ndelible insult of expressed weariness | up at the moon
and dislike. She beld her peace. |and, enclosed withi
When the day came, he would | young and beautiful
have left her, for years of absence,|heart that never throbbed witha law-
" I without a kiss; but the poor soul,|less desire, a conscience so i
’n the glee | Yungering and waiting for a loving | and a mind so pure that angels mi
vord or ook, unable to believe her | have commund with ber,
great affection powerless to win a re-|  Shall not this prisoner fi
wrn, could not bear this blighting |in solitude, and golden
vemory. She clung to him, sob-|the waves of pain ?
bing her full heart on his breast; she| She had been cne day and
kissed him and prayed for him, with | Millbank. The severe
ber hands on his shoulders, and ber | warder of the pen
streuming eyes on his; she blamed | cell door in the morni
herself, and told him she would be|ed her two books, a Bi
bappy till he returned,—the thought | book.
of her coming joy would bless her| The window of the

with
Be.
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Oh, land of love and dreamy thoughts,
And fields and shady »pots.

:

grassy plota,
with wild forget-me-cots,

Ou of the past,
Tae lips of Used-to-Be

V.

i
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11we ye, all, and with wet eyes A
Turned glimmeriogly on the ' Kkies,

My blessings like {aur perfumes rise
*nll o'er my soula silence iies,

Sweeter than any song to e,
Sweeter than avy melody

Or its sweet echo —yea, ali three
My dreams of Used-to-Be

life, and bless and preserve him on |the bars, was open.
he sea. With such words, she let |word to the warder, the
him go. threw the books out of the open
Firmly and faithfully the loving|dow.

heart kept this last promise. Months | ‘They are not true; I shall pray
pasted, and her lonely home grew|more,’ she said, not b
very dear to her. Her young heart | firmly, as they fell into the with-
rzfused to remember the pain of the |in the .

past, and would recall day after day,| She was reported to the authorities.
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Book Third.

ALICE WALMSLEY.

BY JOHN BOYLE O’RELLLY.

ber wedded life. She would not al- | with her, in the cell, according to the
low herself to think how much even | rule laid down for the convict prisons;
of these pleasures was due to others | but she remained silent. They pun-

her old friends. “murder” was printed on her door

when she took to her yearning breast | edand body shrank under the

i the sweet baby that was hers and his. |food. Remember, a few weeks be-
: God's eye seemed too full of love|fore, she was a simple, God fearing
that day., The harvest of her young | country girl.  Neither prayer nor
life was the bursting of a flower of ex- | punishment could bring her into re-
quisite joy.
—God had come near to her, and|nestness of ber daily answer:
bad sent her an angelic present.| ‘I shall pray mo more.’
Her life for many days was a cease-| Her case was brought before the
less crooning melody of soft bappi- | Chief Director, Sir Josbua Hobb.
néss, mingled with prayers for ber|This disciplinarian visited her dark
husband absent on the sea. cell, and, with a bharsh ‘Ho, there !

Then came the lightning, and|fashed a brilliant lamp on the en-
blasted her fabric of joy, and shrivel-| tombed wretch. She sat on a low
led her future life into hopelessness|seat in the centre of the dark cell,
before her face. One moment it rose | her face bowed into her hands, per-
fair and sightly and splendid; the | baps
next, it wasscattered at her scorched | glare,
feet, a pile of blackened and pitiful
ruin. O, day of sorrow, would it had | reformer, looking at the .jwm figure
been of death ! that did not move. ‘We'll see.

