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&o Feel, Wfyat 1 
Felt.

— WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 19, 1914.

A lady of New York was in 
the habit of writing for a Phila­
delphia paper on the subject of 
temperance. Her writing evinced 
such emotion that a friend of hers 
accused her of being monomaniac 
on the subject of temperance. 
Whereupon she wrote the follow­
ing lines :
Go, feel what I have felt :
Go, bear what I have borne ;
Sink ’neath the blow a father 

dealt,
And the cold, proud world’s 

scorn—
Then struggle on from year to 

year,
Thy sole relief the scalding tear.
Go, weep as I have wept,
O’er a-loving father’s fall :
See evèry cherished promise 

swept,
Youth’s sweetness turned to gall ; 
Hope’s faded flowers strewed all 

the way
That led me up to woman’s day.

Go, kneel as I have knelt ; 
Implore, beseech and pray ;
Strive the besotted heart to melt, 
The downward course to stay ;
Be cast with bitter curse aside— 
Thy prayers burlesqued, thy tears 

defied.

Go, stand where I have stood 
And see the strong man bow, 
With gnashing teeth, lips bathed 

in blood,
And cold and livid brow 
Go, catch his wandering glance 

and see
There mirrored his soul’s misery

Go, hear what I have heard— 
The sobs of sad despair,
As memory’s feeling fount hath 

stirred,
And its revealings there 
Have told him what he might 

have been
Had he the drunkard’s fate fore 

seen.
Go, to my mother’s side,
And her crushed spirit cheer ; 
Thine own deep anguish hide, 
Wipe from her cheek the tear ; 
Mark her dimmed eye, her furrow­

ed brow,
The gray that streakes her dark 

hair nowr----
The toil-worn frame, the trembl­

ing limb,
And trace the ruin back to him 
Whose plighted faith, in early 

youth,
Promised eternal love and truth. 
But who, forsworn, hath yeilded 

.up
This promise to the deadly cup, 
And led him down from love and 

light,
From all that made her pathway 

bright
And chained her there ’mid want 

and strife
That lowly thing—a drunkard’s 

wife 4
And stamped on childhood’s brow, 

so mild,
That withering blight—a drunk­

ard’s child 1

Go, hear and feel and see and 
know

All that my soul hath felt and 
known,

Then look within the wine cup’s 
glow—

See if its brightness can atone, 
Think if its flavor you would 

try
If all proclaimed, ’Tis drink and 

die.
tTell me I hate the bowl ?
Hate is a feeble word :
I loathe, abhor, my very soul 
By strong disgust is stirred 
Whene’er I see, or hear, or tell 
Of the dark beverage of hell 1

Letton Tlje Leper.

. tile of the hallowed time when 
the God-Man went about the 

Holy Land doing good 
to all,

“Have any unclean passed here ? 
le questioner was but a child of 
j, and as on this late afternoon 
stood in the midst of the in- 

ming reapers, now about to 
ive the fieldsforthe city, his little 
wish face glowed with the added 
auty of youthful anxiety. The 
swer of the harveettrs was the 
svi table. “No” Not since the 
gh sun had any leper passed 
at way ; while in the early 
ers but one had been seen, and 

had sauntered along in the 
reetion of the city. The boy’s 
art sank within him, while the 
spare, weary betlwppy at their 
ark’s end. moved onward. The 
tie urchin, sad and tired, now

Get the Most 
Out of Your Fodd
You don’t and east if your stomacl 

I» weak. A weak Womaeh does not di. 
gest all that is ordinarily taken into it. 
It gets tired easily, end what It fails to 
digest is wasted.

Among the signs of a^weak stomach 
ere uneasiness after eating, fits of ner- 
roui headache, and diaagreeable belch­
ing.

