By Jauzs Warrcoss Riney.

1 has never a tome
PSS i
the m.n:;.'.mn Hall

Lot the light of
And

M—uhh‘ddhw-ul.l‘

rhyme,
I'lbe faces have faded, the eyes have growa
i

di

That once were his passionate love and
his pride ;

AM.A.'::! all the smiles that once bloomed

. m,
Have fallen away asithe flowers have
died.

The hands that entwined him the laureats’s
wreath
Ard crowned him with fame in the | mg
loug ago,
Like the laurels are withered and folded
beueath
The grass and the stubble, the frost and
the soow.
Then sigh, if thou wilt, as the whispering
strings
Birive ever in wvain for the utterance
olear,
And thing of the sorrowful spirit that sings
nl jewel the song with the gem of the
tear,
the harp of the minstrel has nevera

s the song in his | osom to-night,
wgical toneh of his Hlagers alone
the echoes that breathe it

S SALLY CAVANAGH,

—OR—
The Untenanted Graves

4 TALE OF TIPPERARY

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM

CHAPTER XVIil.—(ConTiNuED.)

‘I'll bring Captain Dawson round

garden,” said he, ‘and you can
asily rejoin Mrs. Hagzlitt, whom you
: waitling for you withigt being

He went out and entered into con-
versation with Captain Dawson.

Miss Evans clenched her hand, as
was her wont when vexed with herseif,
or any one else.

Now what was this young lady
driving at? Did she love Brian Pur
gell? She would not have answered
the question, even to her own heart.
I she did love him, she certainly did
not loved anybody else. She wished

uestion an open one.
Pime enough to decid- upon when
he should be at ber feet again. Aad
pow she saw him escape from herut
the woment when her victory was
goitain, had it not been for her own

B gowardice— meanness she called it,

a8 she clenched her hand.
She locked out at these two men,

P the only two in whom she felt the
= slightest interest.

Captain Dawson was tall, broad
ghould ered and well made, with singu-
darly regular features, and a clear,

b fresh complexion. But there was
i meither soul nor intellect in his hand-

" some, sleepy, good-natured eyes.

And this woman felt could bow onmly
o mind. She wished it were other-
Weise; but there was no use wishing.

I Bhe could not ‘sympathizz with clay.’

Her eyes turned from the captain,

& and rested on ber old lover. He

was far from being so handsome a

& man as the other. But his forehead
b was high and broad; his eyes tull of
| expression—they suggested the idea

, sensitive soul, calmed down

L.by reason and softened by sorrow;
8" and his mouth, though not small like

"Mhe captain's, was such as a woman

*might love all day long. So thought

s Evans as she fixed her penetrat-

‘.. gok—upon hier old love and ber

Poor George! 'tis a pity he basn't .

brains. How malapropos his

ance was. Brilnhubeeninm pas

Of course he met that foolish little
creature. Yet,' added Miss Evans,
softening as she od < Fanny's
tearful eyes and shrinking timudity
‘yet the poor child loves bhim.'

Miss Evans took the roundabout " The g
way to Moorview House, much to the | piece o
annoyance of the 0'd coachman. ‘But | doo

does he love her? she thought. ‘He
did not love her that night, at all
events” She was just passing the

Finger-post. ‘And I am much mis | brok: t

taken if Brian Purcell ever could love
such a mere baby. Time will tell.’

She said this with & smile-of con~| i

scious superiotity. Your clever ladies

are apt to forget that a woman's heart of

counts for more with a mau like Brian
Purcell than her head.

And what were his thoughts when | 4

he found himself alone? Whatever
they were, he thought it best to fly
from them. He called Mick Dun-
phy, and busied bimself about the
affairs of the farm for an hour or two.

Standing on Knockclough, he folded | hous of

his arms and looked around the do-
main over which Mr. Oliver Grin-

dem held sway. He saw hundreds -

of acres along the mountain foot
which were a rocky waste till the
persevering toil of the poor tenants
reclasimed them. The poor

were robbed of the fruits their
labor. And where were they mow?
God knows.

‘No wonder’ said Brian Purcell,
‘the strength of the old land is wast-
ing away, and her children are wand-
erers and outcasts all over the world.’

CHAPTER XX

‘Mammy,’ said ooe of Connor

Shea's curly-headed urchins—ah ! but

where are the rosy cheeks now?—|h

‘mammy, won't we have anything to
eat any more ?’

The question was quivering in the
mother’s heart when Mr. Oliver Grin-
dem’s unwieldly figure darkened the
door.

‘I pledge you my word, Sally,’ be
began, in his pompous toune, ‘I did
not promise him oot to saze the
oats.’

She compressed her lips, and plac-
ed one hand over her eyes, but said
nothing. She was sitting on a low
chair, rocking the cradle.

“That was all a mistake,” continued oo
the landlord; ‘and you know I only | tap
looked for my own.' She made no/hi

reply

ways bad for you; and to prove itto

offer you the lodge. You can send
the chilieen to the old lady’s school.
They'll be well fed and clothed; in
fact, ye'll want for nothing .’

The children looked with bungry|E

eyes into their mothers face.
But Sally Cavanagh would not en-

danger the faith of her children, |rels

even to save their lives.
did she-not know what his designs

were? The calm manner in which Be

his proposal was received made him
certain of success.

‘Hunger,’ thought Mr, Oliver Grin-
dem, ‘is a powerful ally.’

Sally Cavana

‘And now, Sally, he went onm, ‘I sndi
needn't tell you what a regard I al-fto
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It has none oF its
able and indigestible
features.

Endorsed by leading foed
and cooking experts.

Y

Ask your Grocer for it.

Made only by

Cream of Tartar Powder.

If you want a

-class crop of Turnips buy fhe real
Gennine Haszsard.s Improved Seed, at

hiiyy| BEERR & GOFF,
Apeit 31yr QUERN & KING SQUARR STORR

HOUSE _ CLEANING.

HOLESOME,
ELL PROPORTIONED.

GEORGE LAWSON,

Ph. D

., LLD.,
M. 1 8 G B & Ireland

N. K. FAIRBANK & CO,,

AR kinds of Job work executed wi

neatness and degpatel, ot the Heral

H River,
lﬂ' Keasington,

Centreville,

- b

8t. Rleanors.

NS.

STATIONS.

Murray
M Harbor

ROB ANGUS Manager,

B 1) COATS PAVTS & VESTS

River,
Harber Nort™

Vernon River Bridge,
Brash Whast, 1893
Kidon,

KALSOMINES

READY

arniéhé‘n J apa.gs
Stains, Turpentine. .
A full line of BRUSHES.

Fennell & Chandler.

Clothing
for Men
Clothing
SprBoys
CpoNALD & Cu.,

Clothing cheaper
than you can buy elsewhere
in Charlottetown. Be sure
and call and see them.

1B MacDONALD
- & CO

’;.'gz ‘= |Prince Bdward Island Railway.
SUMMER ARRANGEMENT. 1003

On and after Wednesday, May 24th, 1803, Iveins
will run as —

Boys Clothing|

is the cheapest in the end.
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from 10 to M years

. ®8.50 TO 87.50.
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Emerald Juncties . .
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