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PAIN-KILLER
THB GREAT

Family Medicine of the Age.
Taken Internally, It Carea

Diarrhoea, Cramp, and Pain In the 
Stomach, Sore Throat, Sudden Colds, 
Coughs, etc., eta.

Used Externally, It Cures 
Cuts, Bruises, Burns, Scalds, 8pralns, 
Toothache, Pain in the Face, Neuralgia, 
Rheumatism, Frosted Feet

No article ever attained to each unbounded popular
ity.— Balm Observer.

We can bear testimony to the efficacy of the Pam- 
Killer. We have se. n its magic effects In soothing the 
severest pain, and know it to be a good articla^-Cwet*.rtaii DiwaU-h.

Koihlntr has yet surpassed the Pain-Killer, which Is 
the most valuable family medicine now in use*—

 ̂It has real merit ; as & ro earns of removing pain, ao 
medi- ivo has acquired a reputation equal to Perry Davis* 
Fail '.-ni’icr.—I'ruisori Ne tes.

r-wa iHi ef ini:tâtions. I'.ny on’y the genuine “ Pebbt 
Datl*." Sold evo: y where ; Luge bottles, tic.

THE POWER OF PRAYER.

Low before the alter bending,
Kneel, a little child in prayer ;

Pain and grief hie been are rending, 
This it la that brings him there.

In the grave his mother’s lying ;
Scarce a fortnight is she dead ;

Now at home his brother’s lying 
On what seems his dying bed.

He bas corns before the altar,
There his load of grief to lay ;

In his faith he did not falter,
As he raised his voioe to pray.

“ Thon hast taken my dear mother,” 
Said the sweet voice, soft and low,

“ Now Thou oiliest on my brother ; 
Must, O, must he also go?”

110, my gentle Jeans, hear me ;
If it be Thy gracions will,*

Let my brother stay yet near me,
Heal him of the present ill.”

Then he waited long and listened 
For an answer to his prayer;

In his eye the bright tear glistened 
For no message heard he there.

Yet he did not feel forsaken
As from the Church he took his way, 

His dear brother was not taken,
But from bed he rose that day.

BIIITBIOS AND IRENE ;
—OR-

A HISTORICAL ROMANCE
(Copyrighted)
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Published in the Herald with the Author's

_____ J

CHAPTER VIII.
After the capture of Nicolaus, he 

had been conveyed to a subterranean 
dungeon. He would have been put 
to death immediately, but it was sup
posed that be held important secrets, 
which might be of use to the Greeks. 
The place where be lay chained, 

__ teemed to him a portion of that eter- 
nil prison, where the soul undergoes 
everlasting torture for its wickedness 
on earth. Not the faintest ray of 
light penetrated into that abode of 
perpetual gloom; no starless night 
was ever like unto it in blackness. 
Silence reigned profoundly ; it was 
the silence of the tomb. Its walls 
that, for centuries, had been buried 
in the bosom of the earth, served as 
the foundation for an enormous 
tower, one of five that formed the 
Pentapyrgion, a prison for political 
offenders. Constantinople might fall 
to pieces with a sudden crash; no 
echo of the noise would reach the un
fortunate inmate of that abode of 
death. There lap Nicolaus Leca- 
penos, the traitor to hit country and 
Els God. While far from all that 
might distract, bit mind vividly re
verted to the past, fit beheld, Ine past.
the anguish of hi* sou), the mother 
who had endeavored to instil Into his 
heart the seed of virtue, but whose 
wise counsels he had despised,. There 
prose before him, one by one, the 
friends, in whose company he had 
begun to walk upon that road which 
finally led him to (he unfortunate 
condition in which be BQW found 
himself. He saw so distinctly the 
day en which he firft met Angela 
Ladrauoni. She we» then |0 young, 
ao beautiful, and 10 innocent. Her 
guileless heart was beguiled by b|a 
deceitful tongue, he dragged her 
down to the lowest depths of misery 
He saw Dimitrios and Irene ; he re- 
membered the fatal passion that had 
taken possession of hiss, yj&ich, i 
spark in the beginning, had become a 
mighty conflagration. He recalled to 
mind his treachery ; hp shrank back 
In terror from himself, A voice whis
pered, in the depths of bis heart i 
*• Nicolaus, return ; raise thy heart, 
pray ; it is never foo late." Another 
spoke : " Too late, tyicolaus ; too 
late forever. Thou hast forsaken 
God; thou hast followed Mahomet| 
let Mahomet help thee now." Sud
denly, he shrieked, with a cry that 
eeemed to pierce the very walls of 
fiii dungeon : “Oh, God I «bag |s 
that? f see her,” and be shrank 
back as far as he soyld into a corner 
of his prison. “She approaches ; 
■be it covered with Mood, her eyes 
flash vengeance ; her arm is uplifted 
to strike. Help I Mercy I Leila, 
pardon; spare me I" There was a 
heavy fall upon the ground , all was 
again silent as the tomb. Nicolaus 

