

LOUIS GAGNIBR

ALL OTSR OUR STORE THIS SPRING.
-:0:-

If you require NEW FURNITURE or BEDDING it 
is here for you at a less price than you can get it elsewhere 

for. Send your repairs to us.

MARK WRIGHT & CO., Ltd,

Home-Made
Heady-Made

A—Do you know of anything to 
do for seasickness ?

B—Give it np.
A—That’s just what I did when I 

was seasick.

Richards’ Headache Cure, 
by mail, 10 cents.

Mrs. Youngwife (at breakfast)— 
There js no bread on the table, Nora.

Nora—There’s none io the house, 
mam.

Mrs. Youngwife (severely—Then 
make some toast.

All forms of itching, torturing skin 
diseases are permanently cured by 
using B, B. B. externally, and taking 
it internally according to directions.

Railway Agent—Our railway, mad
am, is strictly up locate in every re
spect.

Madam—Nonsense 1 Look at this 
woman on your excursion folder ; her 
sleeves have been out of style for 
three years,

CHILDREN AND ADULTS
•iarrhma, Dysentery, Dholera, 
Cramps, Celle, Cholera Infantum, 
Cholera Morbus, Summer Ceih. 
plaint' and all Fluxes of the 
•ewels.

' '*SSPSSUP
Harmless. Reliable, Effectual, and 

should be In

fURE REMEDY.
Mr. F. Churchill, Cornell, Ont, 

writes: “We have used Dr. 
Fowler’s Extract of WDd Straw
berry ie the home ead. always feed 
ft » sure remedy for dysentery.” a

USED 8 YEARS.
Mrs. Jones, North wood, Ont, 

writes : ; “My baby, eight months 
old,was very bad with dysentery.

4?

ACTION WONDERFUL
Mrs. W. Varner, New Germany, 

N.S., writes : “I have greatçtM 
fidptice in Dr, Fowler’» Extract of 
Wild Strawberry for aérions die* 
eases in old and young. My little 
bog had a severe attack of summer 
complaint and I could get nothiog 
At help him until I gave him Straw- 
berry. The action of thie ramedy 
was wonderful and soon had him
P-rtotyW»,"

fling.
Pwe all wool Black Worsted Salts $12.00 

Pare all wool Bloe Serge Saits 10 50 

Imported Worsted Saits 8.00

Imported Serge Saits - 8.50

Toatk’s Blae Serge Saits, siaes 82 to 35,

long pants 0.25

D. A. BRUCE.
•____________ li?<

Selling, Packing and Shipping Crockery.
Why are we always at it? Because we have 
the largest and most up-to c|ate

Show of Crockery
On P. E. Island, and the people know it too.
We make a special effort to carry the newest 
lines Qf

Dinner, T ea and T oilet Sets
We take great pleasure in showing our goods and 
would be pleased to have a visit from you.
For value arid satisfaction always call on P. E. Is
land’s greatest Crockery Store.

W. P. COL WILL
Sunnyaide, Charlottetown.

Carters’
Seeds

Grow
Twenty-two years baying 

and selling seeds.

The Largest Seed House in 
the Provinces.

iiness increasing each year. 

This ia^our record.

The people of this province de
pend on us for their Seed supply 

and know when they buy from 

us that they are getting the ve»— 

best seeds that ihoney can buy 

12,000 copies of our 20th Century 

Catalogue issued ^this year. If 

you did not get a copy send to us 

for one, they are free.

Geo. Carter & Co.
Wholesale and Retail Seedsmen.

A Snap
• i

We find we are over
stocked with

pnds 10 cent Raisins 
Fo 20 cents.

This price is less than 
cost last fall, but we 
have too many on Land 
and they have got to go. 
Send your orders in early 
to

BEER & 80FF
GROCERS.

ISAY!
If you want to buy 

SATISFACTORY pair of

BOOTS-SHOE
or anything else in the

FOOTWEAR
line, at the greatest savi 
price to yourself, try—

A. 2. McBACHBN
THE SHOE MAN. 

QUEEN STREET-

Buy your Goods where you can buy the cheapest,

Burrell's English Mixed Paints!
Kalsomine, , 18ç, pkg. 
Alabastine, 25c. pkg. 
Brushes any priç§,

Â full assortment of American Buggy Paints, 
White Enamel, Gold Paint, etc,

mmm for spring at lowest prices
-at;-

FENNELL & CHANDLER.

L1. MEU, U, 01,

iolr. Notary
mows BLOCK.

ALL KINDS O

JOB WO]
Executed with Neatm 

Despatch at the He 
Office.

Charlottetown, P. E. 1

Tickets 

Posters 

Dodgers 

Note Heads 

Letter Heads. 

Check Books 

Receipt Books 

Note of Hand I


