
a*

THE CHARLOTTETOWN HERALD WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 22, 1896.

PAIN-KILLER
THE GREAT

Family Medicine of the Age.
Taken Internally, It Cures

Diarrhoea, Cramp, and Pain in the 
Stomach, Sore Throat, Sudden Cold», 
Coughs, etc., etc.

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

No article ever attained to such unbounded popular*
itj.—Salem Observer.

Wo van bear testimony to the efficacy of the Psfln- 
Killor. We have socn its magic effects in soothing the 
severest pain, and know it to bo a good article.—Cotcih- 
naii Dispatch.

Nothiii? has yet surpassed the Pain-Killer, which la 
the most valuable family medicine now in uae.—Tennttset

It 1ms rsal merit ; as a means of removing pain, no 
incdirinc has acquired a reputation equal to Parry Davis'
raii:-Ki:lor«—Netrp^rt News.

iI-wars of imitations. Jtny otdy the genuine ‘‘PERRY 
Davis." Sold eve. y where ; large UOtties. Uc.

SEA LONGINGS.

1 long tor the keen nit eir of the ew 
And the Titan’s tumult end thunder ; 

And the solemn strength end sublimity 
Of the songs of thg see gods under.

For the song I long of the sea-gods strong, 
And the vigorous blow and bluster ;

The leap and sweep of the billows along, 
And the stormy light and lustre.

For the white-winged ships that sail in the 
sun.

And the white-winged waves that hear 
them ;

For the yachts that oVer the waters run, 
And the breezes that race and dare them,

I long fbr a sight of the seagulls free,
And the wash and the swash of the 

waters;
For the surf and spray of the salty so*,’ 

And a glimpse of the dark sea-daughters.

And the fisher’s note, and the fisher’s boat, 
And the voice of the piping plover ;

For the foam and fame; and the weeds that 
float,

And the loomgale hurrying over.
For I was born by the boisterous sea,

And its storm, and thunder, and madness 
Are deep in the blood, and the heart of me,-» 

Its music, and sunlight and sadness.

And I love the waves with their rush and 
roar,

As the gier-eagle loves the mountains ; 
As the weir-wolf white loves the Northern 

shore,
And the snn-birds southerly fountains. 

Julia E. Johnstone, in January Donahoe’s.
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PREFACE.

Not long since, my interest be
came centered in that sanguinary 
revolution which, in the beginning of 
our age, gave back to the Greeks the 
independence of which they had so 
long been deprived. The occasion 
of this was a small but most interest
ing story sent to me by its author, my 
distinguished friend, M. Dimitries 
Bjkelas, of Athens. Louki Laras 
drtrakened within me a desire to con
tinue the study of the same subject. 
My mind became riveted on the 
Turks, who, in this century, as of old, 
bave displayed such ferocious barbar
ity, for instance, in the massacre of 
Scio.—From the present, my thoughts 
reverted to the past, I contemplated 
the fall of Byzantium, and the story I 
now offer to the reader has been the 
outcome.

I did not know when I began this 
tale that the distinguished author of 
“ Ben Hur ” had prepared a Historical 
Romance the scene of which is laid 
in the same place and time as my 
own. However, though in the great 
historical outlines resembling each 

, other, they are worked out on plans 
essentially different. May the tittle 
work I now send forth to the world 
serve to increase the interest of the 
public in a most interesting epoch of 
history ! It seems to me a favorable 
coincidence that it should appear at a 
time, when there is a marked tendency 
toward a union between the Eastern 
and Western churches, a tendency 
upon which especial stress is laid by 
an Encyclical of the Holy Father 
which is announced for the near 
future.

•tux AUTHOR.