. bad lost consciousness.
When be («turned to his sei 

the light was shining upon him ; he 
lay on a couch in a small cell, the 
barred window of which admitted 
few scanty rays of ibat benignant, 
though mysterious, force ot nature 
without which, life wopid become ex
tinct upon the face of the earth. As 
Nicolaus opened bis eyes, hç looked 
bewildered aroond him . he knew not 
where he was. Had be exchanged 
one life for another, or was he still in 
the realm of mortality ? Beside him 
stood a soldier. Nicolaus gazed up
on him ; hie eyes met a countenance 
that he had seen somewhere he could 
not recall. Suddenly he turned and 
juried his lace in the pillow; he had

recognized the one who stood gazing 
at him.

“ Dimitri os 1" he moaned.
111 am Dimitries, Nicolaus,” the 

other replied. “ I am here, not as an 
enemy, but to forgive. Remember
ing the example of our commou Mas
ter, I am here to pardon—my bitter
est enemy.”

“ My God I can it be possible ?” 
Yes, it is possible. I pardon all, 

if thon wilt repent.”
“ Repent I How can there be re

pentance without mercy, and how can 
there be mercy Jor me ?”

“ There is mercy. Am I not 
merciful ? and think you that God is 
less merciful than I ?”

Nicolaus was silent. Dimitrios 
added :

“ Pray ; knock at the door of 
mercy. Will you promise me to 
pray?"

“ I wi'l endeavor.”
Some days had passed since the 

scene we have just related.
The shock received by the nervous 

system of Nicolaus, had been so"great, 
that he still lay prostrated in the cell 
where we left him. However, he 
was recovering.

He appeared much calmer, though 
from time to time a dark shadow 
would flit across his brow. Occa
sionally his lips seemed to-move in 
prayer.

Dimitrios entered the room. Ap
proaching the bedside o’f Nicolaus, he 
sat down. Taking the sick man’s 
hand in his own, he said :

“Nicolaus, you are feeling better 
to-day ; I think we may converse seri
ously, You have assured me, of your 
own accord, that you relinquish all 
claim to Irene. You alto promised 
me that you would offer an explana
tion which would clear up the mys
tery of the last few days. Will you 
now fulfil your promise ?”

“ Ah 1 my good friend,” replied 
the sick man, “it is a bitter tale, but 
be it told to my own greater shame. 
You have now learned of my intimacy 
with the unfortunate Leila, When I 
conceived that fatal passion for Irene, 
I determined to ruin you, and to 
make Leila my tool. In order better 
to succeed, I made use of a third 
person. Michael Dorcas is a most 
intimate friend of John Diogenes ; 
he is at present abroad, I believe. I 
caused him to meet Leila, as it were 
accidently. Obedient to my com
mands, she swore to him that she was 
affianced to you. Out of interest in 
his friend, he communicated this in
telligence to him. This was the be
ginning of your sorrows. For more 
than two years I have been in secret 
communication with the Turks. On 
my last visit to Adrianople, Sultan 
Mohammed commanded me to re
turn hither in disguise. In that dis
guise you have seen me. It was my 
pilgrim’s garb that gained me admit
tance into the house . of Diogenes. 
While at the Turkish fort, on the 
Bosphorus, I connoted" the iniquitous 
plan that took Irene away. I deter
mined to baye her removed from 
Conatantinople, and, by bribery, I 
gained over the Turkish Pasha to my 
cause. When I arrived in the city, 
everything worked even better than I 
had expected I found Irene sick. 
I pretended to be a physician, and 
persuaded her father to remove her 
to the salubrious climate of Attica. 
To the Captain of a Greek vessel, 
with whom r was acquainted, I gave 
money to convey the family to Attica. 
Traitor, as ever, I discovered that the 
Captain carried despatches for the 
Doge of Venice, and this I found 
means to communicate to the Turks."