It was a bright and happy mom-| He evidently took a special interes’
ing, and she sat in her pleasant little | in this case.
room, with the baby in ber arms. An hour later, the prisoner was
She had been dream ng awake. She |taken from her cell, and dragged or
was (ull of peace and thankfulness for | pushed by two strong female warders
her cxcredllng j'J)‘.d . R till she stood in an arched passage
; Suddenly, a shadow fell upon her | beneath the prison. Her clothing
l::znl‘mn;;ymbf;.:fe\!hc" beavy —some ope had entered the room . | was rudely torn from her shoulders

With a prayer, we enter the cell of | 20¢ looked up, and met a temible|to the waist; her wrists were strapped
Alice Walmsley—a cell where no face—a woman's face, glaring at ber | o staples in the wall; and, before ber
prayer had been uttered, woeful to say, and at ber child. She could not|weakened and beoumbed brain bad
for the first five years of her life there- scream--she was paralyzed with ter- | realized the unspeakable outrage, the
in. W on the calm white|™". :
;':ce lndel::):o:s;nle;es that dllxlre passion—every dreadful line seemed |livid stripes.
ing the hopeless period had never |0 POssess a voice of wrath and| Then, for one weak moment, ber
been raised to Heaven—except once, | batred- womanhood conquered, and she
and then only in defiance and im- Alice had no power to defond her-| shrieked, #8 if in the
precation. sclf; but she folded her baby closer 10| name of Him she bad so bitwerly re-

God's hand had caught her up|ber breast, and looked straight at the | fused to worship. i
from the bappy plain, to fling ber into d“’,d‘“l face. RGN But the scream of her afflication
the darkest furrows of sfilication;and | _ YOU think you are his wife I' cried | was not a prayer,—it was the awful
from these depths the stricken soul | the womap, with a laugh of hideous |utterance of a parting spirit, the cry
had upbraided the judge and rebelied | detision. *You think he loves you!lofa wrecked and tortured soul, an
against the sentence. You lie! Youlie! He is my hus-|imprecation born of such ‘mn:'

Alice Walmsley had been born band ! _Ue never was yours ! He. is | was only utterable in a curse. y
with a heart all kindness and sym-|™ine, mine ! And he lied to you!" | God pity and blot out the sin |
pathy. From her very infancy she More was said by the woman—| They carried her senseless body to
bad loved intensely the kindly, the [much more; but itall resolved itself|the hospital, where u
unselfish, and the beautiful. She|i0t0 thisin Alice’s confused memory. | befriended her for many 'u.h. A
had lived through ber girlhood as| Papers the stranger produced, and | brain fever racked her; she lived the
happy, bealthy and pure as the prim- held before Alice’s eyes. She read |terrors of the past every hour; &
roses beneath her mother’s hedgerows, | the written words—they were trans- | weaker body would have ,sunk under
She had approached womanhood as a ferred to her brain in letters of fire. | the strain : but her time bad not yet
silver stream ripples to the sea, yearn. | Nearer and nearer came the dreadful | come.
ing for its greatness and its troubles | YO™a%, and more threatening the in-
and its joys—hurrying from the calm
delights of the meadow banks to the
mighty main of strength, and saltpess,
and sweetness.

The moment of communion was
reached st last, when ber girlish life
plunged with delicious expectation

MISERERE |

O, Spirits of Unrest and pain, that
griéve for the sorrow deait out to
weak humanity, sweep {from my heart
the dull veil of individuality, and let
my being vibrate with the profound
pulsafion of those who mourn in the
depths. Spirits of sorrow and sym-
pathy, twin sisters of the twilight,
touch the trembling chords that sounc
the symphony of wrong, and desola-
tion, and despair !

Almighty God, in Thy wisdom,and
surely also in Thy love, Thou layest
Thine awful finger on a poor human
soul, and it is withered in ‘1 hy sight
even to agony and death. Thy ways,
far seeing, our eyes may not discover.
In those supreme moments of trial,
when that which we see is black as
might, teach us to trust in Thy guid-
ance, give us light to deny the feartui
temptation of chance, and faith to
believe that all was labor and are

She laid her band on the baby's|philanthropic women and hackneyed
shoulder, and crushed. it, cursing ::moﬁad
it . rigid chari senorous  prayer,

Still Alice could not scream. Her | during which her eyes remained clos-
heart gave irregular throbs—her brain | ed and her lips motionless. :
was beginning to reel. Nearer, still|  Ag ber strength .
into the deep—and in one bideous |0€arer, the hateful face—the words|ed about the ward, feel
jnstant she kmew that forever, she |Struck ber like missiles—they sprang | relief when she coul
bad parted from the pure and beauti | like knives at her heart—her body | to another inmate weaker
ful, and was buried in an ocean of |§'eW Weak—the baby fell from her|gelf. She would warm
corruption and disappointment, rolled
over by waves cf unimaginable and
inevitable suffering and wrong.

