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Of some poor pligrim into dust returning !
Saint Raphael! him bast surely guided
home

To where Iife's journey ended at death's
ﬂt

Qixt guide us pligrims, too, who blindly

Amid life’s ruins, to our home tmmortal !

CHAPTER IV—{CoNmINUED.]
Ob, the anguish of that moment was
truly great to the repentant Edmund;

pesce and consolation. Rising from
off the low bed, he threw himself at
Pather Bruno's feet and sobbed out :

* Father, I have sinned agsinst heaven
and against thee, and I am not worthy
to be called thy sou.’

The sagelio fase of the white-robed
Bruno shone with s radisnce as of
heaven. Tears of joy coursed down
fhis pale countenanoce, and placiag his
arms d his kneeling brother he
liked him from the ground and re-
pisced him on the bed.

‘ Dear hrother in our Lord,’ he ex-
clalmed, ‘do mot grieve so bitterly.
Our loving Lord and Master has wat-
ohed over thee, His strayed sheep.
Thou shalt be washed in the blood of
that spotless victim by Absolution, sad
thou shalt die, robed in the white habit
of our'gleriohs Futher St. Brumo, pure
and spotiess in soul and body. Stay
in pesce, while I go and bring thee
some one whom thou wouldst be glad
t0 see.’

Bruno's existence
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saved,
The
the letter seemed to give Father Bruno
new strength for a time, and he was
again able to resume his daily music ia
the church, But well the monks saw
that his health was indeed failing. and
that be was not long to be left amongst
them. Day by day he grew more
ethereal, and his playing became more
angelio.

&
;
i

playing as usual for a short time, when
suddenly lifting up bis voice in song,
be sang & spleadid * Ave Maria.” His
brethren bad never heard him sing
before, snd they took the beautiful
notes as » token of his approsching
death.

After completing the ‘ Ave Maris’
he burst forth, on the organ, into

mn of iriumph, and ss the lagt note
died gway, the tall figure swayed and
foll back jn 5 dead faint. He was
carried out of the ehoir by his sorrow-
ing brothers in religicn, and laid oo
the very bed which had been the death
oouch of Father Edmund, He soon re-
covered and looking st the weeplig
monks that were grouped sround him
he sud:

‘My beloved in God, I am goiog
from amoogst you, but mot yet. My
bour is marked by the fiager of my
Master, butit is not now that it will
strike. I will depart from your midet
when you will be all assembled in the
choir, Weep not when I go, for oh!
bow I long to eee Him who posseses
and always did possess my heart. It
was but & small gifs, but, small as it
d, He, my Master, took it with

So saying be left Al der's side,
and returned in » fow fnstants with a
mounk, who was closely cowled. Onoce
beside the bed Father Bruno's com-
penion threw back the hood, and lo!
Alexinder sees the face of Father Cyril,
whom we bave known as the Duke de
Bretelles.

‘You!" exclaims the prince. ‘ You,
Father Cyrill But how did you escape
from—from——P

Jdeve the painful remembrance of
4hat dreadful night eame back vividly
¢o the memory of the agitated noble,
and Father Bruno bastened to calm his
emotion, saying:

*Yes, dear brother, by the help of
God we escaped, but do wot think of
all that; rather rejoice with us that
gou bave been spared to see that your
sin was not so black as it might have
besn. You feel worse’ be exslaimed,
sseing the deathly pallor that was
now spreading over Alexander's face.
! Brother, you have just time to make
gour peace with God, for I feel that
gou will oot live to hear midnight
#trike. Whom will you that I send to
you to hear your confession

“Xou! you! Father,’ gasped the fast.
sinking Edmund. ¢ Bat will not Father
Oyril bless me before he goes?”

’Yea, surely will I, dear Brother
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sweet condecension. Ab, my beloved,
bow blessed a thing it is to comsecrate
one’s eutire life to that loying Lord's
service! You may suffer in your soul.
You mav feel discouraged st the
thought that perhaps you are doing no
good to others because you see not the
fruits of your prayers. You may feel
s great dereliction clouding your
spirit with a sense of worthlessness
and despair; but, ob, beloved, in pity
do not give way to these templations,
for they are nought else; fight to the
end, and the barder the conflict here,
the sweeter will the consolations be
hereafter. Pray, beloved, and oh,
bave s great confidence in and devo-
tion for Our Lord in the Most Blessed
Sacrasment.’

He oecased, exhausted, and the
mooks, who bad remained motionless,
listening with bated breath to the
flow of divine eloguence that came
from his lips, seemed to rouse them-
selves from s rapture of love fowards
the God of their bearts, inspired by
the burping words of Mis boly
servant.

He, on his side, did not appear to
even remember what bad passed, bat,
quietly putting up his cowl, he left the
room. )

About a month after the preceding
occurrence Father Bruno was asked
for in the guest hall.

