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To Nursing Mothers i
1 A leading Ottawa Doctor writes :
“During Lactation, when the strength of the mother is 

deficient, *or the secretion of milk scanty,
WYETH'S MALT EXTRACT

gives mort gratifying results.” It also improves the quality 
of the milk. _________

It is largely prescribed 
To Assist Digestion,

“ To Improve the Appetite, 
ToActasa Food for Consumptives,

In Nervous Exhaustion, and as a Valuable Tonie.
PRICE, 40 CENTS PER BOTTLE.

/ PRESUMPTION.

/ Charles S. O’Neill, in June Donahoe’ f 
A grain of sand that fain would stay 

Resistless Ocean’s power;
A drop of rain that dares to say,

“I am alone the shower;”
A firefly claiming through the world 

The source of light to be;
A little mind that seeks to hold 

And gauge Infinity.

WHEN WOMEN VOTE.

I’m going to the caucus, John,
Sodm’t you go away,

But co >k must come for I suspect 
We’ll need her vote to-day. *

Now when you’ve made the beds, John. 
And dusted all the rooms',

Go out and do the marketing,
But don’t buy meat at Vroom’a!

Last Gauges his wife bolted,
And nearly spoiled my plan,

By voting with the Anti-Suaps 
To nominate a man!

Now mind you put the kettle on,
And baste the meat youiself;

And don’t forget the baby, John—
His bottle’s on the shelf!

The paragoric’s on the stand,
Now John n iad what I say!

Ten drops in water every hour—
Come, cook! there, John, good-day!

—New York Sue.

THE

ROSE°r VENICE;
—A STORY OF—

Love, Hatred i Remorse.
BY S. CHBISTOPHEB.

PANT II.

CHAPTER XVI.— (Continued.)
‘Be calm !’ said Sœur Ancilla; ‘my 

only wish is to comfort you, and not 
to agitate you. Have you not said 
that you did not feel so happy after 
that evening as you had expected ?’

‘Yes, that is true. I ascended the 
staircase of your palace in triumph, 
fancying that the rest of my life would 
have felt the happy influence of that 
evening’s joy instead of which, no 
sooner had Guido—I cannot call him 
by his real name—uttered those 
words, than I felt a dejection come 
over me—a sensation unfelt be
fore. . . ,

‘It was remorse,’ put in Sœur 
Ancilla, - interrupting her. ‘It was 
sent in mercy. If you knew what 
the real Count Guido Bernardi had 
suffered 1’

Gentofoglia family i Those indelible 
words, A queen in her realm,’ haunt 
.ed her again; but she stifled the 
thought, and, fixing her eyes again on 
Soeur Ancilla, she said,:

‘Signora, you do not know who I 
am. I tm not a Christian. I am a 
daughter of Israel.’

Sœur Ancilla started. Rosalia 
continued :

‘My real name is Rachel Levi. I 
was born in Palestine, at Bethlehem, 
and, when two years old, was taken 
by my father to Girgento in Sicily, 
.here we remained some years. On 
coming to Venice my father passed 
for a native of that island. I thought 
f was a Sicilian by birth, and a Chris- 
rian, until mÿ father’s death. In his 
last moments he told 'roe his history; 
a history of ihuch suffering, and much 
—but a daughter must be silent on 
a parent’s faults. Poor man, be 
suffered raucti by the Christians, 
and------ ’

‘Alas ! not all who profess* to be 
Christians are such in truth,’ replied 
Sœur Ancilla. v

The interruption obliterated from 
Rosalia’s weakened memory the rest 
of the sentence. She stopped and 
shut her eyes. Her breathing be
came hard and convulsive.

Sœur Ancilla prayed, and taking a 
small phial full of aromatic vinegar 
from her pocket, approached it to her 
nostrils. ,

Rosalia opened her eyes, said in a 
faint voice, ‘Marco, Marco ?’ shut 
them again and spoke no more.

Sœur Ancilla saw that thqAwas 
not a moment to be lost, and nc^ime 
to call in a minister of religion. 
There was a glass of water on a stand 
beside the bed. She snatched it up, 
and pouring some of the liquid on 
Etosalia’s head 'pronounced the holy 
words of Baptism.

Rosalia felt the water on her fore 
head, smiled, and died.

PPas she lived P Let us hope so. 
The more we people Heaven, even if 
in no belter way than by our wishes 
the better it will be for our eterna1 
interests.

CHAPTER XVII.
THE FRIAR AND THE NUN.