From the first deep plunge, stified,
agonized, appalied, she rose to the
surface, only to behold the land re-
ceding from ber view—the sweet
fields of her innocent and joyous gir!
hood fading in the distance.

She raised her eyes, and saw the
heaven calm and beautiful above her,

led with gem-like stars—and
cried, she screamed to God for

the terrible stranger bad seized the | the medicines as
child--the mother's senses failed— | ynfortunate sisters.
the sunlight grew dark--the sufferer
fell unconscious at her
feet.

When she raised her head, after | her comfort.
hours of a merciful blank; she was| When ber health was quite
alone,~her baby lay dead before ber, |she had become

-and the love and trust of her life la ici
stark and strangled by its side.

What more? Nay, there was
more o be borne. The worst
come. The flaming rocket had
its last spark in the dark
useless stick was falling to the
to be forgotten for ever,

Friends! What bad
Kindoess was 5

And
et | performed silently. She
enemy's|ed, apd no one but ber

iy
!i

;
4
Y

belp in her belplessness. The an-
swer did not come—the lips of God
were dumb—it seemed as it He did
not beed nor see the ruin of one puny

!

lls

}‘i;
2

life. The sky was as beautiful and

Lt

iiﬁ}z

untiringly, the few poor pleasures of | They sent the Bible reader to pray|,

than her husband—to her mother and |ished ber--for the dreadfal word| ;"

But all her sorrow died, and ber|card; they shut ber up in a dark cell| -
doubt and fear fled away on the day | for days and weeks, till her eyes dilat-

Her baby was a prayer | lenting, but only deepened the ear-|

to shut out the painfully sudden | STEREASE WHE, S0 ©
‘She won't pray, ¢h ?' said the great |~

The face was crowded with |lash had swept her de'icate flesh into | ***

04Ny is torture h old
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- , The fever left her at last,—her|®
sults she hissed into Alice’s face. | consciousness returned; the austere, | he

by ber bedside in | 20

knees—O God! the silent agony— |smooth the pillows, or carefully give
prescribed,

knew that ber labor for others gave|P
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The berry season is now here, and almost every

; keeper wants to buy some good, cheap preserving sugar for

preserving purposes.
BwrGoﬂ'hwejuureceivedovelsooo pounds of
Raw West India Sugar (suvitable for table use or for pre
serving) which they are now offering for sale as cheap as the
common Refined Sugar is being at.
Cl.llarlyanfig';tasupply of the cheapest and best
preserving in the city.
BEER & GOFF.

April 8—1yr QUEEN & KING SQUARR STORS
The Cosmopolitan Magazine
—AND THE— ;

CHARLOTTETOWN HERALD
BOTH FOR $2.00 A YEAR!

HE GREAT ILLUSTRATED MONTHLIES have in
the past sold for $4.00 a year. It wasa wonder to
printers how The Cosmopolitan, with its yearly 1530 pages
of resding matter by the greatest writers of the world; and
iulzw?ﬁmmm by eclever artists, could be furnished
for $3.00 a year. In January last it putin the most
magazine printing plant in the world, and now comes what
is really a-wonder :

Wi WILL COT THE PRIGE OF THE MAGAZIAE IN MALP ToR YOU 1

Think of it, 128 pages of reading matter, with 120 illustrations—a volame
- Mmﬂlh“‘h N.:I“lnuli.ﬂ

For only I@4§ Cents.

We will send you THE COSMOPOLITAN MAG AZINE
which has the strongest staff of regular contributors of any
existing periodical, and

THE HERALD
BOTH FOR ONLY $2.00 A YEAR.
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