CHAPTER L
It was towards the end of March, 

1453. The day was drawing to a 
close, and the last rays of the sun as 
it descended ever lower toward the 
western horizon, cast a mellow 
reflection on the dome of St. Sophia, 
the patriarchal church of Constanti
nople, in which city our story begins. 
On a stone step at one of the doors 
of this venerable pile, erected by the 
piety of the Emperor Justinian, sat 
an aged priest whose furrowed brow, 
long white locks and flowing beard 
which descended to his breast, gave 
him the appearance ofe-we of the 
prophets of old. At let^wcty years 
seemed to have passed overhis head. 
He was attired in à long 'black robe, 
girded at the waist, with wide sleeves, 
and on his head he wore a hood like 
that, of the monks, while the cape 
around his shoulders was adorned 
with a number of crosses . From 
under this cape, a black mantle 
descended to his feet, which were 
covered with sandals. Any one ac
quainted with oriental monasticism, 
WQuld at once have recognized a 
monk of the Order of St. Basil," elad 
in the great or angelical habit. Be- 
side the aged man sat a youth of 
twenty summers. His cuily locks 
descended to his shoulders, hit face 
slightly bronzed, was of the true 
Grecian type, and it bore an expres
sion of thougbfulness and even mark's 
of anxiety. ‘ He wore a loose white 
tonic teaching to bit knees, while a 
species of mantle was carelessly bung 
over his shoulders, The two ap

peared to have been for sometime in 
earnest conversation, which had been 
followed by silence that lasted a few 
minutes The first to Interrupt it 
Was" the aged monk. As he spoke, 
there was something sad, yet sweet in 
his accents. A voice of deep tone 
contrasted well with the melody of 
the Attic dialect.

“ It is true, Dimitrios, alas ! too 
true, bur proud city, our last strong
hold, the obly remnant of the glori 
ous Roman Empire, thf mistress of 
the world will soon be a slave of the 
Turk, Byzantium will be a thing of the 
-past. O I that I should live to witness 
this day I Why do I not sleep with 
my fathers ? In the grave at least the 
'Turk wields no power. ”

“ But, my lather, ” replied the 
young man,, “ are things then so far 
gone ? Is there no hope ? ”

“ None, my child. You are aware 
of the fact that the Byzantine Empire 
has fallen piecemeal under the sway 
of the Turks, Since more than a 
century, the Empire of Constantine 
has been reduced to the small terri
tory occupied by this city and a few 
provinces in the south. Ever since 
Prince Solyman crossed the Hellttponl 
in the early part of the last century, 
the Turks have been encroaching up
on us. Amurath I. subdued without 
resistance the whole province of 
Thrace from the Hellespont to Mount 
Hsemus and, since then, the standaid 
of the Ottomans floats proudly from 
the walls of Adrianople. Bijazet I, 
the son of Amurath, continued the 
work of bis father, extending bis con
quest over Thrace, Macedonia and 
Thessaly. Forgive this weakness, 
my son, but my blood boils within me 
when the image of a traitor arises be
fore my eyes. Who delivered our 
beautiful, but sadly afflicted Greece 
into the hands of the iofidal, who led 
Bajazet through the pass of Thermopy
lae, once in olden times defended by 
Leonidas and bis heroic band, who ? 
al»s 1 my son, one of our own, another 
Judas, a successor of the Apostles, a 
Bishop of our holy church. Betray
ed into the hands of the enemy by a 
minister of Christ ! The provinces 
of Greece were overrun. The power
ful Christian army, 100,000 strong, 
led by Sigismond, King of Hungary, 
was entirely conquered by the 
Mussulman, and, had the formidable 
invader not fallen into the hands of 
one^ greater than himself, the Tartar 
Tamerlane, the fate of Constantinople 
would probably have been sealed 
long ere this. The accession of 
Mahomet I. to the throne was a star 
of hope for our empire, but it was a 
star that shone only a short time in 
the firmament of history. His 
successor, Amurath II, would have 
laid siege to Constantinople, had an 
insurrection at Nice not turned aside 
his attention. When his mind revert
ed to our fair city, nothing saved it 
but the payment of the annual tribute 
of 300,000 aspers and the relingqjsh- 
ing of Thessalonica. You know the 
fate of that unfortunate city, how, 
after a desperate resistance it was 
overpowered by the Turks. Its riches 
were carried off, the church*, with 
one exception, turned into Mosque* 
and the inhabitants led into captivity. 
Our day had not yet arrived, but, be
lieve me, my son, it is not far distant. 
The heroism of the intrepid Scander- 
beg in Albania kept the Turkish 
army occupied in'another direction, 
but Scanderbeg is no more and 
Albania is in the power of the infidel. 
Mahomet II. now rules over the 
Ottoman Empire and we know not 
what day we may expect bis hosts be
fore the walls of Constantinople. I 
was in my monastery of Agios-Kyriani, 
when Athens fed into the hands of the 
Sultan, and, alas I it was our Hegu- 
menos who carried to him the keys of 
the city. For that reason the tribute 
imposed on us by tbe conqueror is a 
small one. ”