When he enternd the great room,
shat was strangely like the ope at the

amongst the party who had come to
soe hum there was ome who felt & sharp
pain of mingled sorrow and joy st
reading the signs of his early fading,

§
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| thas, of
R
g evise-

od by Father sesing him
alive, récalled Bim to the fact of bis
sapposed death. Accordingly be sent
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spired player passed from the glorious
snd joyful symphony he bad been
playing to the weird and lovely music
of the “ Dies Irss.’ Ah! bow the notes
thrilled and sighed in sweet melody;
and how it dies away and then seems
to awaken again, ns if loth to depart,
Bat, hark! The organ has sobbed out
one last melanoholy chord, and then—
silence!” Ab, hehold! the figure at the
organ has fallen forward over the keys
os if in farewell. The monks hurry
from their stalls and raise bim up.

¥es, rajge him from the instrument
be loved so well, and pherigh up in your
memory the sounds you bave heard.
You will bear them never again flow
out in musical waves under the saintly
fingers of Father Brano, because be is
dead!

Reverently and lovingly they bear
him ont and lay bjm on the humble
paliet in his coll. They wateh around
all the night, chanting the Office of the
Dead, and the following morning at
dawn they bring him beck to the
cburch, where the remains were laid
out before the bigh altar. The hands
are opossed over a Orucifix, and »
rosary is twined around them. The
lovely face I8 exposed to view, with the
cow! forming sm ivory-hued back-
ground. As alabaster are the still,

hiseled # anda gely beau-
tifal smile is lingering on the cold,
lifeless mouth. A sweet perfume fills
the old ehurch, and all those who touch
their rosary againet his seem $o obtain
& breath of the sweet odor that clings
to the things thus touched. All day
long is the vast church filling and re-
filling with mourners, come to pay the
last tribute of loying homage. The
wreaths and crosses of natural flowers
simply hide the marble pavement
sround the oatafaique, and the bun-
dreds of tapers burning form an im-
mense illumination that daszles the
eyes of the throngs who are pouring
into the sacred edifice.

At last the saintly countenance Is
hidden from view. Th ds follow

aa hour and s balf, in the reading—or

ol of the larg lame.
For instance I take this,’ and he took a
volume from the shell. *‘No,’ looking
at the title, * this is hardly the proper
book to illastrate it with. This s
Oarlyle; he has to be read; every
word, He ls one of the few authors
who eannot be read s I have desoribed.
You must read every word, and well it
pays you for the time. Bat it s

d | only such a rugged and extrsordinary
| writer that it is necessary to read that

way. All those thousands of books,
with smooth, essy-running sentences,
they are all alike, and you don't want
to waste time on the language: you
want to seize’on to the souljand devour
it in an ingtant, Like this now,” and
he reached another book (not Carlyle),
and went down the pages one after
another, as an expert accountant would
go dowa a column of figures. * Nothing
there I want, nor there, nor there.’
Then ionally striking hing
to the point, and getting the thought
in an instant.

‘ Many people,’ Mr, Spoffard weat on,
‘have the time-wasting habit of pro-
vouncing ‘every wqrd in their mind,
and noticing every pause and punctus-
tion ss they go along, as if reading
aloud. All these words and sentences,
with the sod p
tion—the commas, the ocolons, the
semicolons, the periods and the para-
graphs—are ogly the signs to be fol-
lowed but not to be recorded In the
mind. The mind must take note of
the thought only. Many readers, per-
haps most readers, chuck Lhelr heads
up with commas and colons instead of
thoughts.’

‘ Can you estimate how many books
you have read ' asked ghe reporter,

*Oh, I could aot begin to make an
estimate. That is, of the books I have
read in this way. As to reading, as I
would read Carlyle, they are compara-
tively fow, There are hundreds of
young Iadies in Washington who have
vead more books $han I have. Many—
very many—read as many as twelve
books every week. I do not begin to
read the number of books they do. I
doa’t see how they get through them.'

‘It is said,’ suggested the reporter,
‘that you know every book in the
library.'

*Io a general way. 1 know where to
find every book, its size and general
appearance, and its subject matter. 1
could not tell you the conteats of the
books, but merely what they are aboat

There are some six hundred thoasand

2talinati
L2

the bumble son of St. Bruno to the
tomb; even royalty comes to pay its
tribute of regret and admiration, and it
socems a8 if God wished to homor in
death the wortal remains of His loving
servant. Sweet music resounded in
the air during the whole time of the
funeral corfege, and even when the
earth was pressed down over the grave
the spgello oboirs continued their
heavenly coacert.

