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SAINT JOSEPH. 

Guardian of Jbsus and Mary.

Dear and blessed Joseph,
God choose thee alone, 

Guardian of his treasures, 
Mary and her Son.

By that name we gieet thee, 
in this month of thine,

Hear our supplications,
Xo our aid incline.

Of the Church, our mother, 
Glorious patron thou,

Cherish and defend her,
Foes assail her now.

With thy sure protection, 
Comfort, guard and keep, 

Holy father Leo,
Shepherd of God’s sheep.

For our friends, our kindred 
Have a tender care.

Let our home, our country 
In thy favors share.

Pray for souls that suffer 
In tormenting flame,

Soon, in God’s fair kingdom,
M ay they praise his name.

Stretch forth to our weakness, 
Strong and helping hand 

That we ever steadfast,
Firm in faith may stand. e

Teach ns prudence, patience, 
And humility,

Faithful love for Jesus,
Thy sweet spouse and thee,

That by prayer, example 
Kindly word and deed,

Souls from sin and error,
We to Go God may lead.

Aid us, blessed patron,
In that honr supreme,

Wnen the world shall vanish, 
Like « pissingdream. -

When the spirit fleeth,
From this mortal clod, 

Through thine intercession, 
May it rest in God. 
—Baltimore Catholic Mirror.

D11ITBI08 AND IRENE ;
-OR-

A HISTORICAL ROMANCE
(Copyrighted)

----BY----
CHARLES WARREN CURRIER.

( Published in the Herald with the Anther'll 
permission.)

CHAPTER XXV.—(Continued.)
A physician was at once sent for. 

On his arrival, he declared that, in 
consequence of the terrible monta, 
strain she had gone through, the 
poor girl was prostrated. At the 
present moment she was in a burn
ing fever. It is impossible to ima
gine the alarm .hat seiV.d Dimitrios, 
when this annoucement was made 
to him ; but the declaration of the 
physician that the indispositon 
would, probably, pass away in a few 
days, was a star of hope. Days 
wen , but Irene was no better—Di- 
mi trios implored God to restore his 
bethrothed to health, bat his prayer 
remained unanswered. On the 
fifth morning after their arrival at 
Rhodes, gloom seemed to have set
tled over the household, and the 
face of each one was overcast by a 
cloud. Dimitrios had just returned 
from a church dedicated to the 
Mother of God, where be had re
ceived the Holy Communion. As 
he entered he house, he was met 
by Angela, who thus addressed 
him :

#« The lady Irene desires to speak 
to yoti,”

In an Instant he was at her door. 
Being admitted into the room, he 
found her fa’her s aipd beside her. 
Except the light of a feeble lamp, 
which cast a dim reflection over the 
countenance of Irene Diogenes, the 
room was in darkneea. It seemed 
to Dimitrios as though the shadows 
of death bad, already, been cast 
over the apartment. In silence he 
k itlt beside the patient, she fixed 
her eyes upon him and smiled, then, 
in a feeble voice, spoke :

“ Dimitrios, be not sad ; remem
ber, we are Christians.”

<- Ob Irene I what wilt thou s»y
to me?” „

« Be tested, Dimitrios, and listen.
The youth did as ehe bade him, 

whil i tears moistened bis eyelids ; 
Diogenes held hie eyes fixed upon 
his daughter. The girl continued:

<i Dimitrios, hast thou heard the 
verdict of the physician ?"

He answered nor, but, burying 
his face in h» hgqde, wept like
child. , ...

« Weep not, Dimitrios, is not life
a sad dream?"

The youth oast himself upon hie 
knees, excaiming :

» O God, my God 1 this is too 
hard to bear, to-euffer shipwreck in 
the very harbor 1 ’

“ Speak not thus, Dimitrios, arise 
from tby knees and calm thy agi'a-
tion.” , , •

Young Phocas again seated him
self, while Irene continued :

“ My dearest brother, thus will I 
call thee forever, our parting will 
be only for a short time. 1 go 
hence to a land where peace per- 
petutl reigns, but thou wilt follow 
l*e. I know that bnm»n. skill bee