“ But where is Irene F* asked Dim
itrios, with impatience.

Listen. The Captain left Con
stantinople under the impression that 
he was bound for Athens. He was 
instructed to stop near the Turkish 
fort to take on board a detachment of 
soldiers who were to act ostensibly 
u the guard of Irene’s family.”

Dimitrios grew paje. Nicolaus 
Continued r

ft The soldiers had orders to allow 
the vessel to proceed no further than 
Tbetsalonica. Here they were to 
land the passengers. ” 

f Great Heavens 1 Is Irene in the 
hands of |he Turks ? Ob, Nicolaus, 
it is monstrous—*’

“Pardon me, my friend, did you 
not say that you forgave me all ? It 
was wicked, cruel, barbarous, I hate 
myeelf for it, but be not alarmed."

Pimltrios buried his. face in his 
hands anff sobbed. “ Continue,” he 
moaned.

Nicolaus went on ; 
ft On their arrival at Tbeisalonlci, 

the soldiers had orders to conduct 
them to a mansion belonging to my 
friend, the Pasha j there they were 
to await me, and meanwhile to be 
treated with the greatest respect."

“ And they are now in Theasa- 
Ionics, and where ?"

'“Opposite the Church of the 
Twelve Apostle's.^

“I will go to them, I will save 
Irenes

“ It would be rashness now."
11 Whet then can we do ?"
“Ialone can save them. Had I 

my liberty I hut, alas I I am con
demned to die.”

“ What would you do ?”
“After Constantinople fall*, as it 

surely will, I would id fa jbessa- 
lonica, give them their freedom and 
rptom them to you."

# Gan It not be done now ?"
“ Impossible,1' And besides, they 

are perfectly safe in Thessalontea, un
der the protection of the Pasha, while 
here they would be In the greatest 
danger."

" And if you die ?"
“.They will remain in the hands of 

the Turks."
ff Nfoolaut, did I expect no benefit 

from thee, efven then would I en
deavor to obtain thy life, but now i 
double motive impels me. Fare 
well I"

Dimitrios arose end departed.
The reader will easily surmise that 

Nicolaus, having been found uncon
scious iff his subterranean dungeon, 
had been transferred to a naqte agree 
able prison, principally through the 
instrumentality of Dimitrios. The 
Emperor admired the youth’s forgiv
ing spirit, but he believed that justice 
should take its course, and he there
fore refused to commute the sentence 
which condemned the traitor and mur
derer to death. The pleading of 
Dimitrfos hgd been in vain.

A half hour ajfter the conversation 
with Nicolaus, Dimitrios had negged 
for an audience with the Emperor, to 
whose presence be was frequently ad 
mitted, not only by reason of the 
nobility of bis birth, but also on ac
count of the Monarch’s affection to 
wards him. On this occasion, how
ever, he bad long to wait Finally
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piftipia» to the worst scrofulous sore.

BURDOCK PILLS act ireetly yel 
thoroughly on the Stomach, Liver End Bowels

the bearer of an imperial message ap 
preached him with a summons to the 
presence of his Majesty, into whose 
private apartments he was conducted. 
As he entered, the room the Emperor 
looked up, and Dimitrios noticed for 
the first time an expression of im
patience on the Sovereign’s lacé. The 
youth knelt before him, and the Em
peror, contrary to his custom, did not 
hid him rise. This appeared omin
ous to Dimitrios. Constantine thus 
addressed him :

“ Dimitrios, hast thou come to dis
turb me in connection with that un 
fortunate renegade ? Knowest thou 
not that weighty affairs of the Empire 
occupy all my attention ?"

“ Pardon me, your Majesty,” Dimi
trios replied, “ if I have the boldness 
to intrade and encroach upon your 
valuable time, but I would now im- 
jlore your clemency on my own be- 
aalf as well as that of a family most 
devoted to your interests and those of 
the empire.”