Father Bruno is dead indeed, but be
is not forgotten, and his name is held
in loving brance by a )
number of souls. A strange sight was
witpegse] at Jumiege, on the site of
the old abbey, the very day of Father
Bruno's death over at Seville,

While the peasants were praying as
usual in the evening,they heard sweeter
strains of music than had ever before
stirred tha plage where the church had
stood; they saw foating in the alr a

ged in forty-four sub-
divisions, which are again subdivided.
I have the library arranged according
to what I conceived to be the common-
sonse plas. The books are arranged
Ipbabetieally by subj The fiotion
only by suthors. You are now in the
aloove containing biographies of Eag-
lishmen. The alcoves are arranged
salphabetically by subjects, and the
books within arranged in their alpha-
betieal order. For |ustance, take
Oromwell; all the biographies of
Cromwell are together, and next is an-
other ‘C, progressively. Suppose
some one wanis a certain work on
finance. I know it is in that alcove up
there. !Ino' what book it is, by as-
sociation, and just where it is. Bat
that alcove is overflowed and the
books are all piled up on the floor and
along there in front. Sappose they
ssk for a book of comparativaly recent
date. | know It is not on the shelves,

y form attired in the Carth
babit. After remamning a fow minutes
the figure seemed to lift its hands in
benediotion over the spot, and disap-
peared in the midst of the swest music,
which was never beard again,

Little remains now to tell. Father
Cyril only survived his friend, Father
Bruno, a few years, and then departed
this life in the midst of the prayers of
his brethren at Seville,

Agnesa, the sweet Dominicaness,

they were filled long before
its publication. So It must bein that
pile somewhere. I know the size of
the book and its appearance; I can
recognise it; for it passed through my
hands to get into the library. For the
past twenty years every book that has
eome into the I has

a7 bands ted T romenbe b ITs

goneral way I know its size and ap-
pearance, and about what is in it
Any of them you mention I will re-

verified the saintly ician’s prophecy
concerning ber short time of probation
on this easth. Byt three days after his
funeral she was visiting some poor
people In a low part of the Spanish
city, and & maligunant fever that was

it, and what it is like, It ie
of the mind by

‘ How nbo-. t foding quotations?’

asked the rgporter.

* Wel, if » member wants to use a

quotation that is not in ‘ familiar quo-

all »
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in » general'way what it is—a fow of

the worde—or what its about and the
metre. I may be sbie to tell its
sound who the suthor s, and I osn

form sn idea
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Absolutely Pure.

-;:th-nula with the mal-
Sdramapes
L)
Rovas Baxine Powsss Oo.,
Wall 8¢, 6N,

Day and Night
During an scute attack of Bromchitis, a
ceaseless tickling in the throat, and an
exhausting, dry, hacking cough, afflict
the sufferer. Sleep is banished, and great
prostration follows. This discase Is also

ded with H and i
Loss of Volice. It Is lable to become
chroale, fuvolve the lungs, and terminste
fatally. Ayer's Cherry Pectoral affords
speedy relief and cure in cases of Broo-
chitls. It controls the disposition to
cough, and induces refreshing sleep,

I have been a practicing physician for
twenty-four years, and, for the past
twelve, have suffcred from annual attacks
of Bronchitls. After e all the
usual remedies

Without Relief,

I tried Ayer's Cherry Pectoral, It helped
immedistely, sud effected a speedy
cun—o.swvn‘l.lb.,m,lh.
Ayer's Cherry Pectoral is decidedly the
best remedy, within my know , for
chronic Bronchitis, and all lung discases.
— M. A. Rust, M. D., South Me.
Ik}". ’uucked. last winter, with a severe
Cold, which, from exposure, W Worse
and finally settled on my ﬂx'nz-. By
night sweats 1 was reduced almost to &
skeleton, My Cough was incessant, and 1
frequently spit blood. My physician told
me to give up business, or 1 would not
live s month. ~ After taking various reme-
dies without relief, I was

Cured By Using
two bottles of Ayer's Cherry Pectoral. 1
am now in perfect health, and able to
resume business, after having been pro-
nounced incurable with Consumption. —
8, P, Henderson, Saulsburgh, Penn.

For years I was in s decline.
weak lungs, and suffered from Brouchitis
and Catarrh.  Ayer's Cherry Pectoral re-
;(’urvd ‘lu.- to .I.dl' hmn fur'n

ng time comparatively v .. n
case of a sudden cold I always resort to
the Pectoral, and Iulnli“:r«ay relief. —
Edward E. Curtis, Ruf , V.

Two rem .ﬁ I suffered from a severe
Rrouchitis, The physician sttending me
became fearful that the disease would ter-
winate in Pneumonis. After trying vari-
ous medicines, without benefit, he finally
prescribed Ayer's Cherry Pectoral, whic
relieved me at once. 1 continued to take
this medicine a short time, and was cured.
— Ernest Colton, Logansport, Iud

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral,
ATy e Dravioa. “Price o1 s vottion- 88

W. R. Watson, Chariotielown, Wholesale Ageat.

Burdock
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BITTERS.