I Stexhaust'd its efforts. I feel 1 
life i> el h • t-, bn* btloie I gi , 1 e l 
lake a e.ep which will oompeobaie 
'.bee for ray l.iss G«!'s light shines 
before my ryer, I will return to the 
tailh my fathers ahandomd—my 
doubts bave vanished, an 1 it seen s 
as though the brightness of the 
Eternel Vision already casts its re
daction over my soul. We bave in
formed the Archbishop of my reso
lution. He knows cur history end 
■>e wi 1 o< me himsi V" to receive me 
n!o the bosom of the Church. Ob, 

the joy of that blee-ed moment I”
The inspiration of the dying g r 

was such that her tupernetarai hap 
pinets communicated itself to the 
heart of Dimitrios, and helped to 
di-pel the darkness of hie sorrowing 
soul, which was feing purified in 
the crucible of the most diro afflic- 
rion. The Archbishop was expect
'd to arrive within an honr. The 

room of Irene had been adorned for 
the occasion. Dimitrios noticed 
now for the first time, so absorbed 
had his attention been, that a tabh- 
wilh a crucifix and candles bad 
been prepared for the reception ol 
the Holy Eucharist. Baquets of tbe 
choicest flowers were tastefully ar
ranged around the apartment, while 
a most delicate perfume spread it
self over the air.

At the appointed time, the tink
ling of a bell announced the ap
proach of the Bleaeed Saoramen',
borne by the Archbishop under a 
canopy of white silk, held by four 
clerics, while others preceded him 
with lighted tapers in their band . 
At the sound of the bell, Dimi rios 
and Diogenes fell upon their knees 
As the ecclesiastics accompanying 
the Blessed Sacrament entered the 
room, they were followed by Father 
Gregorio, Morosin', Fortuny and 
Ang-la. Ail knelt down, nor was 
there a dry eye in the apartment 
The piety of Dimitrios showed itself 
in hie whole demeanor, but the grief 
stamped upon his features was piti- 
lul in the extreme.

The Archbishop, having placed 
the sacred Pyxs upon the corporal, 
turned toward Itene, and, in a 
lathnly voice, asked her in Lilin, 
with which the sick girl was famil
iar :

“ My daughter, dost thou believe 
in Gud the Father Almighty, the 
Creator of Heaven and earth ?”

The reply sounded iu a low bu 
firm tone :

“ Credo, I believe.”
“Dost thou believe in Jesus Christ, 

His only Son ourL'jrd, who suffered 
and who was crucified ?"

- Credo."
" D st thou believe in the Holy 

Gbos', the Holy Catbdio Church, 
tbe communion of Saints, the for
giveness of sine, the resurrection ol 
the body and the life everlasting ?”

Irene's face brightened, her eyes 
sparkled, a halo seemed to surround 
her as she answered f

Credo."
*• Dost thou believe that the Holy 

Ghost proceedeth from the Father 
and the Sou ?”

“ Credo." _
“ Bclievest thou in the supremacy 

of jurisdiction of the Bishop of Rome, 
the successor of St. Peter, tbe Vicar 
of Christ ?”

Credo, credo, firmissime credo — I 
believe 1 believe, I believe most 
firmly," cried tbe girl, with energy.

The Prelate knowing (hat, although 
tbe physician had declared the girl 
could not recover, still death was not 
imminent, had asked for the edifica 
tion of those present, these questions 
which, otherwise, might have been re 
duced to very few words.

One of the assistants now recited 
the confession or confiteor, and the 
Bishop, turning to the girl, absolved 
her from ali censure, in virtue of the 
authority delegated to him by tbe 
Sovereign Pont#. The prelate, in 
company of all present, now with
drew, leaving alone with Irene a ven
erable friar of the order of St. Fran 
cis, a man well versed in the Greek 
tongue, They waited outside until 
her confession was finished, If; lasted 
a short time, for, no doubt, grievous 
sin had never blighted the virginal 
flower that seemed about to be trans
planted from earth to Paradise, and 
Irene, who was well-instructed, could 
with the aid of her confessor, sum up 
her transgressions in a few words. 
When the friar came forth, the Arch 
bishop and tbe other persons re
entered the room. The solemn mo
ment had now arrived, the priestly 
hand held the Sacred Host, upon 
which the eyes of Irene were riveted 
As though moved by an inspiration, 
the Archbishop spoke :

“Child of God, thou beholdest 
Him now iu a cloud and in obscurity, 
thou soon shall see Him as He is.”