A twelvemonth passed. A Capu
chin friar was seen slowly mounting 
the staircase of the hospital ofS. 
Antonio. He was tall, extremely 
thin, and sunburnt. His long beard 
was light, and though he was still 
very young, it was already tinged 
with grey. He stooped, but his stoop 
was evidently not caused by constitu- 

- - - • , . tiotial weakness, but by the habit of
nad î3660 much wroni^j-humbling himself, and of considering 

«». *- - - — himself beneath others.
On reaching the first

ed. After such wrongs I could not 
feel remorse. It was unhappiness— 
despair.’

•You are mistaken. That unhap 
piness was the voice of God speak
ing to your soul.’

‘No. After that evening every
thing continued to go wrong with me, 
as it has throughout my life; things 
went even worse also. I had no 
longer the little allowance Guido used 
to bring me regularly. My trade of 
making decoctions for the sick 
brought me in next to nothing, 
could no longer pay the rent tor my 
wretched room, and went to live in a 
dark hole under a staircase: I had 
previously been called a witch un
justly; now, to earn a crust of bread, 
I thought I had better be one in 
reality, and I began to practice on 
folks’ credulity and tell fortgnes. 
afso continued prescribing for the 
sick, but of late I have been very un
fortunate, for I have lost many 
patients. A girl died whom I attend 
ed. Her parents set their neighbois 
against me as I was leaving the 
house. A crowd soon assembled, 
crying after me. I began to run 
away, and should have succeeded in 
escaping but for a gondolier, who 
seized me and held me whilst others 
beat me on the head with huge sticks. 
I know why the gondolier wished my 
death. His name is Bartolommeo 
Reni.’

‘Poor woman, how much you have 
suffered ! But why did the gondolier 
wish you dead?"

‘Because I drew from him a secret, 
'and he has always feared the con
sequences. Signora, do you see, 
near that bed, the last of the row, 
your father is seated ? Ah, no 
am mistaken, it is not he. It is Guido. 
Now he has disappeared

Sœur Ancilla saw that Rosalia’s 
mind was beginning to wander. She 
did not answer her, and let a few 
minutes pass. Seeing she appeared 
to have regained a right conception 
of what was going On, she again took 
her hand and asked :

‘Shall I now summon to you our 
good Father Modesto?’

‘Signora, leave me to die in peace, 
as my father did.’

‘It is exactly in peace, reconciled 
to God, that lavish to see you die.
I have sat up witti you to-night iu 
order to help as far as I can in saving 
your soul, which is as dear to me as 
my own.’ And Sœur Ancilla warm
ly pressed thtÉ sinner’s hand.

Risalia was moved; and fixing htr 
large dark eyes, rendered dim by the 
approach of death, on her, she said 
softly :

‘How can you feel any concern in 
my soul’s welfare ? Have I not been 
in a great .measure the cause of all 
you hive suffered?’

‘I do not look at the cause of my 
sufferings when, thanks to the Al
mighty’s mercy, I can now bless Him 
for them. Will you not bless Christ 
with me, who has brought you into 
the palace, nay, into the very hal1, 
where you enjoyed a moment’s guilty 
triumph, and bumbling yourself be
fore Him, ask pardon, and obtain 
mercy ?’ 1

Rosalia looked around her. She 
had been carried into the hospital 
senseless, and, although she bad re
covered her senses, she did not know 
where she was, still less could she 
imagine that simple wsrd had been 
or c : the superb reception-hall of the

with
landing he 

the Superior of

to

asked to speak 
the sisterhood,

Sœur Ancilla was in her cell mus
ing on the past, fancying she almost 
saw before her Antonio Foscarirf, and 
heard those words of love, which 
though a nun, she could recall 
mind without fear, because without 
remorse.

A young novice entered her cell 
‘Mother,’ said she, ‘a Capuchin 

asks to speak with you.'
Sœur Ancilla’s thoughts fled 

Father Paul; she answered readily 
and gladly :

‘Show him into the reception- 
room . "

Her orders were instantly obeyed 
and almost at the same moment she 
entered the room

Imagining that it could be no other 
than Father Paul, she went up to him 
at once. Finding out her mistake, 
she as quickly retreated. The friar 
advanced towards her, and bending 
his head as if to hide his strong emo
tion, humbly said : ,

‘Sister, do you - no longer know 
me ?’

'Oh !’ exclaimed Soeur Ancilla, 
turning pale, ‘it is you, Guido—I 
mean Gustavo ?’