•• I h»T« been troubled with dyipepeli loi 
years, and tried every remedy I beard ol 
bat aever got anything that gave me relie1 
until I took Hood's Sarsaparilla. 1 cannot 
praise this medicine too highly lor the good 
It lias done me. I always take It In th 
ipring and fall and would not be withou 
it." W. A. Noose*. Belleville. Ont.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Strengthens and tones the stomach and 
the whole digestive system.

turned and hastened away. Far 
in the distance below him the 
gates and walls of Caphamaum 
were gilded in the last rays of the 
autumn sun, and the little lad, 
standing for a moment to measure 
their distance, started with renew­
ed energy upon his quest.

Where could his leper brother 
be ? How many anxious hours 
had he been searching for him 
now ? How welcome even that 
awful cry “Unclean !” would now 
be—if but uttered by that dear 
familiar voice ! The little prayer 
for help is left half-formed upon 
his lips, but hark. Up from the 
valley, shaded now in the mystic 
garb of twlight comes a voice 
like a whisper. Faintly it re­
echoes in tones sorrowed on the 
whetstone of affliction. The boy's 
keen eye peeres into the gathering 
darkness in the vale below, while 
his ear is alert for the voice to 
come again. Oh ! But there is no 
mistakingit, ‘Unclean;’’“Unclean! ’ 
The cry arises into the darkening 
air and soars above like the 
sound of a funeral toll. It is 
Lothan ! With a start the nimble 
little lad, but a moment before 
preplexed, hurries downward, and 
breathless now shouts aloud a 
shrill halloo. He sees the white 
figure below him stop and listen : 
he hails him and waves to him, 
and hurrying with arms out­
stretched in a moment is by his 
brother’s side.

“All Lothan, I have sought 
thee all the day ! Where hast 
thou been ? Let me kiss you.”

"Ah, no ! My little Eli—do 
not—do not even touch me now, 
my little brother Ell ! See, behold 
what has become of me ; see these 
awful scales P.

And the white-robed figure 
drew aside his garments. A cry 
of pain wrung from the lad’s 
young heart was the only answer. 
“See,” and Lothan put his hand 
upon his breast, “when this foul 
sore has spread and eaten here 
into my flesh—then—ah, then, 
my little Eli, your brother Lothan 
will be no more ! No my little 
brother, do not—I can not— 
must not touch you now ! It is 
but last week I saw you here 
upon the hilside, but since then 
the hand of this my disease, has 
doubly done its work ; my life can 
only be for days or even hours. 
Do not weep, Eli ; it saddens me 
that I must die and leave both 
you and mother.”

“Mother”—and the boy shrank 
back. “Lothan, our mother is 
dying now ! Yes I have come to 
fetch you to her.”

“Dying !.'—and the tall white 
figure, trembling like a reed, 
clutched madly at his garments.

"Yes, Lothan ; ’tis but yester­
day eve she caught the fever ; the 
doctors say she cannot live.”

Lothan moaned. “Yes, the fever; 
Eli, my boy !” But that was all, 
for tears, heavy, manly tears, 
spoke aloud what words could 
not.

The little lad caught at his 
brother’s garments and the tiny 
face, bright in a flood of tears 
pleaded aloud : Lothan, she cries 
and calls for you and says she 
must die ; how she longs to see 
you once again. Come. Brother 
Lothan—come !” But Lothan was 
silent ; until at last a warm tear 
fell from his little brother’s eyes 
upon his cold numb hand. “Leave 
me Eli—leave me ; I shall go. I 
shall steal through the city at the 
midnight hour ; yes, I shall see 
our mother tonight. Be watchful, 
for at midnight I shall be there. 
God help you little Eli—God help 
us all.”

Lothan silently leaned upon his 
staff, peered into the darkness,

EMULSION
is taken by people in tropi­
cal countries al the year 
round-Tt stops wasting end 
keeps up the strength and | 
vitality m summer as well | 
as winter.