“ Facie ad faciety from face to 
face,’’ added Irene.

i‘ gece Agnus Dei / Behold the 
Lamb of G->d, that taketfr away the 
sins of the world,!’ spoke the Bishop, 
then, approaching tbe girl and mak 
ing the sign of the Cross with the 
Sacred Host, he pronounced tbe 
words :

“Receive, sister, the Viaticum of 
the Body of our Lord Jesus Christ, 
and may it preserve thee from the 
Wicked engmy and lead thee to eter
nal life. Amen."

The head of Dimitrios was deeply 
bowed, tears coursed down his cheeks. 
How awful was that moment I Per
fect resignation filled his heart, but it 
was the resignation of Getbsemane. 
In the depths of bis soul he prayed :

“ Father, if it be possible, let the 
chalice pass,” but, he added, too : 
“ not my will, but thine be done "

Irene had now received her first 
Holy Communion after her union 
with the great body of the faithful, 
and happiness beamed from every 
feature of her countenance. The 
Sicraipent of Extreme Unction was 
now administered to her, while tbe 
assistants recited the penitential 
Psalms. The ceremony was over, all 
left the room, save Diogenes, who 
still knelt beside his daughter. For 
a long time Irene prayed in silënce 
Finally, laying her hand upon her 
father's bead, she spoke :

“ Father, promise tpe pne thing, 
and I will die happy.”

“ J promise all, my child,” he re 
riled, la

“ Promise that you wifi endeavor 
to follow my example, or, at ieast, 
that you will try to find the truth, 
and, having found it, that you will 
have the courage to embrace it."

“You have my word, Irene, and 
you know how faithful that word is.” 

“ Oh, thanks, thgnks, dear father I 
>w may I depart hence in peace,”
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now may 1 depart ucucc m pm>c. 
The day passed away, but there 

was no change in the patient’s condi 
tion. Dimitrios visited her as of-

Letters Come.
Letters come day 

by day telling us 
that this person has 
been cured of dys
pepsia, that person 
of Bad Blood, and 
another of Head
ache, still another 

of Biliousness, and yet others of 
various complaints of the Stomach,
Liver, Bowels or Blood, all through 
the intelligent use of Burdock Blood 
Bitters.

It is the voice of the people recog
nizing the fact that Burdock Blood 
Bitters cures all diseases of the 
Stomach, Liver, Bowels and Blood.

Mr. T. G. Ludlow, 334 Colbome Street,
Brantford, Ont., says: During seven 
years prior to 1886, my wife was sick all 
the time with violent headaches.. Her 
head was so hot that it felt like burning 
up. She was weak, run down, and so 
feeble that she could hardly do anything, 
and so nervous that the least noise startled 
her. Night or day she could not rest and 
life was a misery to her. I tried all kinds 
of medicine* and treatment for her but 
she steadily grew worse until I bought 
six bottles of Burdock Blood Bitters from 
C. Stork & Son, of Brampton, Ont., for 
which I paid $5.00, and it was the best 
investment I ever made in my life. Mrs.
Ludlow took four out of the six bottles- 
there was no need of the other two, for 
those four bottles made her a strong, 
healthy woman, and removed every ail
ment from which she had suffered» and 
she ®enioyed the most vigorous health.
That five dollars saved me lots of money 
in medicine and attendance thereafter, 
and better than that it made home 
comfort to me.

ten ai possible, while Helena never 
left her bedside.

The next morning there was a 
marked improvement The girl’s 
voice was stronger, her pains had de
creased and she rested more quietly,
A ray of light streamed into tbe 
household; for the first time in sev
eral days a smile passed over those 
who moved noiselessly about. Read
er, did you ever notice the flame of a 
candle that is nearing its end ? Gra 
dually it grows fainter, then, suddenly, 
it brightens up as if to bid farewell ; 
for a moment it shines with unwonted 
brilliancy, then the brightness wanes 
until it goes over into darkness.
Was it thus with Irene ?

Certainly there bad been an im 
provement. But, alas ! how vain 
are human hopes l The afternoon 
came, and, with it a change for the 
worst. Diogenes sat beside his 
daughter.

“ Father,” she spoke, “ send for 
Dimitrios.”