‘Call me not,' exclaimed the friar, 
lifting up his head, ‘by those words of 
guilt and tor row. Cal! me by my 
name of penance—Fra Antonio.’

Oh I my brother,’ replied his sister 
with joy. ‘my prayers have been 
heard. You have chosen the path of 
penance, and you have been forgiven.

‘I trust I -have. Father Paul— 
may his memory be forever bless
ed .. .’

Has he gone to bis rest, then?’ 
interrupted Sœur Ancilla

He has. He showed me the way 
to peace; be claimed my agitated 
spirit; he prevented despair from 
taking entire possession of me. Yes, 
blessed be his.memory 1'

How? Jell me,’v said Sœur 
Ancilla, earnestly.

‘When I fled from the hall on that 
evening I descended the staircase as 
quickly ae I could, but not too quick
ly for that saint’s solicitude. flie 
overtook me near the porter’s lodge, 
took my arm in his, and led me to a 
gondola. I allowed myself to be led 
for I did not know what I was about 
The gondola stopped at a monastery. 
He tpok me again by the arm and 
conducted me to his cell. He then 
spoke for the first time.

‘Brother,’ said he, ‘we are fellow- 
victims. God has brought us to
gether. Let urobey His will/

I am desperate,’ I answered, 
looking about me wildly; ‘I cannot 
live. I have lost all.’

‘Father Paul looked at me fixedly, 
nay, sternly. I felt I could not bear 
bis look, and I bowed my head.

A sinner,’ he said, after some 
minute?, ‘a sinner says he cannot 
live 1 1 ask that sinner whether he 
can die ? Whether he can now 
meet, at the foot of the throne of the 
righteous Judge, Antonio Foscarini ?

I did not answer. That name 
stunned me Father Paul continued 

‘ ‘When man, forgetting the obedi
ence due to his Maker’s laws, insults 
Him by disobedience such as thine, 
there is but one way left him, and 
that is the way of repentance.’

‘He was silent again. ’
‘ ‘I will not leave thee,’ continued

he, after Shis second pause; *1 will 
watch over thee, and finally bring 
thee to the foot of the Crow. After
wards thou msyest go wherever thou 
listeth: ihou wilt be safe.'

‘Father Paul passed the night in 
prayer and) reading. I never moved 
from the place where I had first seat
ed myself. My temples beat so that
I was obliged to hold my head not
II go mad; and such was ihe conflict 
and confusion of ray thoughts, that 
to this moment I cannot well re
member what 1 thought. I only re- 
colect the intense suftering, both 
moral and physical, I underwent.

‘When day began to dawn Father 
Paul left the cell, and presently an
other friar entered and stayed with 
me. 1 learned afterwards lhat Father 
Paul had taken this precaution lest 
my despair should lead me to attempt 
some rash act against my life; he 
passed that morning in informing the 
Council of Ten and the Inquisition of 
Foscarini’s innocence, and in having 
it published as widely as possible.

‘On his return he told me he was 
going to leave that evening for JZjme 
and that he had taken proper mea
sures for my "departure also. I was 
only, too glad to hear this, and after a 
journey without incidents of any 
kind, we reached Rome, and went 
straight to si Capuchin convent.

•I had become calmer and more re
conciled to life, and Father Paul 
judged 1 could have a cell to myself 
next his. But, although apparently 
calm, my very soul was tortured by 
remorse. I found some comfort in 
following the rules of the convent, 
and more in listening to Father Paul’s 
holy conversations, and in the assur
ance he gave me of the pardon of God 
and of my victim.

‘After a year passed in this way, 
one day, drawn by a force to which I 
could oppose no resistance, I threw 
myself at the foot of the Cross and 
wept—wept bitterly. I rose a new 
creature, with the full determination 
of passing my life in the strictest 
penance. M entered the Capuchin 
Order, endeared to me by Father 
Paul’s holiness and the bumble virtue 
of almost all its members.

‘1 took the name of Antonio in 
order to keep my crime ever before 
me. On one subject, however, I felt 
[ had not changed. I could not 
think of Rosalia Leoni with that en
tire forgiveness a sinner who needed 
forgiveness so much himself should 
think.

‘One night after the midnight de
votion in common I entered Father 
Paul’s cell, in order to pass the re
mainder of the night by his bedside; 
tor, my sister, be Was ill then, very 
ill, and I told him how I felt towards 
Rosalia, that I could not forgive her 
as a Christian should. He answered 
me :

* ‘Brother, she is the cause of all I 
have suffered, but I do not feel anger 
against her. I shall soon have ended 
my course, and I see more and more 
clearly every moment that she de
serves our pity, not our anger. Let 
us pray for her conversion.’

