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When we fall or F sy
8o we walt the wl ' 3
Trasting, patient, L.
As »

For greas Christmas’ dawning,
“Thy sweet smile is for us still,

hemeward wsnding,
the song unending.

Wave the bapner ! Jesva's love
nh%;
Floats triumphast o'er va.

Typs of Truth up-bear the light,
Fail we not to falter.

Untfi Faith gjves plice to fight
At the Lamb'shigh altar. Awmen.
L e —— ——

‘THE SUPPER OF ST- GREGORY.

© A s for Rowun guides 1o toll b

To caveloss, sight-worn sravellers still,
Who pause before (le nacrow cell

Of ity og the Caslian Mill
0:: day before the monk's_door came

A heggar, stretching empty palms,

7 o e M g

wgle 2 2gh -
Asd the monk answered : “All I bavy

" Ot Him who is thy Lord and mime.”

A'grave,

Ll whe o Ut o,
Or Ho on whom the Chaldeans gased,

Whese form: was as the Son of Ged .
“Know'st thou,” he maid, “thy gift otold?”

And in the hand be lifted up
The Poutiff marvelled to behold

Once more his mother's silver cup.
“Thy prayers and .b Bave risen, and
. of heaven.

whem
be given.”

Ho spoke and vanished. Gregory fell,

With his twelve guests in mute accord,
Prone on their faces, knowing well

T heir eyes 6f flesh had seen the Lord.
The old-time legend is not vain ;

Nervaia thy art, Verona's Paul,
Talling it o'er and o'er again

On gray Vicessa's frescoed wall.
8¢dll, wheresoever pity shares
hh—d'ﬂ-m.ﬁnl%
And ops

Usheard, bokis vbr sase are a8Il;
Unseen, hecause our eyes are dim,
And all guod deeds are done to Him.

Mibare Dt Mool

Mu:tf-nh_p dbe Mnd A whoey 1

of the Crusades,
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bearth—ous -hearth, sweet
truly we are so pledged, are

n, and, as_the ladies left the
IFenuruly had time for ‘Fare-
well'—yes, a hurried hand-pressure

/jandl isewell I For e next morning

h.l-y.hll excitement,

,muzu
“Jand Enights departed early ; and,

wg,-.-dl de W’mﬂ:c J

of an old friend of her father. Noble,
hi h ble, with an
heart and high sims—and
some of these qualities were by no
mweans common among the Norman

It never

CHAPTER IL

And the years went by—two, three,
five  Sill

hoped on;
ly cied out, leaving a grave in her
teart. Calmily wnd sadly she thought
of bim as dead, and instead of pray-
ing or his return, found herself sup-
plicating tor the repose of his soul.
Several times had her hand been
sou; ht ; but she had ever shown such
a dislike of marriage that her mother,
dee:ning from her frequent visits to
the chapel, from her thoughtful and
saintly ways, that she looked to the
convent as her haven of love and
peace, did not urge it; and Sir
Rolind, who had intense respect for
his wife, yielded to her representa
tions, though he occasionally brought
a vivid blush to his daughter’s cheek
by » word or a hint about her long
maidenhood.

But now the gentle Lady de
Montespan was . anxious to have
Maigaret's desire expressed in words.
As o mother, she shrank from part-
ing with a beloved child; but, asa
Catholic, she dared not place herself
between her and her consecration to
God.

One moming, when they were at
their broidery f , Marg;
unc msciously paused, and looking
up, her mother saw Ler eyes wistfully

d 1 ds the distant convent,

Marzaret knew all this. She knew
Sit Rolaod's pride and ambiton ;
she knew of Edward's poverty, and
yet—. Ah, love s sosicalthy. He
creeps in quite uokuown to the
owners of his vicums' hearts, and be-
forc they are aware of his presence,

that when the time came for Edward
de Faulkner to take the arms and
oame of a kpight and masch to the
Orusade, Matgaret was: astonished to
find herself clinging with all toe love
of her young beart to him and weep-
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ing a thousabd glin-

tar and wherpacie
the rich east window. The
lamps shone like sparks of

SR

eve of his knighthood, the last night
—r’llvhm;u‘ -
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where it stood on the hillside shaded
by noble trees, as if the whisperings
of nature alone were allowed 1o inter-
minglewith its holy quiet. The thin
wreath of smoke rising from amid
the foliage, seemed an emblem of
the peaccful and bheavenward happi-

-| ness and pnnr within.
O

Laidy de Montespan watched ber
in s'lence a moment or two. |

“ Margaret, my child, (at the gound
of ber mother's voice the ‘maiden
started, and a quick flush overspread
her features) bast thou a lave for
yondér convent, that thine éyes are
30 often turned towards it "
“ft.js a holy life, sweet mother,”

-| she i

“Truly, ty child; and thy.con-
stant dislike of suitors had ledl me
to—to—" She paused, her woice
trembled, and tears started to her

crossed ever, knelt dowa,
and kissed her mother's band.
“Nay, dearest mother, _that life is
notforme. 1 was but thinking of
our cousin Agnes, the abbess, and
of the fulness and beauty of her life.
In sooth, to speak with heris o be
holieg for a season.”