Within a few moments the heart
broken young man knelt beside the 
bed of her to whom his heart clung, 
but whom death wss fast separating 
from him, If ever you, visit West 
minster Abbey, rçader, fail not to "malic of her innocence, 

tbe chapel of St. John-'tbe 
Evangelist. There you will find a 
monument to Joseph Gascoigne 
Nightingale and his Lidy. As I 
write of tbe sorrows of Dimitrios, 
that monument comes back vivid'y 
to my mind. The lady is represented 
expiring in the arms of her husband 
grim Death, creeping from a tomb, 
points his dart at her, while tbe hus
band, struck with depair, endeavors 
to shield her against the attack of the 
foe. Dimitrios had lost all hope, and 
yet, Oh, how ardently he would have 
snatched Irene from the enemy ! but, 
who can resist death ? The brave 
young soldier had stood in the front 
ranks of tbe defenders of a large city, 
and now he is powerjes* to defend 
her whom he loves best.

Turning her dying eyes upon him,
Irene spoke :

“ Dimitrios, are you resigned ?”
He raised his eyes to Heaven, and 

with clasped hands, pronounced the 
words :

“ Father, Thy will be done !”
“ There," said Irene, as she point

ed her finger up.ward, “ there we 
shall meet, to part up more. There 
shall be no sorrow, nor sickness, nor 
pain, nor death. I have lived as the 
roses live, the brief space of a morn
ing, for what else has been my life ?
Yet, I die happy, for I am going to 
our true eoi}ntryf I am going to await 
you in the bosom of an endless rest."

Dimitrios could not utter a word, 
his emotion choked him. His sister 
knelt beside him bathed in tears 
Outing her eyes upon her, Irene 
spoke : ,

» Helena, summon the others,”
Basil was already in the room, 

kneeling beside the bed wild his 
head leaning upon his sister’s hand, 
speechless with grief. The other in
mates of the house were in the vicin
ity. Al tbe first summons, they en
tered the chamber of death and knelt 
around the couch. Irene's dying 
yqice sounded :

“ My friends, I am going home, 
not to Byzantium that I shall 
never see again on earth, but 
to Jerusalem, the city of eternal 
peace. I am going, but you will soon 
follow me; envy me not my happi
ness—soon I shall see God. Is not 
this promised to the pure in heart?
§ee God ! Ob, the ineffable delight 1 
As a mariner towards the end of his 
journey catches sight of the land, be
fore he enters the harbor, thus do I 
catch a glimpse of the promised lind.
You are still too far away to see the 
things I see, and hear the things I 
hear. To see God, and contemplate 
the Infinite, the always new aud always 
old, the first cause and last end ol all 
things, the source of all that is and 
all that moves, the prototype of this 
vast and glorious universe, to be 
plunged in a shoreless ocean of in
effable delight without fear of losing 
it, to find new joys in every moment 
of an endless duration such is the 
bliss in store for me. Farewell earth, 
tby joys sink into insignificance. As 
the stars vanish before the brightness 
of the rising sun, thus vanish earthly 
joys of time before thy radiant light, 
eternity. Farewell, friends, once 
more, it is only for a brief period 
farewell, sweet Basil, my brother, be 
faithful to your God ; farewell father,
I will remember you before the 
Throne; and thou, Helena, my sis 
ter, death shall not part us. Fare
well, Dimitrios, fe believe in tbe 
communion of saints, we have loved 
each other here, the tomb is only a 
bridge, my spirit shall hover over 
you. I come, my God, I come. Let 
thy servant depart in peace.”

Tbe voice of Irene was silent, her 
eyelids drooped, her breathing be
came heavier. Father Gregorio be- 
gan the prayers for the agonizing^

which were joined in by all present, 
mid tears and sobs. In voice* bro
ken by grief, tbe response was re
peated at the litany.

“ Pray for her,” resounded mid the 
shadows of the tomb.

Go forth, O, Christian soul !” 
said the priest. “ in the name of God, 
the Father Almighty, who created 
thee ; in the name of Jesus Christ the 
Son of the Living God, who suffered 
for thee ; in the name of the Holy 
Ghost, who has been poured upon 
thee.”

He stopped, cast bis eyes upon 
her, and listened attentively. Her 
breathing had ceased. He arose, ap
proached the bed, and raised her 
hand ; it fell back lifeless. Tbe girl 
had fallen asleep—asleep into that 
slumber whence there is no awaken
ing until the day when the grave shall 
surrender its dead. Her soul had 
winged its flight to God The priest 
fell upon his knees as Be repeated 
the words :

“ Eternal rest, give unto her, O 
Lord I and let perpetual light shine 
upon her."