Here the speaker interrupted bis 
discourse as though overcome by some 
painful memory, and a tear glistened 
in his eye. Dimitrios, seeing that 
the monk was silent, thus began :

“The picture you have drawn is 
indeed most appalling, but may we 
hope that, if Constantinople falls, at 
least, tbe lives of its inhabitants will be 
spared ? At Thessalonica there was 
little bloodshed. ”

“ True, my son, but a worse fate 
awaits our poor people. Slavery in 
its bitterest forms stares us in the face. 
Our men will serve the Turk, our 
children will be educated in the 
religion of the Prophet, our women 
will become tbe victims of brutal lust 
and fill the harems of tbe Sultan and 
bis officers. ”

Here the young man covered his 
face with his hands, and, in a low 
voice, moaned : “ Irene, my poor 
Irene, rath# would I see thee in thy 
grave. ” 1

►The monkjpoticed his emotion, and 
in a comforting tone, addressed him : 
“ It is true, dreadful calamities hang 
over us, but remember there is a God; 
let "us place our trust in Him. ” At 
this moment the shadow of a man 
was seen to glide before them : both 
the monk and Dimitrios raised their 
eyes and an individual disappeared 
around the corner of the sacred edifice. 
"4- "deathlike partir overspread the 
countenance of Dimitrios and a 
«hudder passed over bjs frame, but in 
an install be bad regained his com
posure. His companion had not 
noticed his emotion, and, arising, 
said : “ Dimitrios, the hour is ad
vanced and I must leave you. To
morrow I leave Constantinople and 
return home, but I hope that we shall 
meet again under more joyful circum
stances.” Hereupon the monk and 
the young man embraced each other, 
the former entering the church and 
the latter pursuing his way along the 
street which passed between St. 
Sophia and the Hippodrome. He had 
not proceeded tar when he bwd bis 
name called. Turning, he ^beld 
the mysterious individual, the sight of 
whom had, a short time before, caused 
him to turn pale. Dimitrios, with 
teeth firmly set and knitted brows, 
awaited bis arrival, while the other 
approached him, smiling, “ Hail, 
Dimitrios,” he exclaimed, ft I saw 
thee sitting on the steps of St. 
Sophia, but dared not interrupt tby 
earnest conversation. Whither goest 
thou?"

“ Hast thou aught to communicate 
to me ?” replied Dimitrios.

‘I No J but I fein would keep thee 
company on tby way.”

*• I prefer to be alone.”
•“ Come, come, Dimitrios, why look 

at me like a t)ear ? I have done thee 
no harm," -

'* Thou has done me no harm f Is 
it then no harm to come between me 
and my belhrothed, to use all means 
in thy power, vile insinuations, detest
able and false accusations, heinous
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calumnies to separate her from me 
and win her for thyself whom she 
detests ?”
. Here a significant frown over

shadowed the brow of tbe stranger 
whom we shall henceforth know as 
Nicolaus, whili an ironical smile, 
played upon his lips.

“Thou hast been misinformed, 
Dimitrios," he replied, “ thou, hast no 
better friend in Constantinople than 
myself. I take Irene from thee ! 
rather let my right hand wither. 
False friends have blackened me 
before thy eyes.”

“ Surely, Irene’s father is not a false 
friend.”

“ Nicolaus grew pale, but hiding 
his emotion, he answered : “ Have 1
said aught to Irene’s father concern
ing thee ?”

“ No ! but thou did’st speak to 
others in order that thy insiduous 
words should reach his ears.”

False, false; it Is a lie.”
“ Moreover, Nicolaus, actions some

times speak louder than works. A 
winking of the eye, a shrug of the 
shoulder may hurt a man’s reputation 
as much as open calumny. . I know 
how thou hast acted in the presence 
of Irene and her father.”

“ Dimitrios, I have been misunder
stood. If I have innocently been the 
cause that the least injury.has been 
done thee, I will endeavor to make 
amends. Give me thy hand, let us 
part as friends.”