‘We did io, and I can now under
stand the fervor of the prayer Father 
Paul offered for her. I remember 
the date; it was betwixt the iqth and 
30th of March last year.’ <

‘The prayers offered by victims for 
those who have caused their suffer
ings are always beard,’ answered 
Sœur Ancilla, her countenance 
brightening with holy joy. ,‘On that 
very night Rosalia died in this hos
pital,in my arms.’

She related all the particulars of 
Rosalia’s decease.

‘I thank the Almighty for all you

out among them and they had been 
obliged to move to a new camping 
ground.

A spirit of discouragement had 
fallen upon the company, for it seem
ed as though the dread disease bed 
marked them for its own. Most of 
the women and some of the men 
prayed. The rest either fell into a 
dull despondency or became wildly 
reckles-, and .drank and swore with 
the abandonment that seems charac
teristic of Godless natures when 
threatened with imminent peril. 
Christmas wau near at hand, but that 
season of hope and joy brought very 
little comfort in its train to the death- 
threatened camp, and the festivity 
Which it usually awakens among 
soldiers was utterly wanting that year. 
It was hard to be merry when every
day or two saw the disappearance of 
life long comrades and friends,. some 
of them spirited away in the dead of 
night, leaving no trace behind but the 
mournful message, “taken to the 
cholera hospital.”

Every day the doctors made the 
round of the camp to see that each 
family had a supply of chlorodyne 
and brandy on hand to be taken at 
the first symptoms 'of cramp or cold 
and to insist upon the wearing of 
warm under clothing and woollen 
socks or stockings, the great-object 
being to prevent chills and colds, for 
it is easier to avoid taking cholera 
than to cure it after it-is taken.

In the midst of so much -sadness 
and danger, it might naturally be ex
pected that the ties that bound famil
ies together would be strengthened, 
and that all bickering and quarrelling 
would be laid aside. But human 
nature will assert itself under the 
most unfavorable circumstances, and 
so it happened one day that a certain- 
Sergeant Connors and his wife had 
few hot words before he set out upon 
bis daily duties.

The quarrel arose over some trifling 
matter, and bad one or the other 
been blessed with self-control it would 
have blown over harmlessly; but Jim 
Connors was quick tempered and So 
was his wife, added to which, they 
bad been kept, jfw£e nearly all night 
by their sick child and were tired as 
well as cross. One word led to an
other and at last Mrs. Connors 
flashed out with, T hope I’ll never sec 
your face again,’ and turned away to 
attend to the baby which bad begu 
to cry. She was one of those numer
ous women who are continually say-

Is jour digestion weakened by K. D. C- the household remedy 
•* la-grippe? ” UseK D C for stomach trouble».

tell me, sister. I have returned 
Venice for two reasons. One was to 
seek that poor woman and try to con 
vert her. I should have come soon 
er, but I would not leave Father 
Paul in his last moments, and waited 
to see him fall asleep ere I came 
The other was to ask your forgiveness. 
Oh, my sister I believe me, I have 
suffered in entering under our patera 
al roof ! I know this room. It was 
our father’s study. Here I asked 

. . Let me not dwell on that 
Yes, my sister, forgive all you have 
suffered through me. , Forgive me 
for your mother’s sake. I am now 
going back to Rome to end my days 
in penance. Oh I forgive me; I im 
plore it, for Antonio Foscarini’s sake 

J forgive you, my brother, with all 
my heart,’ answered Sœur Ancilla in 
a faltering voice.

They were the last words uttered 
by the brother and sister, ere they 
parted to meet no more on earth.

Not many years after, a small mar
ble slab at the foot of the altar of the 
Blessed Virgin, in the church, an
nexed to the hospital of St. Antonio, 
told the faithful that beneath it Rdsa" 
aching heart had found peace. Whilst 
at Rome, in the grounds of a Capu 
chin monastery,a black wooden cross 
without name or date, marked the 
solitary spot where lay the last des
cendant of the noble Venetian family 
Gentofoglia.

THE END.

the
from

mean, and her heart smote 
reproachful “Noial" that fell 
her husband’s lips. All the anger 
had died out of his face and he only 
looked1' shocked and pained. But, 
though Mrs. Connors regretted her 
hasty speech almost as soon as it was 
uttered, she was still too irritated to 
acknowledge it and resolutely avoided 
meeting his gaze. Sergeant Conners 
sighed and left the tent, fastening on 
his waistbelt as he went ; and hi» wife 
took up her daily duties,with a leaden 
weight on her usually light heart 
She had been married only three 
years, but already she and her hus
band had had several quarrels, but 
none 10 bad as this, for they had 
never before parted in anger; and the 
tone of his voice, as he bad uttered

all

A Hasty Word.