The Emperor’s face assumed 
softer expression, while a look of sur
prise overcast it as he enquired :

“ What is it thou hast at heart, my 
son ; hast thou transgressed a law, or 
hast thou been guilty of a breach of 
military discipline ?”

“ Neither, your Majesty, but my 
happiness and that of persons most 
dear to me are in the hands of Nico
laus Lecapenos. His death will be 
the death stroke to that happiness. 

The Emperor frowned.
“ Explain thyself,” he said• 
Dimitrios in a few words related the 

occurrences of the past few days. The 
Emperor looked serious, perplexed, 
even sad. He rhook his head as 
though an unpleasant duty lay before 
him.

“ Dimitrios,” he ssid, “ what thou 
askest of me may at first sight seem 
reasonable to thee. Gladly would 
grant thy request, but reflect. There 
is here a question of the common 
good. The man whose life thou beg- 
gest me to spare is a public malefactor. 
Had I alone been the victim of his 
crime, I would not hesitate an instant 
in exercising mercy, but he has shown 
himself an enemy of the Empire, yea, 
of society at large. My honor, the 
State, the people, eternal justice itself 
clamor loudly for hie execution. 
Would I'not be unfaithful to my trust 
were I to let him live ? Would it not 
be like harboring a venemous reptile 
who might give death to those who 
save its life ?

Dimitrios seemed crestfallen, the 
Emperor gazed at him with pity.

* “ Be brave,1’ he spoke, “ trust lov
ingly in Providence, I will reflect ; 
if there is any possibility of saving the 
life of Nicolaus Lecapenos, thy request 
shall be granted. I will send thee 

ord to thy dwelling before the hour 
of nine tomorrow ; meanwhile, fare 
thee well 1"

Dimitrios thanked the Sovereign, 
and bowing profoundly before him 
departed.

Leaving the Palace, he directed bis 
steps toward the Augustaeum. For a 
long time he paced up and down, lost 
in reflection, and observing not that 
at a few paces distance, a stranger of 
rude appearance was intently gazing 
Upon him. Suddenly he turned to
ward the Hippodrome, and the words 
of Diogenes seemed to ring in his 
ears : “ On the twenty-fifth of next 
month meet me at the Hippodrome."

“ Where are they now ?" he mut. 
tered. “Oh I Irene, Irene, had 
wings, how gladly would I fly to thy 
assistance I"

These words bed been uttered suffi, 
cientjy loud to be understood by the 
«franger, on whose face, in spite 
Its stern end even cruel features 
look of deep compassion seemed to. 
settle,

With e sigh, Dimitrios turned 
away toward the Church of fft. So, 
phia. There at least he expected to 
finfi balm for bis afflicted heart. 
Human kid had failed him, be would 
seek the Divine. ’ ’

'R IX
««CtiïatiKïaii1

been set for iVo’clock of the day

OHf
The execut.^

i
after the audience granted by the 

or to Dimitrios. The latter 
bndF visited tfie unfortunate prisoner 
to reconcile him, if possible, to his 
Impending fate. ■ He had found him 
resigned, though apparently down*, 
cut- Although our young Greek had 
losi air hope, still be endeavored 
cheer the unfortunate man, bjr repeat
ing to him the Emperor’s promise to 
spays his life, if possible.

“ Had I been able to communicate 
to them secrets which they supposed 
I had learned among the Turks, my 
life might have been spared, but I 
could give them no information ; all 
I Anew traa the mission imposed up
on me by the SiiltaB, add it is this 
very mission which becomes the prin
cipal reason for my execution, and 
which renders to? dangerous to the 
Emperor."

Thus spoke the condemned man 
In spite of the awful fate that awaited 
him, there was a lightness ip bis 
voice and a quickness in hia eye 
which contrasted ill with his sur
roundings and the solemnity of the 
moment.

” Nicolaus, are you not afraid 
die?” asked Dimitrios.

“ Afraid to die 1 Not in the least. 
What is there to live for ?”

As he pronounced these words, an
nage fluffed before bis mind j heimage

seemed to behold Leila, u she stood 
before him in that fatal hour which 
was ber lut. Again he heard her
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dered, his emotion seemed to give 
the He to his words, but, regaining his 
self-control, he added :

" The only reason Why I hope for 
life, the only motive why I. cling to, 
it, even though the black clouds of 
despair are fast rolling over me, is the 
éarnest wish to give back Irene to 
you. I know that my death will se
parate her from you for ever."