ALL DSUCGTSTS

while the little white robe before 
him hastened away to the fields 
and out upon the highway. The. 
stars, like an army of sentinels, 
were now appearing at their posts 
and Lothan threw himself upon 
the soft grass and turned his eyes 
toward heaven. Never before did 
all nature seem so beautiful and 
so attractive to his stricken and 
sorrowing soul. Never before did 
the earth and heavens reflect in 
such enhancing splendor the 
divine grandeur of their Maker. 
But now he alone seemed to mar 
the whole expanse of beauty by 
a chasm of deformity and ugliness. 
Never before did the hymn of 
death sound so discordant in his 
ear. What could be added to his 
misery ? Was not this the climax ? 
Truly, his cup of sorrow was full, 
to overflowing. His heart, burning 
with the flame of love for her 
who had nurtured and loved him, 
must needs now pine away and 
break in anguish, alone upon the 
mountains. Far away over the 
starlit valley the lights of the city 
burned. Occasionaly a soft truant 
breeze brought in its train the 
faint echoes of a shepherd’s pas­
toral song, so embittering his 
sorrow that he alone of men 
seemed to be unhappy. The moon, 
sailing like a craft upon the 
heavens, cast their shadow upon 
the hillside, and it seemed to be 
but the angel .of Death drawing 
closer and closer.

And thus the hours passed. At 
Last Lothan, slowly rising, re­
tracted his steps into the valley. 
Avoiding the highway, he crossed 
the pasture lands and brooks, 
silvered now in the tender glow 
of the moonlight. Access to the 
city is easy, and wending his way 
unmolested through the deserted 
streets, he stood for a moment 
with a trembling hand upon the 
wicker-gate, the entrance of what 
he once called by the endearing 
name of home. How many times 
he had entered there, strong and 
healthy, in the perfect prime of 
manhood ; then had he looked the 
world in the face ab4 felt himself 
its equal ; but now he must tread 
a cautious step and avoid the eyes 
of those who knew him once, but 
now no longer.

No ono was astir, but the little 
dim light, flickering in the room 
he knew so well, told all. His 
fine tall frame once so manly and 
fearless, is broken now and trembl­
ing. He approached the little 
lattice window and looks within. 
But that little red light is shattered 
into a thousand rays by a misty 
flood of glittering tears, for there 
is little Eli—faithless in his 
faithfulness — asleep upon his 
knees beside his mother’s dying 
couch. He had laid his tear-stained 
face in the hands he loved so well, 
and there, weary with his journey 
and his vigil, was dreaming now 
and roaming the hills again in 
quest of his absent brother.

Lothan could linger no longer. 
Moving quickly, he found the 
door unbolted — Eli had await­
ed the midnight hour. Noiselessly 
he enters ; his breast throbs 
madly at every step as if to cry. 
“Away, away 1 Unclean !” He 
hurries to the couch, .throws him 
self upon his knees beside his 
brother, and peers into the fever- 
stricken face of his dying mother. 
Ah ! would his heart burst asunder 
now ? How dearly in life and 
health he had loved her ; how 
madly now when he realized that 
he and she must die ? Why not 
wake the sleeping boy and make 
her conscious of their presence ? 
Why not let her see him and 
embrace him once again ? but no ; 
that happiness would be but 
sorrow. “I shall kiss you mother 
dear,” he said ; one last embrace 
of love before we meet again in 
paradise.’’ The sorrow-stricken 
man leans forward, but no ! a 
thousand voices seemed to cry 
against him ; “Lothan ! Unclean 
Unclean !” It is a sin ; thou art 
a leper!” He drew back, dazed and 
trembling. “Unclean ! Unclean !” 
rang in his ears like the unearthly 
voices of tormentors, crying. “Do 
not kiss your mother, Lothan I 
Thou art a leper !”

"Yes, Lothan, thou art unclean. 
Ah, my mother—farewell I shall 
not kiss you my last good-by, for 
you and I will soon meet in the 
land that knows no fever 
leprosy.”

(Concluded next week.)

The Summet Complaint ol 
Infants

IS CHOLERA INFANTUM
Many Children Die from this 

Trouble When They Could 
be Cured by the Use of 

DR. FOWLER’S EX­
TRACT OF WILD 

STRAWBERRY
A remedy which will quickly offset 

the vomiting-, purging, and the profuse 
diarrhoea, accompaning a case qf this 
nature.