WILL CURE OR RELIEVE
posss  pEen

,':W*ﬁ S
ACI

SALT o, oyl STOMACH,
HEADACHE " OF THE SKIN,

And every species of disease arisii
‘
STOMACH, BOWELS Ok BLOGD. J

T. MILBURN & (0. ™ 3oiouzo

TAKE NOTICE.

RETAILS AT

32 CENTS PER POUND,
2 CENTS PER OUNCE,

in 2§, 5 and 10 ounce packages.
ALWAYS RELIABLE.

Syrup Jugs,
Bisouit Boxes,
Cups, Mugs,
Spoons,
Napkin Rings, &e.

For Sale Good and Cheap by

E W.TAYLOR,

CAMERON BLOCK.
February 2, 1887—1y

HALLO! HALLO !

Farmers, Look Here !

TBB undersigned, viewing the pro-
priety of encouraging the Farmers
to manufacture their own Cloth, thue
causing them to realige the best results
from the product of their flocks, bas
concluded to reduce the price of dyeing
and dressing Cloth to the following
rates ;

Full Dressing Black Oloth down to
10 cents per yard ; Full Dressing Grey
Cloth down to 7 cents'per yard ; dyein,

Wool and Yarn, to 4 cents per ponJ
and » proportionate reduction on all
kinds of work in the Cloth Department
He would also asnounce that the
Carding Mill is being clothed with new
Cards, the best the market can afford,
which will enable him to tarn out su-
perior work. Good Oil always on hand
at lowest prices.

And he takes this opportunity of
thanking his numerous customers for
the very liberal patronage extended to
him for the last three years, and trusts
that, by recent important additions wo
the machinery of the Mills, together
with strict attention to business, to
merit a continuance of the same;

P. MUNN, Pmrun.
Roseneath Mills, June 29, 1887—3m

TOBACCO.

, T. B, RILEY,
March 2, 10871y

WHY THE

]
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the goods.

of Navigation.

« PUTTNER'S EMU

Sept. 7, 1887.

ENTLEMEN,—I you
your excellent EMULSION OF COD LIVER OIL. It bas proved
such & valusble remedy in all cases of Pul

*| building up the constitution of our little ones, many of
in & very weak and debilitated state, we have come to think that we
cannot do without a supply of PUTTNER'S EMULSION in our home.
We have no trouble in getting the
ask, and sometimes ery. for it.
Halifax, N. 8, Dec. 23, 1886,

LSION is sold by all wholesale and retail Druggists
Py BROWN BEOTHERS & 00,
Proprietors, Halifax, N. 8 -
Prince Edward Island Railway.
SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. l.'.
o e SO

t the Domin

12,000 Yards, Extra Value,
SELLING ONEAP FOR OASM,
AT THE

LONDON EOUSA.

8,000 Yard; of Flannel,

SCARLET, GREY, WHITE AND NAVY.

HARRIS & STEWART,

SUCCESSORS TO GEO. DAVIES & CO.
Charlottetown, Sept. 7, 1887.

HOUSEKEEPERS & OTHERS ABOUT 70 FURNISH,
Should See Our Magnificent Stock.

CARPETS AND OILCLOTHS

IN THE PROVINCE.

20!

10

TPITL 000F—SPNsiM puv spea

Our facilities for getting all classes of merchandize at
the closest prices, enables us te give customers the best value.
An inspection will convince that our prices, quality
considered, are below others who are everlastingly adver.
tising reduced prices, and even then cannot get clear of

Mz. PatoN is now buying large stocks in England to
fill up again for Fall and

JAMES PATON & C0.

MARKET SQUARE.
Charlottetown, Aug. 10, 1887,

SEEDS, FARM & GARDEN,

ALL KINDS.

nter.

Building Material.
ROOM PAPERING,

IN HUNDREDS OF NEW & BEAUTIFUL DESIGNS.

in have to ask

Our Low Prices tell every time. These~will be
continued and made still lower in some lines DURING
THIS MONTH, to clear our shelves, so as to make room for
8pring Importations, which will begin to arrive on opening

REUBEN TUPLIN & CO.

London House, Kensington, April 13, 1887.

Mothers Should Read This.

to send us some more of
com ts, and for
come to us
ohildren to take it; in faot they often

MRS L. E. SNOW,
Matron Infant's Home.

Ml:l”f.lm

TRAINS FOR TRE WEST,
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SEWIl
MACHI
AT A BAR(

NE first-class RAY.
ING MACHINE, ne
wecond-band sale

at the
Apply sinAL

MoLEAN, LL.B.,
A- AMSE'C MoDONAL

Money to loan on Real
rates of interest.
September 22, 1886—1)

North British and
FIRE AND

ISURANGE O

EDINBURGH ANN
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