AN INDIAN EPISODE.

B. Company of the Royal Meath 
Rangers, then stationed at Lucknow, 
was out cholera-dodging. That is to 
say, the dreaded Asiatic scourge had 
broken out in this particular company 
and they had been obliged to leave 
the cantonments and go out under 
canvas ten or twelve miles away, lest 
they should spread the disease among 
the rest of the ' regiment. The two 
unfortunates who had first been 
stricken were removed to a temporary 
hospital several miles away from both 
camp and cantonments, and then the 
rest of the company awaited develop
ments. In such cases it was usual 
to remain under canvas for ten days; 
if! no new cases developed themselves 
during that time, the disease waa re
garded as stamped out, and the com
pany returned to the cantonments; if,, 
on the contrary,there were fresh cases, 
the patients were sent back to the 
hospital and the camp was moved ten 
or twelve miles in a different direc
tion, the object being to get outside 
the circuit in which the cholera was 
travelling. Hence the expression, 
cholera dorgirg.

B. Company seemed particularly 
unfortunate this time. They had 
been out nearly two months, and 
during that time had moved around 
the country six or seven times and 
had been upon the point of returning 
to barracks more than once, when 
fresh cases c-f cholera had broken

uttei
her name, kept ringing in her eârs 
morning.

A couple of hours later a sergeant 
named Nolan, went into his wife’i 
tent, end said, sadly : “Poor Con 
nors has got the cholera, and they’ve 
taken him away to the hospital, 
wish you’d go and break the news to 
his wife. I can’t do it 

Mrs. Nolan looked up at him with 
a startled face. ‘When Mid he take 
it?’ she asked.

‘About an bout ago,’ replied her 
husband. ‘He was going around with 
the officer of the day when he was 
taken ill. Tney put him in a dhoolie 
and sent him away to the hospital at 
once.’ i .

‘Poor soul I’ mumurred good Mrs 
Nolan, thinking of the poor wife to 
whom she should have to carry the 
bad news, as she hurried on her 
bonnet and shawl.

Mrs. Connors was rocking her child 
to sleep in her arms when Mrs 
Nolan entered, and a look of disap
pointment passed across her face 
when she saw who it was. A fever
ish longing tp see her husband and 

ness for her rash words 
ssession of her, and 
heard the approaching 

fodtMeps, she had looked up eagerly, 
thinking it was be who was coming 
Mrs. Nolen saw the look and inter
preted it aright, and a pity for the 
young wife rose in her breast. ‘How 
is the baby to-day, Mrs. Connors ?' 
she asked, taking it gently from the 
mother’s arms, for she feared the 
effect of the news.

He is a little better, I think, but 
very cross,’ was the listless reply, 
don’t know what is keeping Jim," she 
went on uneasily, ‘he should have 
been back half an hour ago. ’

‘God help you, poor soul,> said Mrs. 
Nolan, under her breath, then aloud, 
I have bad news for you, Mrs. 

Connors, dear, your husband is sick 
I am afraid he has the cholera.’

Mrs. Connors put up her hands to 
her head in a dazed sort of way that 
brought the tears to good natured 
Mrs. Nolan’s eyes. 'The cholera 1 my 
Jin) I’ she exclaimed stupidly. ‘Moth
er of mercy; you are not speaking of 
my Jim, Mrs. Nolan ?’

‘Try and bear up, there’s a good 
soul;’ said Mrs. Nolan the tears 
meantime streaming down her own 
cheeks. ‘Please God he will be 
better and come back to you again.’

‘Come back to me,’ echoed Mrs 
Connors, ‘have they taken him away 
without giving me one chance to see 
him or to speak to him ? Bot I will 
follow him,’ she cried wildly, spring
ing to her feet. ‘He is my husband 
and my place is beside him.’ She 
would have rushed from the tent but 
Mrs. Nolan barred the way with the 
baby in her arms. ‘You can’t go 
after him, my dear;’ she said gently 
but firmly. ‘He il miles away by 
this time, and even if you did make 
your way to the hospital you would 
not be ellowed to see him.’

Must I sit here then with folded 
hands while he is dying ' demanded 
the "young wife passionately *080 I do 
nothing for him ?’