Lady de Montespan started with a
mingled sensation of surprise and
relief. This, then, was not the goal
of Margaret's hopes, if she had;in-
deed; any hopes, for of suitors would
she  bave none either. Soon
spoke again, determined, if possible,
to fathom the mystery.

“Then, my Margaret, must we
needs find thee a fit companion for
thy tife.. But thou hast been ever so
coy that,if we hasten not betimes,
the flower of thy life will be withered
ere thy band be béstowed, Ifthou

:|eyes.

Jove—"
Margaret stopped her with a
frightened and beseeching look.
“ Ask me not, ask me not |” she

» | exclaimed hurriedly; then sofily and
‘continned

soothingly : > Pardon me,
mother.
R o o
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toman. There is none that
[ love upor earth.”

loved and’

self to ,her
agreed that it wes strange such loveli-

couldst have found it in thy heart to|

her| “‘what of her ?”

;| for my
. |get me if gver I iell strangers all |

alone with her own thoughts. The

frame was :
ight

omnicus and dark with fears, A
quiet life in the old castle with its
romantic

Jbad done much to
5 g 3 of

of union with any one but her beloved

Edward was the bitterness of death to
our hergine. Nevertheless, she was
assured that nothi

s wild chase towards the castle.

An old servitor was s008 upon them
from another direction. De Faulkner
watched them over the draw-bridge,
balf hidden from his view in foliage
His cheek was blanched ; his gaze
fascinated—were they hers? So
terribly was every sense absorbed in
that one fear, that he heard not a soft
sep across the m sward. A
lady was walking swiftly towards the
spot where he stood ; but she hesi-
tated when she caught sight of the
knight and seemed inclined to tumn |
in another direction. Changing ber

conscientiously

remained for ber but obedience to her
parents, and could only pray for
strength. And, now, a series of
festivities was devised to rouse Mar-
geret into gaicty. Many a tourna-
ment, also, was graccd by her swee
presence. But gven the prowess ol
knighthood—so powerful a stimulus

in that chivalric age—was unable to

m with more than a passing
nt. Yet she was so gentle,

obedient, so sweet that neither her
moiber nor Sir. Roland could find a

single tangible fault with her.
The twelve months’ respite was
drawing to a close, when a sudden

and fatal illness seized the Lady of

the Castle. No more was said about
Margaret's marriage ; it seewmed clear-
ly her duty totake, as far as possible,
her beloved mother’s place, and to
soften the grief of Sir Roland.
‘Ferrible was the blow to her also.
But the knife of bitter griet had been
plunged into her heart before, and
lo! it had discovered a well of sweet-
ness and sympathy and patience that,
now occasion offered, made her a
meet comforter for her father, and a
entle and true mistreés and bene-
actress of all under her rulé. Trials
are blessings or curses according as
we receive or reject them.

CHAPTER IIL

Years passed; Sir Roland died in
battle; a nephew had taken his place
in the Castle, whose two motherless
children were the special solictude of
“Cousin Margaret.” The simple
peasantry, in whose hearts she was
shrined, told many stories and sur-
mised many reasons why she was
still “Mistress Margaret.” Some
said she had made a vow of maiden-
hood ; others that she had been
warned in a vision to marry a certain
Knight and would not marry another ;
and others again that she had re-
mained single to minister to her
father, and later had sacrificed her-
little cousins. But -all

vess had not made her a bride long

ago.

One day, when summer was ripen-

ing into dutumn; when the hedges
shone with the red fruit of the rose ;
when the fields were heavy with their
wealth of golden grain and the trees
were resplendent in their farewell
robes of ciimson and gold, a solitary
horseman rode slowly towards the
castle.
by the style of his dress. But his
armor was rusly and dented; his
cloak was threadbare; and his face
worn and anxious.
a peasant who happ:zned to be work-
ing in one of the ficlds and accosted
bim.

A knight he seemed to be

He came across

“A fine castle, my good friend!

she | Canst thou tell me what knight or
noble is its lord 7"

“Tis the

“ Marry, that can .

young Lord Fitzhugh.” Then, gaziog
curiously om the shabby accuutre-
ments of the rider, * Sir Kight, thou
must be a stranger in these parts ”

“ Fitzhugh— Fitzhugh " murmur-

ed the knight questioningly.