Dimitrios, though with evident 
aversion, extended bis hand which 
was heartily pressed by Nicolaus, and 
the two separated, the former taking 
a side street and Dimitrios pursuing 
his way. When Nicolaus found him
self alone, his hand clutched con
vulsively at some object concealed 
under his dqak. Fur a moment be 
seemed to reflect, then muttered be 
tween his teeth ; “ Patience, Nicolaus, 
patience I The moment has not yet 
arrived. Revenge is sweet, but it be
comes sweeter the more it is delayed. 
No 1 strike nof yet, let a more 
horrible fate overtake him. Tby 
enemy shall tall, Irene shall yet be 
thine."

CHAPTER II.
For more than an hour the city 

had been wrapped in the shades of 
evening. Inspne of the rooms of a 
large house, overlooking that part of 
the harbor called the “Golden Horn,” 
sat a small family,absorbed in the so
ciety of one another. The walls of 
the apartment were covered with the 
most exquisite Oarrara marble, the 
polished surface of which reflected 
the glare of numerous torchas, fixed 
In sockets projecting out of the walls. 
The ceiling was literally covered with 
plates of gold, worked most artistically 
and representing various species of 
fruits and flowers. On the Mosaic 
floor were seen the figures of men on 
horseback, clad in the armor of 
Mediaeval times, and wielding the 
spear. The apattment was divided 
from the inner ones by a row of By
zantine pillars, on whi.ch a costly 
tapestry, woven with silken thread, 
was suspended. The entrance to the 
house was an arched doorway, con
structed in tbe style of Byzantium. 
Everything indicated opulence and 
lefinement.

On a chair of cedar wood, partly 
gilded, set a man whose appearance 
indicated that he was past the middle 
age of life. His furrowed brow, and 
the deep lines of his face showed that 
be had not gone through life without 
care. His eyes, deep in his head, 
sparkled with vivacity as he spoke, 
while the expression of his mouth 
denoted great firmness. John Diog
enes was one of the few Greeks who 
retained their wealth. On a lew stool, 
at his feet, sat a maiden of seventeen, 
with her hand resting on his knee, 
while her face turned upward, showed 
a pair of black eyes, intently fixed 
upon her father. She was of surpass
ing beauty, Her raven hair, grace; 
fully bound in a knot at the back of 
her bead, left entirely exposed a fore
head as white as portions of the 
marble on the wall. Her lips were 
slightly parted, exposing to view a row 
of teeth that looked like pearls, while 
on her cheeks bloomed the roses of 
youth and health, Her arrps were 
bare from the shoulders flown, while a 
loose, white robe enveloped her form. 
In front of the father knelt a boy of 
twelve, whose face bore a striking re
semblance to bis sister. His hands 
rested upon an illustrated book upon 
his father's knees, and bis counten
ance denoted rapturous attention.

“ Basil,” spoke the father, “ can 
you repeat to me, in a few words, 
what I told yog last evening concern
ing the early history of our city.?!

“ Yes, father, I think I can. By
zantium was first settled in the sixth 
century before Christ, by Dorian 
Greeks, natives ofthe seaport town of 
Megara. With the exception of thirty 
years, during which it was held by the 
Persians, Byzantium maintained for 
three centuries its independence, al
though it was twice conquered by the 
Athenians, who, nevertheless, did not 
deprive it of its freedom, In the 
fourth century, the city fell under the 
power of Alexander the Great, but 
after the death of Lysimacbus, one of 
his successors, it was again free for 
a hundred years until it was absorbed 
tyy the great Roman Republic.”

“ It is well, my son, I an) glad to 
see that your memory renders you such 
good service.”

Father, dear,” chimed in Irene, 
“ tell Basil how the parpe of Byzan
tium was changed for that of Constan
tinople.”