“ Oh, gay child, my darling child I’ 
cried Diogenes, as he threw bimsel 
upon the face of the corpse, “ my 
child, hast thou left thy father ?"

Basil broke out in loud sobs, Hel
ena buried her face in her hands and 
wept in silence ; even Fortuny shed 
tears. Dimitrios arose; he was an 
altered man. Firmness was depicted 
upon every feature of his counten
ance.

“ Desist, my friends,” he cried, 
“ the girl is not dead, but sleepeth. 
Even at this morpent, Irene is look
ing down upon us from the bosom ol 
a blessed eternity. We believe in 
the communion of saints. She told 
us we should soon follow. A short 
time, and wé will be with Irene. Till 
then Dimitrios will patiently wait— 
he will never wed, for he can never 
love as be loved Irene.”

The frame of the young man drew 
itself up to its full height, he looked 
like an inspired prophet in the dim 
glare of the light that illumined the 
abode of death. With a clear and 
sonorous voice, he exclaimed :

'• By the bier of her I loved, there 
is no room for revenge : but,” draw 
ing his sword and holding it above 
his head, he added : “ henceforth my 
ife is consecrated to the service of 
the Church and of society. Tbe By
zantine Empire has fallen, but the 
great Christian Empire lasts ; To it 
this sword belongs—I join the mili 
tary order of St. John of Jerusalem— 
Irene, thy voice is silent, but I shall 
near it still. I shall bear it mid the 
silence of the night ; I shall hear il 
mid the din of battle. It will lead 
me on to deeds of virtue, to deeds ol 
heroism, and, when death’s shadows 
gather round me, thy voice, Irene, 
will bid me welcome to a better 
fatherland, thy vo ce shall call me 
home.

Epilogue.
Twenty-seven years have passed 

since the virginal body of Irene Dio
genes, clad in white robes, emble- 

was laid in 
its coffin. It reposes beneath a sim
ple marble slab, on which the travel
ler may read the inscription, in Greek 
letters :

Eirene.
Not a day has gone by, but 

it has been visited by Dimi
trios, wbo is now a professed 
Knight of Rhodes, faithful to the vow 
he took beside the corpse of Irene 
He has distinguished himself among 
bis brethren, being now a member of 
the Council of the Grand Master, and 
consequently, a Grand Cross of the 
Order. He has attached himself to 
the language or province of Venice, 
as he feels, since the fall of Constan
tinople, that the country of Morosioi 
is nearer to him than any other.

Great changes have taken place 
since the mournful day when the dif- 
lerent characters of our story were 
gathered together in the death-cham
ber, where lay tbe body of Irene. 
John Diogenes, faithful to his word, 
renounced the Qreek schism, and re
turned to the bosom of the universal 
Ohurcb. He survived his daughter a' 
few years, and died at Rhodes, in the 
arrps of Dimitrios, and has gone to 
rejoin Irene in the bosom of God. 
His son, Basil, wbo had learned the 
inconstancy of human things at an 
early period of life, has abandoned 
the world, and is now a Friar of tbe 
Qrdçr of Qur Lady "of Mount Carmel 
at Mantua. Angela Ladrazzoni, 
touched with compunction at the 
frailties of her early life, and disgusted 
with the world, now serves God in a 
monastery of nuns of the Order of 
Giteaux, in the djocese of Limoges in 
France, where she weeps in the silence 
of the cloister over the sorrows she 
caused Dimitrios, and awaits patiently 
the day that will deliver her soul from 
its captivity. Father Gregorio, now a 
venerable man, bent under tbe weight 
of years, still lives in the retirement of 
his monastic home in Spain, and often 
does his memory wander to scenes ol 
long ago, and do familiar facet arise 
before him. He keeps up a loving 
correspondence with his old friend 
Dimitrios, Fortuny, after a life of 
countless vicissitudes, abandoned bis 
wanderings and returned to'hls borne, 
where he died as a true Christian, in 
sentiments of great piety. Morosioi 
and Helena are still among the living, 
united by the sacred ties of matrimony. 
’J’heir happy home is in thé Palazzo 
Morosioi, on the Grand Canal at 
Venice, near the old wooden bridge, 
where, in the future, the fine Rialto 
will span the canal, as by moonlight, 
they fioat in their gondola, while tbe 
soft notes of the mandolin are wafted 
over the waters, they love to relate to 
their little ones the tales of days long 
past, and speak of their Unclc Dimi
trios on the "far-off Island of Rhodes.