“ Aye, Fiigzhugh,” interrupted the

man, “the nephew of our good Lord

Roland de Montespan.”
The kuight started painfully. ““Aye,
I knew Sir Roland once—many

years ago. Canst thou tell me, good

fellow, aught of him and his family,
Methinks he had a daughter ?”

‘1 He died some six years since,
and my lady long before him."

“ But bis daughter—his daughter ?"

ioned the h , impatiently,

“ Oh, aye,"” responded the peasant-
getting surely, and looking with ill,
isguised his |

® pt at oga-
, “and who be thee, I'd like to
know. to' ask with such mighty
renlulneu about his  daughter?

t, an' you are minded to know,
she's at the castle, and a right noble
lady she is!”

The knight turned rapidly, put
:;m 10 5- horse and p{loped

“wi
him !

, saints help us, what's in
¢'s gone, and never a groat
ins. ‘May 8t, Anthony for-

off towards the road. :
But the knight, suddenly reined
in his steed, and passed his mailed

wind, however, and smiling at what
she deemed a toolish fear, struck also
by the d(jt‘t‘td attitude of the horse-
mar, she advanced.

“Sir Knight, methinks rest is thy
nced. 1f | may offer the hospitality
of yon castle, say so; and all its best
1s at thy service.”

What was there_in that voice that
made the knight turn so_suddenly ?
It was the voice he had carried in
his heart for twenty long ycars
Mechanically be held out his arms
For one moment the lady started and
drew herself up with digmty not un-
mixed with fear, and the deep flush
that dyed her cheek recalled her youth
The next, some impulse moved her to
scan his face. She looked with doubt
and uncertdinty into his eyes, a new-
born hope leapt in her heart—there
was a look that she remembered there
As for her lover, he had forgotten all
but the Margaret of long ago, and a
wild longing took possession of him to
clasp her once more. * Margaret,”
he saidina low voice of passionate
appeal, “itis I,—come!" And she
came ; the last time was twenty years
before. It is 1—oh, sweet, instinc-
tive certainty of love! There was
but one “1” for her in the world.

let us draw a veil over these
moments. After all, words are but
clumsy iuterpreters of feeling; and
the more solemn, the more sacred,

more inadequate the speech. At
last, a fulness of supreme rest succeed.
ed to the rapture of the re-union-
And as the sun was casting its last
rays over the earth Margaret, leaning
on de Faulkner's arm, entered the
castle.
“ My own,” said he, as he paused
on the threshold, ‘‘this is a hundred
fold return for the heats of the
Arablan desert, aye, for a Moham-
medan dungeon and years of longing.
The thought of thee has guarded me
from the sins of the East, even as the
jon of thee will be my shield
,mm time to time,”
May God grant it " was the low
reply, as Margaret glanced upward
with tearful and grateful eyes.

Blank books, bill heads ads and receip
orms in the oest style, printed at the
Herald Office

Farm for Sale.

HE subscribers offer for sale the
Farm formerly occupied by the late

Patrick Trainor, at Fort Augustus.

The Farm contains about 105 acres,

the greater part of which u under cal-
tivation and in g 'od condition.

It is well located for procuring manure
avd for shipping

here is & gcod Dwelling Horse and
first-class Outbuildings onthe premises.
Terms easy.

ted this 27th day of August, 1501

McLEOD, MORSON & McQUARRIE.,
Sept. 2, 1891.—2m

the more absorbing the feeling, the|

Our Worsted & Tweed Suits

ever offered in
are (he cheagie oty

We are always happy to wall on cus
tomers.

A. J. MURPHY.

May 18, 19l

DR. FUWLERS
X T:0F ¢

i CWILD
TRAWBERRY
_“CURES
HOLERA
holera Morbus
L1 Cad-
RAMPS

IARRH(EA
YSENTERY

AND ALL SUMMER COMPLAINTS
AND FLUXES OF THE. BOWELS
IT IS SAFE AND RELIABLE FOR
CHILDREN OR ADULTS.

-
CURE

Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles nci-

@ent 1o & bil md\hmmubm
ness, N b—* ‘.m
;:-m in the lu'.m &c. hlhlu most
in

ausea,

able success has beem shown in curing
: Liver

!lmhl.-y« Carter'sLittle 1::- equally

'.':‘.".‘..?.2.':‘.? the u...'c:‘:u--'w- the lives
and regulate the bowels. Even if they only cured

HE

Ache they won simost priceiess 1o those who
.-'a.: h:’- this E"Il‘ complaint; bat forts-
Bately their goodness dors no! end bere, and *hose
who once try «nem will find lwnlllwﬂlh\nm

ble in 90 many waye that they w willing
:- :o-'lﬂwl &:-’ But after all sick head

CH

T the bane of so many lives that here is where we
R e B e
o
Carter's Little Liver Pills are very small and
easy to take, One ortwo makea dose.