“ Yes, father, do,” spoke the boy,
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“ give me another opportunity to prac- 
tioe my memory. ” ,

“ With pleasure, my children. Tbe 
history of the great Constantine is 
known to you, Irene, and you, Basil, 
ire familiar with his name. Behold
ing himself at the head of tbe greatest 
empire the world has ever known, this 
able general and no less able admin
istrator understood bow necessary it 
was to protect the empire against the 
incursions of the barbarians. The 
danger arose from two quarters ; from 
the Goths in the North, and from the 
Persians in the East. Moreover, the 
empire stretched over a great portion 
of Europe and Asia, and Constantine 
dèemed it necessary that his capital 
should occupy a central position in 
the Empire, as well for the sake of 
greater facilities in holding the reins 
of government, as of having a watch
ful eye on the enemy. Rome, the 
ancient capital, more than half way 
down the Italian Peninsula, was most 
inconveniently located, and no city in 
the East offered such inducements as 
Byzantium, hence, tbe first Christian 
Emperor determined to transfer the 
seat of the empire to this city, to 
which he gave the name cf “ New 
Rome,’1 but the people spoutaneously 
called it Constantinople, and that 
name it has retained to the present 
day, it still being governed by tbe 
successors of its founder."

“ Thank you, father I” exclaimed 
brother and sister in one accord. 
Basil continued : “Is our present 
reigning emperor, Constantine. Y de
scendant of Constantine the Great ?”

No, my son, Constantine belongs 
to the house of Paleologos. He is a 
descendant of Michael VIII., an un
principled general of the empire, who, 
about the year 1260, obtained the 
crown by intrigue, and supplanted the 
boy-emperor, John Ducas."

“ But why did not the descendants 
of Constantine continue to reign over 
the Empirp ?”

“ For the simple reason, child, that 
there were no descendants of Con
stantine left. The last was the Em
press Pulcheria, sister of the Emperor 
Theodosius II. She died childless 
about the year ^§7. Thus, you see, 
it is a long time 'since the race of 
Constantine has become extinct.”

‘* They say, father,” put in Irene, 
“ that our present emperor is not a 
good man, because he bas submitted 
to the Bishop of Rome.”

Our sovereign, my daughter, may 
be called the best Prince the house of 
Paleologos has ever had, but, un
fortunately, in one respect, he seems 
to be blinded. F°lfow>°g the exam
ple of John VI., his brother and pre
decessor, who submitted to the Latin 
Church, at Florence, a few’" years ago, 
in 1439, Constantine holds with Rome 
and the Roman Bishops.”

“ I do not know much concerning 
the difference between ourselves and 
the Latin Christians, father,!’ said 
Basil.

“ It is a long story, my son. Suffice 
it to say that the encroachments of 
the Bishop of Rome on the rights 
of the Œcumenical Patriarchs grew 
to be so unendurable, and their as- 
sumption of authority so intolerable, 
that a "breach occurred between the 
Eastern and Western Churches, un
der the patriarch Photius, which ’be
came final under Michael Oelularius. 
Moreover, the Latins are heretical in 
some of their opinions concerning the 
Blessed Trinity, matters which are 
altogether above your comprehen
sion.’!

“J)ut why did John Paleologos re
turn to the jurismetion of tbe See of 
Rome, Father ?” asked Irene.

“ He no doubt expected that the 
Pope would help him against tbe 
Tuiks, but that hope is vain ”

“ You make me tremble, father,” 
said the boy, “ when you mention 
that terrible name * is it true that tbe 
Turks are so near to our city ? ”

“Yes, my boy,” said the father, 
with constrained indifference ; “ they 
have erected forts only a few milet 
away from Qonstantiqople, at tbe nar
rowest point on the Bosphoru?. A 
great train of cannon has.been collect-, 
ed at Adrianople, and a powerful fleet 
of war galleys has been built in various 
ports of Asia.”

“But; surely," said Basil “our 
emperor and his soldiers will re
sist, 1’

“ What can the emperor do ? The 
glory of the empire has waned and 
the war-like spirit that animated tbe 
Roman legions no longer exists. 
Moreover, the emperor has no more 
tfian foui thousand troops at bis 
command, and most of these are 
foreigners. ”

“ But, will not tbe other nations 
of Christendom help us?” queried 
Irene : “ the cause is a goner: 1 
one.r

1 “ Tbe emperor,” replied the 
fatner, “ has exhausted bis efforts 
in making appeals to the Pope and 
the Indian navej powers, but with 
what success ? Nicholas Y. has 
sent some money, and a few hun
dred Italian hirelings. Giovanni 
Giustiniani has brought us from 
Genoa no m >re than two galleys 
and three hundred men, From 
Venice we have received ohjy k few 
sojdiers. Thus it is useless to 
speak of resistance, we can rely 
only on God.”