•Yes, my dear child, you can pray 
for him, and that will do him more 
good now than an;thinge'se.’

Pray for him?’ repeated Mrs. 
Connors, wringing her hands and 
looking at the elder woman with dry 
tearless eyes that were more pitiful 
than any outburst rf grief would have 
been. ‘I dare not pixy. Do you

K- D. C. Pills tone and regu
late the liver-

know what I said to him before be 
went out this morning t I told him 
that I hoped I would never see his 
face again, and. heaven *h« taken me 
at mÿ word/ |

‘Don't - think of that now, child,' 
urged Mrs. Nolan 'You didn’t mean 
it I’m-snre. Come now, have cour
age; you have your baby to look after, 
you know. See, it is going to cry 
again.’ She laid the child in the 
mother’s arms, and at the touch of 

■the soft little form her unnatural 
cahnneat gave-way asd she began to 
cry softly.

'That is better,' soliloquized the 
experienced Mrs. Nolan. 'I will 
run over to my tent for a few things,' 
she continued, 'and then I’ll come 
back and stay with yon for an hour 
or two, perhaps all night.’

She bustled- awey and found her 
husband awaiting her coming. ‘How 
did she take it F he asked . ‘Dread
fully bad at first. She frightened me. 
It.seems she and Connors had a few 
words this rooming, and she’s break 
ing her heart about it now. I’m 
going back to stay awhil<twith her.

‘That’s right, Mary,’ said Sergeant 
Nolan, ‘but don't forget we’ve got to 
be on the march again before day
light.’

Long before daylight the news ar
rived that Sergeant Connors was 
dead, and when his wife was told she 
nearly went out of her mind with 
grief and remorse.

Good-hearted Mrs. Nolan did all 
she could to comfort her, but was 
of no avail. Hour after hour the 
young widow paced up and down 
the tent wringing her hands and cry
ing aloud, ‘If I had not said that; if 
I had not said that.’ She had for
gotten everything but the few angry 
words that bad escaped her lips the 
last time she had looked^ upon the 
face of her husband, ana nothing 
could persuade her that his death 
was not heaven’s punishment for the 
rashness.

The camp was struck at daybreak, 
and a few hours later saw it set up 
again fourteen miles away from the 
place where poor Jim Connors had 
been seized.

It seemed as though his death had 
breken the spell, for there were no 
more fresh cases of cholera, and 
fortnight after the company returned 
to the cantonments, having been out 
nearly three months. For a time 
seemed at though Mrs. Connors 
were about to follow her husband

Latest Styles in Summer Footwear.
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GOFF BROTHERS,

ing things in anger that they do not Into the next world. She grew thin 
! filer at the and pale, and a settled melancholy 

took possession of her. When the 
first numbing shock consequent upon 
hie sudden death had passed away, 
and ah# began to go over in imagina
tion the circumstances surrounding 
it, a new cause of grief presented it
self.

It was probable that be had died 
without receiving the ministrations 
of a priest, and anxiety about the 
welfare of his soul was added to her 
other troubles. She spoke of this 
to Mrs. Nolan one day, and that 
kind soul tried to comfort her by 
saying that Father Jerome visited 
the cholera , hospital constantly 
Bat this did not satisfy her, though 
it gave her a ray of hope. ‘If I 
could only be sure that be had re
ceived the rites of the Church and 
that he had forgiven me, I could try 
to be resigned,' she wailed. ‘Bat he 
was taken away so suddenly; so 
suddenly.’

A day or two after ihis conversa
tion, a number of convalescent 
cholera patienta returned to bar
racks, amongst whom was an Eng
lishman who bad been in the hos-

Çital when Sergeant Connors died.
his man immediately took his way 

to the widow’s quarters and asked 
to see her.

The average British soldier is not 
^ven to sentiment, and Private 
"ilson felt decidedly awkward in

“We always 
fry ours iij 
Cottolerje.”
Our Meat, Fish, Oysters,Sara

toga Chips, Eggs, Doughnuts, 
Vegetables, etc.

Like most other peôple, our
folks formerly used lard foispll
such purposes. When it dis^
agreed with any of the family
(which it often did) we said it was
“too rich.” Wc finally tried

We Don’t Want our Neighbors Business, but 
will Hold our Own Against all Odds.'1

and rtbtoneof us has had an attack 
of "richness” since. We further 
found that, unlike lard, Cottolene 
had no unpleasant odor when
cooking, and lastly Mother’s fa-

vorite and conservative cooking
authority came out an j

$|# 8e*ge*t SUtk, tf>t »e*t 

Lowest Priced Drug Sore in the (Sty.