Mrs. George Henley, Box grove, Ont., 
writes:-—" I can recommend Dr. Fowler’s 
Extract of Wild Strawberry for Cholera 
infantum. My little girl was so sick 
[ did not think she could live, as we could 
not lift her up, for when we moved her, 
her bowels would move. I gave her 
"Dr. Fowler’s” and the first dose helped 
her, aad one bottle cured her. «I recom­
mended it to my sister whose child was 
fick, and it cured her also. Then again 
I have told other friends about it, and 
they have found that it is a grand 
medicine to have in the house all the

There are many preparations on the 
market to-day, claiming to make the 
3ame cures as "Dr. Fowler’s” but these 
no-name, no-reputation, so called straw­
berry compounds are nothing more or 
ess than rank imitations, and are liable 
co be a detriment to your health.

When you ask for "Dr. Fowler’s" 
ic sure you get it. Do not accept any 
other as these substitutes may be dan­
gerous.

See that our name is on the wrapper. 
Price, 35 cents.

The T. Milburn Co., Limited, 
Toronto. Ont.

Our store has gained the re­
putation for reliable Groceries. 
Our trade during 1913 has been 
very satisfactory. ,We shall put 
forth every effort during the pre­
sent year to give our customers 
the best possible service.—R. F. 
Maddigan.

thing,
“Pa, what’s a feebly ?”
‘There isn’t any such a 

Harold.”
“Yes, there is. It says in this 

book that the young man had a 
feebly growing down on his' 
cheek,”

Minard’s
Dandruff,

Minards Liniment
ralgia.

AUGUST
Stock Reduction

MINARD’S LINIMENT CO 
LIMITED

GENELEMEN—Last Winter 
I received great benefit from the 
use of MINARD’S LINIMENT 
in a severe attack of Lagrippe 
and I have frequently proved it 
be very effective in case of In­
flammation,

Yours,
W. A. HUTCHINSON.

Dare to be true ; nothing can 
need a lie ;

A fault which needs it most grows 
two thereby.

George Herbert.

Liniment Cures

A small boy who dosen’t get 
into a scrap once in a while has 
made a mistake in not being a 
girl.

Women are seldom of a war­
like nature—yet they are often 
called to arms.

Mary Ovington, Jasper Ont 
writes:—“My mother had a badly 
sprained arm. Nothing we used 
did her any good. Then father got 
Hagyard’s Yellow Oil and it cured 
mother’s arm in a few days Price 
25 cents.”

She—What in the world makes 
broken down widowers so anxious 
to marry again ?

He—Possibly, because they 
want to get repaired. — Boston 
Transcript.

Cures Nett-

Almost any young man will do 
anything a pretty sister ask es 
—that is, if she happen* to be 
some other fellow’s sister,

W. H. 0. Wilkinson, Strat 
ford says:—“It affords me much 
pleasure to-say that I experienced 
great relief from Muscular Rheu­
matism by using two boxes of 
Milbum’s Rheumatic Pills, Price 
a box 50c.

Most married women are a trifle 
envious of a rich widow.

Bufhe/r work
* M!

’ Hxgta
On the merit of their performance* atone are 
we willing to have them judged. Simplicity of ; 
construction, combined with a skill in man» 
facture, which is the inheritance of genera­

tions, make

-:o:-

SUFFERED FOR fOUR YEARS
From Heart Trouble and 

Nervous Prostration
Mrs. John Hewson, Caledonia, Ont., 

writes:—“I feel it my duty to iet you 
know of the great benefit your Milbum'i 
Heart and Nerve Pills did for me. I 
suffered for four years with heart trouble 
and nervous prostration. I was so bad 
that I could not go upstairs without 
sitting down at the top before -I could 
go to my room. I couldn’t sleep nor 
lie on my left side, for it would seem as 
though my heart would stop. I thought 
my time had come. I was doctoring 
with the doctor, but didn't get any 
benefit. I was advised to take Milbum’s 
Heart and Nerve Pills, so I got two boxes, 
and after I had taken one box I began 
to feel better, and after I had taken 
two I could go up and down stairs with­
out resting, so I took eight boxes, and 
I am enjoying *ood health again. I 
consider it a Godsend to have your 
pills in the house.”

