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* And the and true 'mongst the men of

to-morrow
+ Are the pure-hearted, upright, good boys
«The Rev. A. B, O'Nelll, C. 8. C., In Our
Young People.
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The Untenanted Graves.

CAVANAGH, .

to declare that it was an old hat the
day it came into the werld. Dr.
Forbis called it the ‘“ast rose of sum—
mes,’ we suppose because it was ‘left
blooming alone.’ Bat the idea that

A TALE OF TIPPERARY it ever had a ‘lovely companion’ was

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

SCHAPTER X1V.—(Conrinvep )

For, though Matt Hazlitt wasa
follower of the gentle craft, and could
tie a trout fly to perfection, Brian
knew be did not scruple to bear a
torch by the river bank on occasion
and would plunge his barbed speer
iato the upturned belly of a salmon
without the slightest compunction.
But the light near the ruined house
was not moving, and evidently was
not the light of either a pine torch
or a shi¢f of straw. After puzzling
his brains for some time to account
for the phenomenon, Brian put on his
bat, and, taking a stout stick in his
hand, sallied torth with the intention
of satisfying his cariosity

He knew the ground so well that
he found little difficully in making his
way to the old house. He got inside
the walls cautiously from the rear,
and found himself within a few yards
of ht. Brian Purcell's nerves
were sinly not of the weak sort;
but on hearing the delving of a spade
and the shoveling up of earth, his
heart began to thump unpleasantly
against his ribs. He saw the figures
of two men, one standing upright, the
other kneeling on one knee, looking

into what he could not help fancying

a deep grave, which a third man ' was |

digging. Brian Purcel was as ready
as any man to face danger, whenever
there was a necessity for so doing.
Baut it is no impeachment of his cour-
age to say that at that moment he
wished he bad come armed with a
better weapon than the stout walking-
slick .

The man who was digging stopped
for 2 moment and said : —

‘Which of ye has the black-handle
knife ?

‘I have,’ replied the man who was
standing, in a gruff voice.

‘I feel myself getting some way
nervous,’ says the voice from the
ground, ‘an I'd like you'd make sure,
for fear of danger.’

‘There’s no danger,” replied the
gruffl voice again; ‘I did the business
right. So go on and be d—d.’

The man on one knee started up,
and clapped his hand on the mouth
of him with the gruff voice.

‘Let him alone,” says this man, in

, plaintive voice, ‘or he'll spoil
I told you he would, and he
will.

*Hould your tongue, you angishore,’
growled the gruff one, ‘and give us
none of your jaw.’ Here Brian could
see this person throw back his bead
and elevate his elbow, and an odor
of whiskey became very perceptible
immediately. The digging and shov-
elving went on again in silence for
some minutes.

‘Would I doubt you, Betty 7' the
man in the ground exclaimed trium—
phantly.

‘What is it?" asked the man with
the plaintive voice.

‘A cave,’ was the reply. ‘I have a
cave. ‘The spade is atther ruaning
ioto it.’

At this moment a hollow, and even,
Brian thought, an unearthly sound,
issued from the river, quite close to
the group.

‘I'm blessed if it isn't a terror,’ ex-
claimed the gruft voice.

“There now,’ says the other sorrow-
fully, and in the same low plaintive
tone. ‘There now, all is lost. And
didn’t I tell you this'd be at the end
ofit?

‘Josh," says the man below; ‘Josb,
are you able to say the 'Deprafun-
dish ?'

; ‘Io.';:&nnply;-.'l never com-

“There’s no use,’ says the ‘in
that nlomuuz'—“:’

utterly preposterous We may as
well stop here, for Josh Reddy's white
hat was, and is to this day, a thing
impossible to be ibed.

Mrs. Croak produced a small bot-
tle. ‘As luck 'd have id,’ says she,

‘I have a couple.’ This was inre|S

|ply to ber husband's question as to
1 whether she had ‘c'er a little rouser.
| ‘Would I doubt you, Betty 7" says

" Tim, taking a small bottle from ber

hand. Tim filled a glass and em-
iptied it with marvelous celerity.
Then handing the empty glass to
| Josh, he filled it again.

| *“Tight-enough,’ says Tim Croak, as
| he turned the bottle upside down and
[let the last drop drain out of it into
the g'ass

| *Here's luck,’ says Josh Reddy; and
the little rouser disappears in a2 mav-
ner suggestive of the man at the fair
|who says ‘presto,” and swallows a
| half-penny. ‘And now Tim,’ be con-
|tinved, in his quiet, solewn way,
‘bave you everything ready ?’