All attempts at union with the Latin 
Church have ceased at Constantinople, 
and the wish of old Notarus has been 
verified; the turban of tbe Turk is 
there, and not the Pope’s tiara, Ma
homet II. still reigns ; he is deter
mined to subject Rhodes, and he has 
sworn that he will cut off tbe head of 
the Grand-Master with bis own hind. 
He will fail.
*****

A beautiful day in tbe early part of 
tbe year 1482 is drawing to a close, 
It is nearly thirty years since first we 
met, reader, in the shadow of S . 
Sophia’s Dome at Constantinople ; 
another Byzantine dome reflects tbe 
suffis light upon us this evening, that 
of §t. Mark’s at Venice. Number
less pedestrians stroil about tbe Piazza 
di San Marco before the sacred édifie, 
children amuse themselves feeding 
the flocks of tame pigeons that have 
taken possession of the great square, 
while merchants exhibit their hetro- 
genous wares in the various booths

under the arcades. All seems ani
mated with a common feeling of rest- 
fa! joy at the end of the day’s labor. 
All, did I say ? No ; one solitary in
dividual forms an exception. Bent, 
apparently, under the weight of some 
great sorrow, and leaning upon a staff, 
clad in the garb of a pilgrim, be moves 
sileo'ly onward. Follow him; your 
curiosity is justifiable, for he may in
terest you. Pass with him through 
the narrow streets, cross yonder bridge, 
enter that small church, through the 
doorway of which he passes. Behold ! 
he kneels, his eyes are riveted upon 
some object. Approach nearer. Tw 
marble slabs attract your attention. 
What means this inscription in Greek ? 
On the one to the left I read Eirene, 
on the other, tbe following sentences:

Heie lies all that is mortal of 
Dimitrios Pochas, who fell in 1480, at 
the siege of Rhodes, bravely fighting 
in defence of the faith. May he rest 
in peace !”

A little below 1 read as follows:
1 The bodies of Dimitrios Phocas 

and Irene Diogenes which lie here 
awaiting tbe resurrection, were brought 
from Rhodes by the care of Vincent 
Morosini and his wife Helena, the 
sister of Dimitrios.”

The pilgrim is deeply touched. The 
pallor of the grave spreads Over his 
face, he raises his hand?, he speaks :

“ My God, I have found them ! 
My long life of penance is at an énd. 
Soul of Dimitrios, soul of- Irene, par
don me, from the bosom of eternity 
My God ! I thank Thee, let me now 
depart in peace.”

Lo ! the man falls forward noon 
the cold marble stones, he is motion
less. Approach him, lay your hand 
upon his shoulders, you are .touching 
a corpse.* * * * *

Tbe body of the pilgrim was found 
by the sacristan, and in his bosom lay 
concealed a paper containing the fol
lowing:

“ Over seas and lands have I wan
dered, since, almost miraculously, I 
was rescued from the waves, on that 
awful night. Long has been my pen
ance, bitter were my tears, but a 
God of mercy has been merciful 
to me. I found rest for my soul in 
the bosom of the true faith on the 
tomb of Our Saviour at Jerusalem. 
Ndw, I seek for naught save to dis
cover those whom I have injured, 
and to implore their pardon.”
* 'Morosini and Helena, having heard 
of this sudden death in the Church, 
defrayed the expenses of the funeral. 
The dead man was consigned to the 
earth at the feet of the two whose 
enemy he had been. A simple slab 
marks the place where he rests, bear
ing the single inscription: “ Nicolaus ” 
the name of the one who there awaits 
the Resurrection together with the 
ashes of

Dîmitrios and Irene.

• • • • • • •

«litI ’’MENTHOL U»&Li PLASTER
I hare prescribed Menthol Plaster In a number 

of cases of neuralgic aud rheumatic pains, and 
am very much pleased with the effects and 
pleasantness of its application.—W, H. Caspbn- 
TU, M.D.. Hotel Oxford. Boeton.

I hare used Menthol Plasters In several cases 
•f muscular rheumatism, and And in every case
“ ’ '-----"instant and permanent relief.