Milbum’s Heart and Nerve Pill, are 
50 cents per box or 3 boxes for $1.25 at 
all dealers or mailed direct oq receipt 
of price by The T. Milburn Co., T-imtf—j 
Toronto. Ont. .

Cotton
20 Pieces unbleached Cotton, 

marked 6c. now 41-2 cents.
12 Pieces fine long cloth 13c. 

for 10 1-2 cents.

Men’s Tweed Pants
100 Pairs men’s Pants in nice 

patterns, offering at 20 p- c. be­
low regular prices.

Ladies’ ltubber Coats
A lot of ladies' all rubber 

coats to clear at a price $4.00 
for $2.49.

Print Cottons
15 Pieces Canadian Print 9c. 

for 7 1-2 cents.

Ladies Dresses & Waists
A lot of ladies’ summer 

dresses, also a lot of white 
waists at Half price.

good time keepers "and 
consequently comfortable watches to cany.

Their efficiency is assured by a guarantee which enables 
the owner to have any constructional defect remedied free 
charge by the nearest agent in any part of the world. They} 
are not made in grades which cannot be fully gv

NEW
Watches,

Rings,
Chains,

Lockets,

X

MANUFACTURED BY

B, V. MAOZHOAK & CO.
CHARLOTTETOWN, P. E. I.

TRY OUR

Home-Made Preserves
Made from home grown fruit. We have a large 

stock on hand. Sold in Bottle*, Paila, and by 

the lb,

-;o;

EGGS & BUTTER
We want EGGS and BUTTER for CASH, 

or in exchange for GROCERIES.

House Cleaning Supplies!
We Have a Full Lin8 in Stock

83* Give us a call.
-:o:-

EUREKA TEA.
If you[havejnever|tried our Eureka TeaQit’will pay you 

to do so, It is blended especially for our trade, and out 
sales of it show a continued ^increase. Price 25 cent* 
der lb.

R. F. Maddigan & Co.

Clocks and
Timepieces 

Just received.
Others to arrive.

E.W. TAYLOR
£

CAMERON BLOCK, 
Charlottetown.

Investigate the Connaught 
Fox and Fur Proposition

The Connaught Company is founded on the future — 
they are sure that the present prices of pelts will always be 
high and that the company that can produce valuable and 
desirable pelts will always earn a pleasing profit.

The company owns 15 pairs of pedigreed Island Black 
Foxes and negotiations are under way for the purchase of 
marten, fisher, mink and skunk.

If you are Interested write, call or phone for a pro­
spectus and information.

Gunitt Nient Black Foies, Limited.
Phone 484 Cameron Block Box 54 

March 11, 1914—tf,
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A GOOD REPORT!

will be made by discriminating 

smokers after a trial of our . .

RIVAL AND MASTER MARINE
Smoking Tobaccos. Cool, sweet snd 
fragrant^. Burns cleanly and freely 

but NOT THE TONGUE. Try ; 
our Combiuation Twist Chewing f 

Tobacco also. It’s worth the money 

every time ....

NEW SERI

PRINl
Com menefp

Trains Outwi 
Daily Excel

A.M.

7.10
7.55
8.30

P.M.
5.00
6.15
7.00

:o:- 1

I HICKEY & NICHOLSON Tobacco Co. I
- lLi.lL<Lk.k_K;lf at-x*. * *1 —x." 1 ■ m \w p ü1 v r J1 m w

Sat. Only Dl
S|

P.M. 
5.15 
6.04 
6.25 
7.00

Daily ExJ

AS; 
just opi 
in the 
$6.00 
them. 
Hammi 
colors.

/

Sand Pi 
NEW EST B< 

* JULY MA< 
TENNIS 
BALLS, B, 
of BASE B, 
each. Souv<