RED DIN BROS. ,
Opposite, Post Office

big
______________ gave

recommendation which
clinched the matter. So thatl

why we always fry
ours in Cottolene.
Bold In S and 6 lb. palls, by 
all grocers. Made only by

1 THE N. K. FAIRBANK 
COMPANY,

Wellington and Ann Streets, 
MONTREAL;

TRY
J. D. HACLEOD & GO’S

—FOR— ‘

Flour, Tea, Sugar, Molasses, and all Kinds 
of Choice Orocerles.

Eppss Cocoa Our Stock is
gREAKFAST—SUPPER.

** llv a thorough knowledge of the I 
natural laws which govern the operations I 
of digestion and nutrition, and by a care-1 
ful application of the fine properties of | 
well-selected Cocoa, Mr. Epps has provid
ed for our breakfast and supper a delicately 
flavored beverage which may save us many 
doctors’ bills. It is by the judicious use 
of such articles of diet that a constitution 
may be gradually built up until strong! 
enough to resist every tendency qo disease. 
Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating 
around us ready to attack wherever there 
is a weak point. We may escape maoy a 
fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well forti
fied with pure blood and a properly 
nourished frame.”— Civil Service Gazette.

Made simply with boiling water or milk. 
Sold only in packets by Grocers, labelled 
thus :
JAMES EPPS A Co.) i,f d., Homoeopa

thic ( he mists, Londou, England.
Oct. 4t,1893.—9m

new and fresh, and 
will be sure to please.

ONE DOOR NORTH OF OLD STAND,
Rogers’ Building, Queen Street.

McKAY WOOLEN
SPRING, 1894.

Common Sense.! Wiaii Clotiii, Hi|,, finis iMiifs.
You can save money by inspecting our clothing before

Thii invaluable quality is never more I 
apparent in man or woman than when I 
shown in hie or her choice of periodical I
reading matter. First in order ehould I , . . _
come the Local Newspaper so that pace going anywhere else. We have a very large assortment 
bn‘.y woriT iT'abonîd which we are bound to sell. We are seHing at a small ad-
tbe Herald which givea alt the latest vance on cost. The clothing made from our own Island
News* Political Newa rodVarke^News! Tweed for durability and cheapness cannot be equalled, and 
with seasonable Editorials on current wé have the largest stock of imported clothing in the city.
tonics. No one can set alnmr withnnt l 1 o /

digested. Such a paper to fill every 
requirement should possess these quali
ties.
First—It should be a clean, wholesome I 

paper that can safely be taken into 
the family. It should be illustrated | 
with timely engravings.

Second—A paper that ia entertaining) 
and instructive while of sound prin 
ciplee. Its morel tone should be | 
beyond question.

Third—A helpful paper, one that tells I 
the housewife of home life, thoughts | 
and experiences, and keeps her in 
touch with social usage and fashion.

Fourth—A paper abounding 
character, sketches, bright sayings 
unctuous humor, and brilliant wit.

Fifth—It ahonld contain good stories | 
and pleasing matter for young people, I 
that the children may always regard | 
the paper as a friend,

nding in origine 
bright

xth—Literary selections 
suitable for older peoj

S'ven, for they, too, 
iaure hour.

and stories 
iple should be) 
like to enjoy a |

, * , - , , nuu mnwuvvtvu uunug iuo crvoutugBAii
entering upon a mission that wduld- home, where every article is read and 
probably be provocative of a trying 
scene.

He stood up awkwardly enough 
when Mrs. Connors entered the 
room and began abruptly. ‘If you 

ise mam, I was in the next bed 
io the sergeant when ’e was dying 
and 'e arsked me to come and see 
you, if I got better, and tell you 
that ’e saw /Father Jerome—that 
furrin chap froSnt* Carth’lio chapel 
you know, mam—and to tell yon 
halso not to fret about hanything 
whatsoever, and you was to kiss the 
baby for 'im and bring it hup to be 
a good man.’