“But,” exclaimed Basil, with 
energy, “ what are the Franks do
ing? Did they not send powerful 
armies for the deliverance of holy 
places, knd shall they new remain 
inactive? After a moment’s silence, 
when each one seemed to reflect, 
Basil added the quts ion : “ Father, 
who are the present rulers of Christ
endom y?

f‘ Nicholas Y.'J Diogenes answer

ed,"" is Pope, and he rniés over Rome 
and the adjacent tenitory. T- e 
Italian Peninsula is divided into a 
number of smaller states, the repub
lics in the northern and centpral 
portion of the Peninsula being" too 
numerous to be spoken of in detail. 
Florence is practically governed by 
Cosmo de Medici, the famtiy of 
Sfoiza rules at Milan, Francisco 
Foscari is doge at Venice, and the 
housn of Arragon n igns over the 
kingdom of Naples. The Spanish 
Peninsula is divided into several 
states. Castile is now ruled by 
John II., Queen Blanche and John I. 
are soverigns of Navarra, Arragon 
has as king Fredinand I. The south
eastern portion of tbe peninsula is 
comprised in the Moorish kingdom 
of Granada. Fredrick III. is the- 
Emperor of the West, or rather, of 
the Germanic nations, Charles VII. 
is king of France, and in England 
reigns Henry VI. Thu», my son 
you now behold in whose hands the 
destiny of tbe world repose*. The 
weakest of *11 is our own Emperor 
Constantine. From the West we 
need await no help.”

“ Haik 1 father,” exclaimed Irene, 
“do you hear those distant sounds? 
What can they mean ?

John Diogenes listened^ then 
spoke slowly : “ Ye*, I hear «an un
usual noise, bat be not alaraggd, for, 
in these troublous times, everything 
is apt to frighten one.” /

Meanwhile, the sounds dew 
nearer, human voices, and even the 
name of the Emperor might be dis
tinguished above the din. At that 
moment, the door burst open, and a 
young man with signs of dismay 
upon his countenance, rushed in. 
Irene turned with a frightened look 
and exclaimed :

“ Heavens I Dimitrios, what has 
happened ? Are the Turks before 
the walls ?"

“ No, Irene,” he replied", scarcely 
noticing the presence of her father, 
“ I will tell you al1, as soon as 1 
have regained my tiomposure.”- 

“ Turning to the master of the 
house, he bowed to him, saying :

Pardon me, my rudeness, my lord, 
bat I scare- ly new whore I was.”

“ Be seated, Dimitrios, and rest 
awhile, for you seem exhausted, 
then yon may relate to us what has 
occurred.”

The uproar in the streets appear
ed to have passed on, and it seemed 
to grow fainter astit withdrew to a 

eater distance. Dimitrios fell up
on a seat, and, wiping his brow, be
gan j“J.was, this evening, walking 
alozgtbe Angustaenm, having been 
to St. Sophia, when I noticed a 
gathering of people opposite the 
palace of the Patriarch, They were 
gesticulating and vociferating wild
ly, and here and there I cool I dis
tinguish the words : “ Better the
turban of the Turk in Constantinople 
than the Pope’s tiara I"—I noticed 
several priests and monks, who were 
moving to and fro among the 
multitude, apparently haranguing 
them. Going up to an individual 
who seemed to be in a pensive mood, 
and who stood somewhat apart, 1 
inquired the reason of the tumult. 
He informed me that the Emperor 
had issued an appeal te the people, 
begging for volunteers to defend 
the holy city, the centre of E is torn 
Christendom. About" a quarter of 
an hour after my arrival, the Em
peror had been seen to enter the 
“ Royal Gale,” on his-retnrn from 
St Sophia. A man at that moment 
began to address a few persons, 
standing at the beginning of the 
Angnstaenm. The crowd gradually 
increased, until, worked np to a 
pitch of frenzy, by the harangue of 
the demagogue, it moved toward the 
palace of the Patriaiob, denouncing 
him and tbe Emperor for ’.heir 
apostaoy, and protesting that not a 
Grecian sword should ha drawn in 
defense of the house of Paleologos. 
Suddenly there was a movement in 
the crowd, and the mullidude rushed 
between St. Sophia and thofÇatnisma 
through various other stree’s of ihe 
city, towards the “Golden àarn, ” 
with what object I know not. 
Canght in the vortex, I was carried 
tl nig in the wild rash until, reach
ing your house, I managed to effect 
my escape.”