.. Washington, D.C. 
lea, Lumbago, Ken- 
in Back or Side, or

Price I Davis A Lawrence Co„ Ltd, 
26c. I Sole Proprietors, Montreal.• • • • sees

An inhabitant of the Scilly Isles has 
recently discovered a singular habit 
in the rats which infest those is 
lands. These rats are very a6un 
daot, even on the uniuhabited and 
desolate islets, and the consequent 
scarcity of their natural food has led 
to a practice which is not common 
among rodents — namely, fishing. 
The individual who communicates 
these facts found one day in their 
nests in tbe downs near the shore a 
number of crabs. In the bottom of 
one burrow on a bed. of damp sea 
weed were sixteen crabs, in anothei 
six, and in others three and four. 
The crabs were of good size and cer 
tainly had not come there of their 
own accord, for all of them had their 
legs bitten off near the body. It 
would seem that the rats were in the 
habit of catching them at low water, 
and bringing them to their nests, 
when, in order to prevent their escape, 
and to avoid being bitten by their 
pincers, they gnawed off their legs. 
Tbe crabs were alive and unquestion
ably were intended as a store of food 
for tbe rats.

Chari— H. Hutching«,

Just Received,
Women’s Shoes, 50 cents, 
Men’s Shoes, 65 cents.

Call and get a pair even if you don’t want them.

GOFF BROTHERS.

Carter’s
“Tested"

To the Clergy
— OF—

PRIN6E EDWARD ISLAND-

are the best. They are 
suitable to the climate 
and soil of P. E. Island, 
and are sold at the Seed- 
store in Charlottetown 
and by leading merchants 
throughout the Province.

Always ask for CAR
TER’S SEEDS and
take no other.

GEO, CARTER 4 CO,

We have a fine assortment of Soutane Goods, which we 
will make up in good style at short notice. We guarantee a 
perfect fit and finish in every case. Prices ranging from

$13 to $20.
MOST OF

OUR SPRUNG CLOTHS
—IN—

Suitings, Trouserings | Overcoatings,
Have arrived, and have struck”within the circle of popular

favor.

Shrewd buyers are investing with us. Our prices are 
right. We guarantee the best values in the market. Call 
and examine our stock.

L

SlClC-^adk

Headache
CURED PERMANENTLY

Can Read 
And Write

Then write ua at once 

for quotations on all 

kinds of

Furniture !
We can furnish you from 

garret to cellar for Less 

Money than any other 

firm in the trade on 

P. E. Island.

JOHN NEWSON
June 12, 1895—6m

Boots# Shoes
;remembeb the

OLD
RELIABLE

SHOE
STORE

when yon went a pair of Shoes.
OurJ Prices are the lowest In town.

A. E. MeEAOHEM,
THE SHOE MAN, 

Queen Street.'

John MacLeod & Co.
r' March 4, 1896.

for the tired washerwoman.
Guaranteed to save her nerves and stop that 

•tired feeling." ,
Aqua ad lib.

Savon en masse.
1 Tub 

a Pails
of Indurated Flbreware E. B. EDDY’S make: 
(Light, unleakeable and durable)

DIRECTIONS :

Use every washday.

WHOLESALE I
Zinc,
Glass,
Bar Iron,
Cut Nails,
Horse Nails,
Clinch Nails,
Horse Shoes,
Sleigh Shoe Steel, 
Disstorfs Circular Saws, 
Disston’s Cross tiut Saws.

-:o:-

Agents Mb GeleDratea American WlaM Ranges.
-:0:-

FENNELL 6 CHANDLER.
Charlottetown, Jan. 8, 1896.

AyeFsPills 1^3
strawbeRF II was troubled a long time with sick 

headache. It was usually accompanied 
with severe pains in the temples# a sense 
of fullness and tenderness in one eye, a 
bad taste in my mouth, tongue coated, 
hands and feet cold, and sickness at the 
stomach. I tried a good many remedies 
recommended for this complaint: but it 
was not until I

Began Taking 
Ayer’s Pills

that I received anything like perms* 
nent benefit A single box of these pills 
did the work for me, and I am now tree
Îrom headaches, and a weir than,*’" 

H. Hutchings, East Auburn, Me

AYERS PILLS
Awarded Medal at World's Fair

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla is the Best,

zis COL/C 

diarrhoea
s£^oShtsI
cSren^adults

HON. MR-FERGUSON'S
MEETINGS.

Murray Harbor South Hall, Wednesday, 
13th May, at 7 p, m.