Yyery
They rictl; ot gnr or
.b'.l' M’ tle action please all whe
use them. In viale at 25 cents: five for §1. Sold
drugyists everywhere, or sent

CARTER MEDICINE CO.,
Mew York City.

JAMES H. REDDIN,

Solicitor, Notary Public, &.,
Office; Cameron Block,

Af No. 238 Dpper Qoeen 3. e _
A i i ¥ Pt Fine Teas a
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of King Ri¢haid's movements, follow-|  And the maiden was left alone, |him, and then sprang awhy agsin to a

. CALLAGEATN,
—DEALER IN-— v

Cnoick Teas, CorrEes, Sucams, Mowrasses,

Choice Fruits, Confectionery, Tobacco, Cigars, &¢,

Corner of Qnun"and Dorchester  Streets,

Charlottetown, P. E. Island.

SMALL PROFITS AND CASII SALES,

C harlottetown, April 8, 1891,

July 2, 1890, —ts

THEPHONE U[lmﬂ

pARRISTER-AT-LAW| "~

A

(Head of Stairway),
Chariottetown, - P, E. ldmtd.!

2@ Collecti fally 2ad
to. Momey to loan at lowest rate of
interest.

Aug. 13, 1890.—1y.

LOOKING GLASSES,

No trouble to show goods.

Post Office.

.

FURNITURE.

THE CHEAPEST YET.

U0 Dt ul gt Bupins at Avstioa Priees for Cash

THE CHEAPEST PLACE ON P, B. ISLAND.

RAWING ROOM PARLOR SUITES, best value.

BEDROOM SUITES at low prices,
All kinds of UPHOLSTERED GOODS at Bargains,

PICTURE FRAMING, 125 varieties, very cheap and nobby

The latest in WINDOW BLINDS, and all kinds of WIN_
DOW FURNITURE and Fixings at cost.

SON'S FURNITURE WAREROOMS, opposite the

TR, ga?ﬂﬁ NEWSON.

ANLEY

YOU WILL FIND US AT THE TOP IN THE
DRY GOODS. LINE.

mogant D iy
: Fashionable Mantles.
Latest Millinery.

OUR PRICES ARE WITHIN REACH OF |
‘7! 1] Now is the i e

Can suit all tastes st NEW-

BROS.

B

me to buy.

Stewart
TAYLOR & GILLESP]

G0

v.o¥

SEE TO IT

That your property is insured in one of the big companies

represented by McEachern,

“The Royal,” of Liverpool,

“The City of London.” of London,

“The London & Lancashire,” of Liverpool.
‘&'l‘be Pheehix,” of Brooklyn.

ALL FIRST CLASS COMPANIES.,

PROMPT SETTLEMENT OF

LOSSES.
J. MACEACHERN,

Agent for P. B, I.

OF P. B ILSAND.
TOLL LINE STATIONS.

WESTERN STATIONS. EASTERN STATIONS.

Charlottetown, Vietoria, Mount Stewart, urray River,

=o' (:hq-" :onu'n > 4n|.‘. ’ =nmy lhrbu. —
! Laied's Illll.ln.' Clifton, ' f)..d.":.. ) Now T South
Rusticoville, tanley, H Bridge fleld

North Rustico, M.:zu. (Am (‘)’t'oz.

Emerald, Summerside, Souris, Vernon River Bridge,
Tryon Mills, Centreville, Georgetown, Brush Whart,

N 8t. Eleanors. Lower Montague, Kldon,
Montague,
ROB ANGUS, Manager.

LO n d 0 n Fall Stock of

Dry Goods
now open.
Choice Styles.
Low Prices,

House.
Harris
&

Everyone
should see our
Stock of
Men's & Boys'
Clothing.

‘l

Are still to the front on best work at lowest prices in

Blank Book Making & General Bookbinding,

TIIMYPlIﬂ-mm. Y IN THE PROVINCE

SIoNX OF THE BID BOOK,

J. D. McLEOD'S CORNER.

Ll G

A LARGE STOCK OF ALL KINDS OF

Hard & Soft Coal

KEPT CONSTANTLY ON HAND.

I

_AREIVING DAILY,

AN B

89 Spoial indusements b0 csh buyors

]
¥oa
’ s !

ot

pes-d 5
S dede i

o il )

Letter.

s@ Correspcnden
addressed to
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Weth British and
VIRE AND

INSURANCE.
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