, “. These unfortunate demagogue*,” 
said John Diogenes, they will be our 
ruin. The Emperor and the 
Patriarch have been unfaithful to 
our religion, it is true, but, here is a 
common cr-us”, the fate of the 
Empire is at stake, j all differences 
should be forgotten in the presence 
of the enemy. Bat, tell me, 
Dimitrios, did you hear the ^nam« 
of the man who worked^thus .upon 
the f- elings of the people, and 
paused such a|tumnlt?”

" (tdbecontiuued. )

AYER’S 
Hair 

VIGOR
Restores natural 

color to the hair, 
and also prevents 
It falling out. Mrs. 
H. W. Fenwick, of 
Digby, N. 8., says :

“A little more 
Em two years ago 

my hair 
began 
to turn
InM
out. Af
ter the 
use of

one bottle of Ayer’s Hair Vigor my 
hair was restored to its original 
color and ceased falling out. An

Growth
of Hair,

s qui
a variety of preparations, but with
out beneficial result, till I began to 
fear I should be permanently bald. 
About six months agis, my husband 
brought home a bottle of Ayer’s 
BUir vigor, and I began at once to 
use it, Tn a short time, new hair 
began to appear, and there is now 
every prospect or as thick a growth 
of hair as before my illness.” — 
Mrs. A. Weber, Polymnia St., New 
Orleans, La.

Ayer’s Hair Vigor
PBBPABBD BY

DU J. C. AYER ft CO., LOWELL, MASS., U ,S. A
jfyarïfjttUa car* Nick MeaOaehe,

ARE YOU

in your
IF SO BUY A PAIR OF

Goff Bros. Felt Boots,
AND SHIVER NO LONGER.

GOFF BROTHERS,

Goods
Onr 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 6 CO.,
---- DEALERS IN----

r
Books, Stationery, Fancy Goods, 

Chinaware,

TOYS AND WALL PAPERS.

Can Read
•

Then write us at once 

fpr 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. Islsnd.

JOHN NEVSON
June 12, 1895—6m

WHPAIIIS,
Sections, Knives,

Rivets, etc.
Also, New Model Buckeye Mowers, Easy-dump Ethica 

Raite, Potato Scufflers, Hay Carriers, etc.'

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

Charlottetown, P. E X, July 17,1895.
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LEADERSHIP IN THE LEAD!
lE.B.EDDY’Sf

MATCHES
warn.SUPERIORITY

TX

WHOLESALE !
Zinc,
Glass,
Bar Iron,
Cut Nails,
Horse Nails*
Clinch Nails, .
Horse Shoes,
Sleigh Shoe Steel, 
Disston’s Circular Saws,/ 
Disston’s Cross Cut Sa1

-:o;~

Apts for tie CefeOrated American BUM Banos.
-:0:-

FENNELL & CHANDLER.
CjMu^ottetown, Jan. 8, 1896.

vA ......

Boots «Shoes
j

JBEMEMBEBJTHÉ
OLD

RELIABLE
SHOE

STORE
when you want a’pair of Sboea.

Our Price* are the lowest in town.

A. E. McEAOHEN,
THE SHOEJMAN, 

Queen Street

,rfDWLER’3; 

STRAV/BE^"
^coTJc
- HOLER/) ■

9 r\ O - -: , ^ •
£,-7/>- ï j v - •

: i f /

J-
AMAtL ^ t ; If j,./tfüi i‘\S

CKILDhfi-r
Bur a* C’-J " "

V

All onr Coats, . 
All Reefers,
All Suits,
All Ulsters,
All Fur Capes,
All Far Robes, 

»
All Fur Goods.

4

This is a good opportunity to buy GoÔds, for when we 
say all Goods must be sold we mean it, and go they must

Tell your friends and come yourselves.

Fur Robes worth $5.75 for >4.25. Fur Robes worth 
$7,75 for $6.00, and Fyr Coats worth $16.00 for $12.00. 
Ulsters worth $7.50 for $5.00, and many such bargains will 
be found in our tremendous Stock.

PROWSE BROS.
The Wonderful Cheap Men,

v