‘All right,” Tim replies.
| ‘¥r; Croak, are you sure about the

place ?’

‘Sure an’ certain,” Mrs. Croak re-
| plies

“T'hree nights in succession ?'

*What?' says Mrs. Croak.
| “Three nights running,’ says Josh
| Reddy.
| *Ye:; three nights runnin’,’ she re-
plies.
| ‘And, Tim, have you the black-

bandie kaife 7’

‘Shawn Gow is to bring id. He's
0 be wud us.’

‘l apprehend—that is, I'm afeard
{that's a bad job, Tim,’ says Josh
| Reddy, shaking his head sorrow-
| fully.

‘Why so ?’ inquires Tim.
| *His propensity to swearing. The
| cursing, [ mean.’
| “Be gob, I forgot that, says Tim,
6quilc taken aback.

‘And wan curse,’ Tim Croak’s wife
remarked, *’d spoil all.’

‘Well, there's no help for id now,’
says Tim. ‘We'll warn him. And
| Josh, as he won't be here sooner
{than another balf hour, give us the
| ‘Fox’s Sleep.’

Josh Reddy was the parish music-
ian. We say the musician. There
was Dinny Maloughney, ‘the piper,’
and Billy Devine, ‘the fiddler.” Bat
Josh Reddy was the ‘musicianer’
The two irregular practitioners were
content with what they could do in
the way of business among the poor-
est and most humble, or a chance
job of a better sort when Josh Reddy
was not to be bad. Whea all three
happened to be employed on great
occasions like Tom Burke's wedding
—for Tom had taken unto himself a
wife since we met him the morning
he brought Brian Purcell the ring—
there was then sure to be discord of
the most excruciating eort. For Josh
Reddy would perform only such
pieces as were beyond the powers of
his humble rivals, whose epileptic at-
tempts to accompany him were pain
ful to behold. Billy Devine,
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divined from the foregoing, thit
Croak's wife, Betty, dreamt
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with a bottle of ‘mountain

success from the sutset, The moun-
tain dew would be sure to draw out
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Shawn's talent for swearing, and 80 | me.

all would be lost, Josh said. Every-
thing went on well, however, fcra
time; and success appeared certain,
when Tim announced that be ‘had a
cave’ But then came the hollow
noise from the river, which surprised
Shawn Gow into letung fly the fatal
‘curse.’

Tim Croak continued to implore
his companions to say the ‘Daprofun—
dish,” or the ‘Prayers for a soul de-
parting,’ or the ‘Litany for the dying,’
and insisted that he was a dead man
from hips down. Just then there was
a crash through the bushes on the
bank of the river (from behind
which the hollow noise bad come),
and immediately a frightful bellow
caused Josh Reddy and Shawn Gow
1o roar ‘murder’ simultaneously ; and
running forward both fell iato the
vole where the unfortunate Tim
Croak was moaning helplessly. This
unexpected descent caused them-
selves and Tim to roar in chorus,
and Brian Purcell, not well knowing
what to think of the affair, hastened
to their assistance.

‘What's the matter ?’ he cried out,

trying to make his voice heard above -

the din. A series of groans and
moans, and growls, was the only re-
ply he could get. He seized Joshby
the shoulders, and pulled him out of
the hole, where he had been wedged
in between the other two. He fi
him upon the grass at full length,
;euin‘p:s bands under Tim's arms,
be bauled him up, too. The big
blacksmith, havi
was able to scramble up without assis-
tance. Shawn sat upon the grass,
snd took a swig from the black
bottle. But Josh and Tim remained
stretched at full length, apparently
incay
ake a pull,’ says Shawn Gow, pre-
senting the black bottle to Brian.
‘No, thank you.' The ludicrous-
oess of the scene made Brian
outright. He knocked off Josh
Reddy's white hat with a tap of hi
stick, and gave Tim Croak a i
the ribs. Tim and Josh rose
sitting posture. Shawn banded Ti
the black bettle, and Tim took a swi
Tim banded Josh the bottle,
took a swig. And Shawn, and
and Josh, began to look
wet, he
hole
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ping to screw up his fiddle,would con- | ;

fidentially own to some sympathizing
bystander, that he couldn’t ‘compare
with him.” But, acon—driven out
of his wits by some wonderful effort
of fingering on the part of Josh—
Billy Devine would rush into the
midst of the dancers, and with a
screech and a flourish of his bow, in-
form all whom it might concern that
‘he played by air, and didn't care
for any man.’ Josh Reddy's com-
temptuous indifference to these little
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towards me. But-as he advanced |
saw him reel and stagger; and before
I could dismount and come to his