O, God 1" exclaimed Dimitrios, 
“ is there no ray of hope to break the 
darkness of this night ?"

All was darkness in his soul, life 
seemed a blank, happiness appeared 
to have departed out of it forever, 
and yet the star of faith was shining 
still, for Dimitrios was a firm believer 
in the governing hand of a wise Pro. 
vidence, without whose permission 
not a sparrow falls to the ground- 
Had this faith deserted him, he 
would have sunk down into the abyss 
of despair, his life would have be
come utterly wretched, but he be
lieved, and his faith sustained him, it 
gave him hope, it made him feel that 
he would meet Irene again, if not in 
this world, then surely in a better one 
where pains and sorrow cease. It 
was bis faith which, in all bis woes, 
caused him to seek refuge in prayer, 
and which had rendered the Temple 
of St. Sophia so familiar to him. 
Grasping the hand of Nicolaus, he 
said :

“ My good friend, all is not lost 
yet. 1 tiust that the Emperor will 
be moved, he is naturally merciful, 
and I know that he loves me. There
fore, let us hope even in/the midst of 
our darkness. I leave yqu^nt^w, but 
I feel that we shall meet again. I 
sincerely congratulate you on your 
return to God. The good priest who 
has shown himself so kind to you, 
will visit you again to-morrow morn
ing, endeavor to persevere in your 
good dispositions.”

A tear glistened in his eye, as be 
pressed the hand of the doomed man, 
and, with a heavy heart, he departed 
from the cell, gently closing the door 
behind him. Lost in sad reflections, 
he pursued his way until he reached 
the portal of bis own home.

In one of the aristocratic quarters 
of the City of Constantine, stood 
venerable mansion which had long 
been the dwelling of the ancestors of 
Dimitrios and Helena, who were the 
only survivors of the family. It was 
night when young Phocas passed 
through the arched doorway of bis 
ancestral mansion. Going through 
a spacious courtyard, he entered 
magnificently furnished room where 
a light was burning. On a rich 
couch, or lounge, as we might pail it 
in our days, reclined the figure of a 
young girl. She had fallen asleep, 
but, as the footsteps oi Dimitrios re
sounded on the tesselated pavement, 
she suddenly started from her gentle 
slumber. A gracious smile played 
upon her lips, as she welcomed the 
youth.

« Dimitrios,” she spoke, “ you have 
tarried long. I awaited with impati
ence yoqr return, until, overcome 
with fatigue, m? drboping eyelids re
fused to perform the no$tUro*l ser- 
vice I had demanded of them. But 
you appear sad. unusually depressed 
Alas I I read upon your counten
ance that you have no favorable com
munication to ma|e to me. Have 
you seen the Emperor J"

Dimitrios, seated beside hit sister, 
related to her the events of the day, 
and dosing his discourse, added I 

“ Skill, I hope against hope, and 
put my trust in God, and He will not 
cause nfo to be tried above my 
strength.1!

V^fth these words hç arose and 
pasted from Helena for the night, 
both going to thefe respective apart
ments. fhe sister of Dimitrios Pho
nes was a tell girl, about three years 
bis junior, Since the death of their 
mother, he bad been to her more 
than a brother, be bad taken the 
place of a father, -She dung to him 
with all the ardor of her Southern 
heart, and looked up to him fit to her 
only protector. Épis joys win hers, 

i rffejbg shared all his sorrows) there 
d|tRR sot a pulsation of the h _ 

Dimitrios which did not find Its echo 
in that of Helena. During the past 
few days be bad communicated to 
her his afflictions, his fears and bis 
hopes, and the only true consolation 
he derived outride of the supernatur
al strength which came to him from 
on High, be found In her society, 
She was as much like him in her 
character aptj in the noble aspirations 
of her soul, *■ wis in her fea
tures. In a word, for years, she had 
bean living his life, seeing with bis 
eyes, hearing with bis ears, thinking 
his thoughts, and feeling with his 
heart until now, no sorrow bad 
ever darkened her path, and the bad 
lived in blissful ignorance of that 
trhieh beats the name of grief, She 
had been happy, because she saw 
Dimitrios happy, she loved Irene be
cause Dimitrios loved her, for hers 
was not a jealous nature, and she 
willingly shared her brotheris affec
tion with one whom she looked upon 
as a sister. The first sorrow of her 
life bad nqw east its iffadof over her 
young heart, and that sorrow was the 
same that wrapped the soul of Dimi 
trios in gloom. She retired to rest 
that night with an aching heart, for 
she knew that her brother was suffer 
ing and she could do nothing to alle
viate his pain. Intense anxiety for 
the fate of Irene, dread and uncer
tainty, aqfl tbç horrible fear that 
Nicolaus would be executed kept 
her awake for the rest of the night. 
Slowly the hours dragged along, the