Having delivered himself of .bis 
message thus concisely Private Wil
son relapsed into silence and em
barrassment. P

At first Mrs. Connors scarcely 
understood the purport of his words, 
but when their meaning dawned 
upon her, she forgot the presence ol 
the soldier and everything else ex
cept that her husband had not pass 
ed unprepared into eternity and that 
he had forgiven her before he died; 
and she fell on her knees and cried 
alond, ‘Ob, thank God, thank God, 
he did not die unprepared,' and then 
buret into a passion of tears; where
upon Private W Ison fled to the 
sanctuary of his barracks room 
where he might shortly afterwards 
have been heard expreeeing to a 
jarticular friend hie opinion that 
them there Hirieh is a rum bloom

ing lot, for the eeigeant’s missus was 
as pleased when she ’eard the fur- 
riner from the Cath’licr cLapel had 
been to see 'er ’usband ae if ’ed a 
been the Prince of Wales 'isself/
Not but what, he added reflectively,

’« was good enough, not finding 
the cholerer no more’n if-jt had a 
been the prickly ’eat.’

Time and the consolation of- re
ligion, brought peace if not happi
ness to the widow, and her one ob
ject in life now ie to obey her hus
band’s last wishes by bringing tiei 
eon up to be a good man.

Emma C, Street.

topics. No one can get along without 
hi» home paper. The newspaper ahonld
be anpplemented by some periodical, , , , . _
from which will be derived amnaement) terns OI Island 1 weed coming frûm 
and instruction during the evening» at |

ioo odd suits now offered at less than cost New pat-
our own Mills every

Hundreds of dozens of Hats to select from. It w f 
ay you to see our display,

A new line of Gents Furnishings just in. .
HIGHEST PRICE for Wool—Cash or Trade.

London House.
See our New Stock of Dress 
Goods, Millinery, Mantles.

For immediate reliel alter eat
ing, «se K. P- 0.

A Berlin chemist claims to have 
discovered a chemical preparation 
which will turn a living person V 
marble in six months, the peti-ifac 
lion being complete one month after 
death. Yon tan have your choice 
of white, black or mottled marble, 
and if a good flgure yon will be 
vorth £500 as a piece of statuary.

Capt. Adolph Freitsob of Mil
waukee, propo-ea to cross the At
lantic in a 13 ton schooner, the 
Nina. He expects to make Ihe 
voyage from New York to Stockholm 
in forty days. Ihe Nina is built 
after the American type, flat bottom 
with tf oeutrely a’d, and ie 47 feet 
over all, with 9£ foot beam; She is 
igged with two -para and has a sail 

area of 1000 yards, Oapt. 
Frietech will attempt the trip with
out a companion.

Seventh—In short, it Should be a good 
all round Family Journal, a weekly 
visitoi which shall bring refreshment | 
and pleasure to every member of the ] 
household.
We offer to supply our readers with I 

just such a paper; one of national ie- 
rotation and circulation. It is the| 
amons . j

The Detroit Free Press:
The largest and beet Family Weekly in 

America.
The Free Press has just been enlarged 

to TWELVE LARGEtiEVEN COLUMN 
PAGES each week. It isjnatly famed 
for it» great literary merit and humor- 
om features. To each yearly subscriber 
the publishers are Ihis rear giving a 
oopy of THE FREE PRESS PORT- 
FOLIO OF

H MIDWAY TYPES.”
artistic production comprises 
photographic plates,8xll inches, 

the strange people that 
were seen an the Midway Plaisance 
The faces and fantastic drees will be 
easily recognized by those who visited 
the fair; others will find in them an in
teresting study.

The price of The Free Press ie One 
Dollar per year. We undertake to 
furnish

Felt Hats, Caps, Fancy 8hirts 
Readymade Clothing,

HARRIS & STEWART
.LONDON HOTJSK.

AMERICAN

OIL
M

The HeraldCharlottetown
-AND—

WEEKLY
DETROIT FREE PRESS
(Including premium

Each ONE YEAR for

$1.50.

I
The Best is the Cheapest.

DON’T buy .ow gradé, inferior Oil because it is. a 
cheaper in price than the highest grade. It is

the

little
false
long

Less than three cents a week will 
procure both of these most excellent 
papers and furnish abundant reading 
matter for every member of the famil^ 
You can not inveet $1.50 to better 
advantage. Ia no other way can you 
get as much for ao little money.

Subscribe Now. Do Not Delay.
Bring or send your subscriptions to

TH* HERALD, Ch’town.

Midway Types.’’) economy as you will find it to be the dearest in 
run. *

Poor Oil will not burn nearly so long as the better 
grades, and beside" it will smoke your chimneys and make: 
a very disagreeable odor in the house. r ;

This fall we are selling the BEST AMERICAN 
WATER WHITE OIL cheaperthan ever before, and wei 
guarantee every gallon of OIL we sell TO BE THF 
BEST AMERICAN WATER WHITE.

Bring in your can and have it refilled at

i


