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had fallen into her bands so strangely.
The date of the year was on the out-
side of the volume in figures nearly an
inch long, written on white paper; sod
then, gnmmed on the right side, was
the addition in equally large letters.

“This Is My Diary, Bride Bazsle's.

And when the pale, slender lady en-

'ﬂh*m"“ tered, whom she bad never seen before,

Botand cold by tarns; but the eye of het Rone faee

the priest met her own,and they warned
her to piace & restraint upon ber feel-
ing sod leave him to conduct the cat-
eobetionl part of the business

‘How can 1 ever repay you for all
you have doneP

The child had worn a little Scotch
dress when taken away. 'l'hv- was
the kilt of Stuart Tartan moth-eaten,

and dropping into boles, the embroid-

ked with "
for she was like * ber boy,’ and big tears
fell down her cheeks.

Laura, when she reached Jubilee
Street, had been haunted by a strange

“ Not » bit of it, Father Sherbourne, presentiment that she had seen the

mot a bit of it. Martha never was &
mother a8 far as [ know, certain she
bad’ot when wmy dear lad oame to us;
only you see, Father, it was this way
sbout, It was Martha as sent the dear

street before. On entering Mrs. Buz-
sle's house, she started and turned
faint, and suddenly came before her

the tertible night on which
Edwin Ainslie bad thrown her into that

Sod 40 me to take care of, and so 1 al- | magoetio sleep. So powerful is Imag-
srays called bjm Martha's boy, not that | ination !

be was her ows born child, not s bit of

i, bless him, he be the shild of gentle-
folka, Il swear be will; and Mre [rs-
tor, ma'am, forgive me for baving de-

And Mrs. Buzsle drew her easy chair
to the fire, and leaving ber other visi-
tors, even the priest, who stood above
oll buman beings in her estimation, to

ocsived P n.m“h-bmlovth-nlmndpm:h-m-
good m ":::," it did pot|selves where best they piessed, Mrs.
matter my hlh.glhlhm wot opr | Buzsle’s sttention was fixed on the

stranger guest as entirely as if she, and

Bat while poor Mrs, Bussle was still | she only was {a tho room.

busy in giving her far from lucid so-

“«Now, poor dear lady,’ sald she,

pount in which she tried to prove that loosening Laura's mantle; ‘ I'll not keep
he was not Martha's son, Mrs, Lester | YOU » minute for I know how very anx-
etarted from her seat, and when she[ions you must be, but will all of you
uwm.@“i‘m, first take one glass of good old port

ber face, she exclaimed

which it is good,being some of that my

+ Dear Mrs. Bussle tell me agsin that dear man bought for poor Ned when
you are quite sure Edward is not Mar- be was jI] of the fever?

the's child.’ v

To pleage the worthy soul they al-

«Age, Mrs. Lester, said the poor lowed her to hand them each a glass

woman, orossing herself reveremtly,
#ag sure as the words of Holy Serip-
ture are trpe, Ned is not my wicked
deaghter’s son; and sow ['ve some-
thing ¢0 tell you I just bethink me
what I'll do; since ever my poor hos
band firet loft me to go tosea, which
16 will be near twenty years altogether
i Bave kept what you call a diary which

of wine.

And ‘turping up the wick of bher
bandsome paraffine lamp she smoothed
out ber silk apron, and having care-
fully wiped ber glasses and then the
tears from her eyes, sbe seated herself.
And this was what she pead :

* November $9th, 1850.
“This bas been a very odd day; I

plonses bim to hesr me read o'mights | wonder what will come of it?

when be comes bome end there I put

‘1 was sitting, stitching away at the

down everything as bappens we, gnd | kitchen window when I heard the post-
word for word all that was ssid to me, | man’s snock; he gave me a letter from
the night my desr Iad was brought|s foreign place. T was struck all of a
bere, ome foggy night in November|heap, as people say, jor | kuow none
ywenty-three years ago it was—I have| far swag but my dear Jack, and he be
ot I all down, which it Is gospel truth | st Rio just how, o somg other such
¥'m saging, and if you'll fix a time your outlandish place.

wiverence, and you snd Mrs. Lester will

‘Well, I went back to my kitchen,

come. U'll be the bappy woman to read | and who should it be but from our

you all about it.’