ground. The boy
several days back bis father had eat—
en nothing but a few grapes which a
lady had given him ; and I at
conclu that Connor Shea had the
fever.  Fortunately - my
not far cff, and after bat
ples and getting him
ooolin;dnu;ht.:u'u
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An article called * COTTOLENE.”
“What is it?”" sald he to the dame,
“That answers to this curious name.
What is it made of 7 "What's its used
My ignorance you'll please excuse.”
“You're not the merchant for my dimes,
1 see you're quite behind the times.
For COTTOLENE, I'd have you know,

ls now e thing thate st o€ | Woodill's  German

A healthful substitute for lard. \
Its composition pure and clean ; m&
For cooking give me COTTOLENE."
As from his store the lady fed, PURE,
The grocer gently scratched his head— HOLESOME,
ELL PROPORTIONED.

On his next ondcr, fifst was seen,
“Ume dosons cases COTTOLENE®
o GEORGE LAWSON,
Ask Your Grocer for it Ph. D, mD.
— M 1S G B & Ireland

Ripans Tabulcs.
Ripans

N. K. FAIRBANK & CO,,
Tabules are com-

Wellington and Ann Streets,
MONTREAL.

pounded from a

widely used by 'M@pﬁon
cal authorities and are pre-
oenht: in tl:e form that is be-
coming fashion every-
where.

Bulletin No, 10. Class No. 1.
Oream of Tartar Powder.

Dr. T.C. Robins,
SURGEON DENTIST.

OFFICE :—Prince Street, Opposite
St. Pawl's Church Charlottetowon, P,
K. Jsland . mar let 93.

@

SPEUPAGLBM being worn
) by numbers of people with
en ses entirely_too strong; others 3:"
ought to have a strogger glass

than they do use. If the child

who holds a book close in order o

see best, ar the older person who

finds it difficult to see the finest

print at night, will call on us we

will soon tell them whether a glass

will benefit them or not.

In some cases we' find it best to
give a pair on trial to be changed
after using a short time for a
tronger lens if needed, and then
gradually get the eye nccu-tomd’

Ripans Tabules act gentiy
but promptly upon the liver,
stomach M&t::ina; cure
ia, itual constipa-

ve breath and head-
ache. One tabule taken at the
first symptom of indigestion,
biliousness, dizziness, distress

Ripans Tabules may be ob-
tained of nearest druggist.

quick to act, and

to the kelp that it needs
y a doc~

E. W. TAYLOR,
Cameron Block ,

THLEPHONE COMPANY OF P. E ISLAND
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TOLL LINE STATIONS.
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WESTERN STATIONS. | EASTERN STATIONS.
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ROB ANGUS Manager,

THE BEST OF

Boys Clothing

is the cheapest in the end.

" YOUTHS SUITS
from 10 to 14 years
$8.560 TO 87.50.

WE have just received a
which we guarantee to
zard's ] grown in E

If you want a
Genuine Hassard.s Improved Seed, at

REEER & GOF'F,
April 8—1yr QUEEN & KING SQUARR STORR

HOUSE  CLEANING.

KALSOMINES, all colors,

READY MIXED PAINTS, all
colors,

Whitings, Red & Yellow Ochre,

TINTINGS, Pink, Yellow, Green
and blue, .

Paints, Oils, Varnishes. Japans.
Stains, Turpentine.

A full line of BRUSHES. °

Fennell & Chandler.
Haszard's Improved

SPECIAL NOTIOE.

OUR stock of Haszard's Improved Turnip Seed is grown

exclusively for us by the la seed growing estab-
lishment in England, from true, ;E:t seed, supplieg by us
for the purpose.

We have taken all this firm has grown, paying them
fully fifty per. cent over the cost of orsinarysecd. owing to
extra care taken in growing the * Haszard's.

9 Avoid so-called -‘ Haszard's” sold at low prices
The genuine article is the result of great care in selection
and can never be sold low. Don't experiment with cheap
seed ;" you may save a few cents, but will lose many dollars.
and pcrhans your whole crop.

Our Haszard's improved is sold only in sealed cardboard
boxes, (never in bulk), in %, 34, and 1 Ib, sizes. For sale
at our seed store and by our agents, or will be sent by mail,
postage paid, on receipt of price, 45 cents per Ib.

GEO. CARTER & (0,

Grocers & Seedsmen, 136 Queen Street

Charlotetown March

SUMME”; ARRANGEMENT. 1009
On and after Wedn M , 1
T ety R 20w, reiee
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TRAINS FOR THE WEsY I TRAINS FROM THE WESY.
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