sought in vein for that refreshing
gift of nature which ie always wel
come to the sufferer and the weary, 
but it came not.

Dimitrios, too, tossed restlessly 
upon his oonob. With longing, and 
yet with fear, he awaited the dawn 
of that day which was to decide his 
fate, and when Aurora began to 
gild the eastern sky, and the first 
glimmering of the new-born day 
appeared within his room, his hear) 
beat rapidly, aa though the sentence 
of death were to be executed upon 
himself. Fatigued, he arose from 
hia couch. His first though s as
cended to the Author of life, and. 
casting himself upon hie knees, he 
spent some time in silent prayer. 
Arising, he left the apar ment and 
went out to the inner court. How 
delicious was the morning I The 
fresh breeze from the harbor wafted 
the perfume of many flowers upon 
the fragrant |air, the light spray of 
the fountain sprinkled the face of 
Dimitrios, who bad seated himself 
beside it, while a captive bird raised 
its melodious voice to greet the ad
vent of another day. All seemed 
so out of harmony with the soul of 
the young man, where night still 
reigned and no ray bad yet announ
ced thé advent of a joyous morning 
Nature appeared to sport with bis 
sorrows.

The Emperor had promised to 
send him word to his dwelling, 
hence Dimitrios decided not to leave 
his house until all hope had en
tirely vanished. Helena had also 
come out to seek refreshment in the 
cool air of the morning, and she 
now eat beside her brother. They 
were silent, for no words seemed 
adequate to convey their emotions, 
which "were better felt than ex
pressed. The hours had pass 
slowly, and the warm rays of the 
sun forced the youthful pair to 
withdraw into the house. Dimi
trios was evidently in a state of agi
tation, and he paced to and fro, oc
casionally stopping to listen, as a 
distant sound broke upon his ear 
Helena respected the deep sorrow of 
her brother, and spoke no., though 
the look she occasionally cast upon 
him, betokened her anxiety.

The hours passed, and yet no 
word from the Emperor. The 
shadow on the dial indicated that in 
another ha’f hour the moment of 
the execution wo Id have arrived. 
The heart of Dimitrios beat almost 
audibly, every moment he would 
stand and listen. Silence itself had 
now become unbearable, hia agitated 
thoughts sought ven:. Turning to 
Befona, he exclaimed :

“ My dear sister, I fear the worst 
If there had been a favorable deci
sion, l would have heard of it ere 
now. Only a few minutes more, 
and all will be over,”

“ Lose not hope, dear brother, 
perhaps the Emperor may have de
layed the execution in order to gain 
time for reflection. It appears to 
me that the very faot of your re
ceiving no tidings is good news, it 
shows that, thus far, nothing has 
transpired.’ ’

“ On the contrary, Helena, I will 
not receive information if the exe
cution takes place. The Emperor 
wishes to spare himself all further 
importunities, and, when the head 
of Nieolana shall have fallen, he will 
endeavor to console me. A1 is ! 
poor unfortunate man, is this the 
end of one whom I supposed to be 
my friend I Do we not behold 
clearly that the wages of sin is 
death ? But I have now no time to 
moralize, every nerve in my body 
trembles, my heart appears as if 
ready to burst out of my breast, my 
blood is on fire. Q | Helena ; Hel
ena | suspense is worse than death. 
Suspense, do I say f No, there is no 
longer suspense, but certainty, 
dreadful Inexorable certainty stares 
me in the face. The hour is passed, 
behold the shadow moves onward in 
its course, Alas I Nicolaus Leoap- 
enos is no more j Hie soul has 
passed through the dark vaU <y of the 
shadows of death, it has' heard its 
sentence. And thou, Irene, the 
lignt of my life, yea, my life Itaf 
thou art lost to titoi l<*t forever, Thd 
boldness of the grave benumbs me, 
its shadow is oast over me, why 
should I ilve ? O, Constantine, Con
stantine, thou last scion of the house 
of Paleologos I is this thy affection ? 
Where are thy words of esteem! 
Scattered by the wind of thy actions. 
Where is my love for thee? Dashed 
to pieoe* against the rooks of a stern 
reality. 01 what cruel destiny is 
mine I My God I my God I strength
en me lest I sink forever in this 
shoreless and unfathomable ocean of 