Snmmerside, Friday, 15tb.
Crapaud Hall, Saturday, 16th, at 7 p.m. 
Bradalbane Hall, Monday, 18th, at 7 

p. m.
Stanley Bridge Hall, Tuesday, 19tb, at

7 P- m-
Morell Hall, Wednesday, 20tl* at 7 p. m. 
Sourie, St. Patrick’s Hall, Thursday, 

21st, at 2 p. in. •
Dundee, Friday, 22nd, at 7 p. m. 
O’Leary Station, Monday, 25th, at 7 

p. m.
Alberton, Tuesday, 26tb, at 7 p. m. 
Tignieh, Wednesday, 27th, at 7 p. m- 

By order of Committee.
May 13.

FOR SALE
OR TO LET.

The large Three-Story Brick House 
on Dorchester Street, near Queen St., 
containing fifteen rooms, with shop 
aud office. The building is in good 
repair, has double windows, iron 
shutters and a good dry cellar ; also 
good stables. A good opportunity is 
now offered to any person who wants 
to eitner rent or purchase, on easy 
terms, a first-class dwelling and busi
ness stand. For further particulars 
apply on the premises, or to

MRS. OWEN CONNOLLY, 
Connolly House, Dundas Esplanade, 

May 6, iSgb-^ji

NEW SERIES!

Calendar for
moon’s chanI 

Last Quarter, 4th day, ll| 
New Moon, 12th dayr 
First Quarter, 20th day,! 
Fall Moon, 26th day, 5h.,l

D Bay of San San ,Thk

U Week. rise* Sets Rises

h m h m
1 Fri 4 51 7 3 mom
2 Sat -* 48 5 0 31
3 Sun 48 6 1 *
4 46 1 31
5 Tues 45 8 1 5i
6 Wed 43 10 2 11
7 Thur 42 11 2 2<
8 Fri 40 12 2 41
9 Sat 39 13 2 57

10 Nun 38 15 3 U
11 Mon 37 16 3 35
It Toes 35 17 4 0
13 Wed 34 18 4 34
H Thur 33 19 5 16
10 [Fri 32 20 6 11
16 Sat 31 22 7 M
17 San 23 8 2Ï
18 \fon 28 24 9 43
19 Tues 27 25 10 59
20 Wed 26 26 aft 16
21 Thur 24 27 1 34
2i Fri 23 29 2 51
23 Sat 23 30 4 14
24 San 22 31 5 36
25 Mon 21 32 6 58
86 Tues '20 33 8 17
,7! Wed 20 34 9 25
28' Thur 19 35 10 20
29 i-ri 18 36| 11 2
30 Sat
31 «uu

4 It SfTl 32 
3§l 11 56

x'i/z

Don’t neglect 
Lost sight is irrel 
A dentist can repli 
tooth with àn artil 
which may pass for 
of nature, but 'no 
restore the eye once 
to its normal statj 
your eyes from 
taxed by using sj 
relieve and strengtl 
We can fit almost- 
with the lens requid 
the sight and sparq 
nerves. Parties ir 
country can have 
tested at their ot 
sufficient notice is 
our store

E W TA1
■ i

CAMERON BI

Commerci
.C<

THE PRINCE EDWi 
Commercial College and I 
stitntion is now open. Y| 
women désirons of acquir 
Education should embra
tnnity-

Subjects taught Include I 
Commercial Arithmetic! 
Law, Bnsiness and Lega 
ness Correspondence, 
Shorthand and Typewrit!

Students admitted at i 
We guarantee attentio

S.F.

Box 242, Charlo 
Oct 23,1895—3m.

Grateful—Coi

Epps’s
BREAKFAST-

**lRy » thorough* 1 
natural laws which gove 
of digestion and nutritio 
ful application of the 
well-eelected Cocoa, Mr. 
ed for our breakfast and i 
flavored beverage which i 
doctors’ bills. It is by 
of such articles of diet t 
may be gradually built I 
enough to resist every te-1 
Hundreds of subtle mall 
aroundwe.^eady to attac 
Is a weak point. We mafl 
fatal shaft by keeping ou 
fled with pure blend 
nourished frame.”—C

Made simply with boil 
Sold only in packets by 
thus î

JAMES EPPS & Co., :
Chemists, Londo

FOR
THE Subscriber 

undermentioned prop
-AT-

Elliott Tale]
three miles from Peak 
dwelling honae and i 
repair. This stand i 
uated in a thriving i 
excellently adapted 
ora mechanic.

For farther partie

Elliott Vale, May 1