Lord, save me,
a mm

dire aWnlsb. Lord,. 
for I perish i!!

(fb be continued0
....

voice, as she exclaimed : ff What have I night had never seemed so intermin- 
I to live for 7" able. Thus far, she bad never known

His countenance paled, he shud-* what sleeplessness was, but now she

Vr. B. T. Zftrrtif. V
Results Astonish

MEN OF 8CIENCB.

AYER’Sb
A MEDICINE

WITHOUT AN EOU)
Statement of a Well Known Doctor

“ Ajrer’5 g§rsspeFUla is without in equal 
as a blood-purifier and Spring medicine, and 
cannot have praise enough. I hare watched 
its effects in chronic cases, where Other 
treatment was ot no avail, and have been 
astonished at the results. No other blood 
medicine that I have ever used, and I have 
tried them all, Is so thorough in Its action, 
and effects so many permanent cures as 
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla."—Dr. H. F. Mzmtnj., 
Augusta, Me.

Avar's oSfrSarsaoarilli
Admitted at the World’s Fair.

.............^ ’

JUST NOW IN

MEY’S BOOTS
—AT—

eOFF BROTHERS.

Goods
Our New Goods

Are pouring in from Germany, 
Austria, France, England, 
Canada and the United States. 
More than ever our store this 
year will be “ Santa Claus’ 
Headquarters.”

GEO. CARTER 4 CO.,
—DEALERS IN----

Books, Stationery, Fancy Goods, 
Chinaware,

TOYS AND WAUL PAPERS.

; .. .. Jfe

Sections, Knives,
Rivets, etc.

Also, New Model Buckeye Mowers, Easy-dump Ethica 
Rule, Potato Scufflers, Hay Carriers, etc.

4 ' I r ‘

D. W. F1NLAYS0N,
H. T. LEPAGE’S OLD STAND 

Charlottetown, P. E. 1, July 17,1895.

If Yob

Ayer’s PiUs for Hver and 1

Then write us at once 

for quotations on all 
kinds of

Furniture I
We can fyrpish you from 

garret to cellar for Legs 

Money than any other 
firm in the trade on 
P. E. IelMHi,

JOHN
June ia, 1895—finj

Boots i Shoes
MMXMBBR THE

OLD
RBLUtiLK

•HOE
•TORE

whs» you want «{paly of She*.
Our Prîtes Mf th« foTtet to town.

». 1. MeKAOHBN,
THE SHOE.MAN, 

Queen Street

IÎÎiÜSbS
Nl, CURES
TCOL/C.

SSSbftÿù’
diarrhoea
dysentery ,

s&s?

! LEADERSHIP!
MEANS

IsuPEmml

mmn
1.8. EDDY’S-
MATCHES

W:7T/tf

tnmmm
; IN THE LEM:

SI3STCE3

1851

Zinc,
Glass,
Bar Iron,
Cut Nails, 
Horse-Nails, 
Clinch Nails, 
Horse Shoes, 
Sleigh Shoe Steel,

-:o>

Apts lir 1 CiloMAAioù Billaud Haigs.
—------------—!0i— ------------

FENNELL & CHANDLER.
Charlottetown, Jen. 8,1896,

You Ought 
To Keep Warm,

And we can help you do 
it if you leave your orders 
with us for a good, warm 
Overcoat or Ulster ; and.
if you want the

]■ )

Cheapest Ready-made 
Ulster or Overcoat

sold in the city we can 
supply you with it. It 
won't cost you much to 
prove it. Just step in 
and see them. All Winter 
Goods at special prices.

John MacLeod & Co.