‘You must allow me to bring my | @y

Martha, that is Jack’s Martha, She is
, & stuck up minx,

friend, Mrs, Ainelie with me, Mrs. Buz- | looking down op me, besange | was no
ghe,” sald Mre. Lester, ‘ for [ expect she | scholard; well it took me no ead of
will prove to be the mother of your|time to read her fine writing, but at
dear foster-eop, seeing that she loat her | last 1 made out that she was maid to a
ouly cbild, a boj three years old, twen- | lady in France, and that the Iady was

ty-five years old this very month.”

sthioking of coming to Eogland, and

* God bless me, Mrs. Lester, is § pos- | she could not keep ber place unless I
sible; ab,tben the Almighty be praised | would look sfter s little Iad of hers just
#ov bis gooduess,’ replied Mrs, Buszle, | three years old, and thas she wonld pay
7 and do yon bring the dootor,ma’sm,ss | twenty pouds a yesr for it, and more
well, snd I will be all ready wihenever| when it got older, and there sure

you please to fix to some.’

esough, without waiting for me to say

“ Will this evening at six o'slock snit | yes, or no, were two Bank of Eagland
Jou my good soul?” said Mre. Lester, | notes, yo uloe and new, esch for ten

‘my poor frieud will be terribly an-
xious 40 hear what you have to say.’

pound. It would be » gight of money,
thought I, and the child would be com-

*Yes, me'am, it will suit me right| pany to me; but what of Jack, be had
well.’ said Mrs. Bogsle, wiping away s | fallen out with Martha and ber gay

tear. ‘I shall feel it so, ma'am, when

ways, maybe be would not like it, for

I bave to tell my dear boy I am 80| Morthy did mot say she was married.

mother of his, but sare I am he will
mever forget me.’

*] should grieve to think Edward
could bo so ungrateful; indeed I am
sure it is not ih bim,’ said Mrs. Lester,
tarning away with the priest and shak-
ing hands warmly with the poor wo-
man ere she left her house.

Ells bad been sent purposely away
on a theee days’ visit till further ingui-
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It was s regulay dodge on crafty Mar
tha's part, there wag no plage I could
write to, to refuse what she asked, if I
wished ever so much, and if | was do-
ing an insensible thing I could’st belp
it, my poor Jack away, and I quite
alone.

**Ob Lord,’ I kept saylng to myself,
* what ghpll I do if the child should turn
wp.’

* Two nights later there was a terrible
fog sll over London, everyone will re-
member that night, people kept a
knocking at the door, and asking what
part of Mile End they were in, and I
begun te get frightened, seeing I was
| alone in the house, and was just going
to put the chain on the door s I an-
swered a woman who thought she was
in Commercial road, when a tall man
pushed past the poor body, and asking
if my pupe wasn't Bussle, to which I

eved drawers sod velvet jacket, the
skirt with the still legible G. A. in the
corner, and the velvet cap and feather,
all as be bad worn them on gw. fearful
night.

From one to another the various ar-
ticles were passed round, and when the
inspection was at an end Bride Bazsle
resumed reading from her big book.

¢ Dear little children, they do take on
badly when in grief, but 1 think they
soon forget their sorrow if only folk
would be patient. Here I am with
pever a child of my own, and yet I do
love little children s0 very much. I
am sure I should bave been s fond
mother if the Lord had sent me any.
For many days I bave bad nothing to
put in my diary.

‘ December 11th and "3th: Nothing
to write except that the little boy is
not well and keeps erying out * mamma’
all day long. He gaye me a turn when
there was a knook at the door, for he
looked up and listened saying, * Is that
mamma come for Derald? Yes, Derald,
that's what it sounds like, but it is an
odd name.

‘December 24. How busy I have
been lately, making up a change of
clothing, for the child has taken up all
my time. Dear heart, how fond | bave
grown of him, be has such pretty ways,
yet now that Jack is coming home I
feel unensy. like as to whether he will
like what 1 bave done, und yet bow
could 1 help myself, and that wicked
Martha: has never written ome word
since the child came here,

* It is tiresome the littie fellow should
be ill too. 1 think he is pining unless
he has some child’s complaint coming
on.
*1 must leave off writing, for it is
past six, and Jack will soon be home.
How glad | shall be to gee him back
again.

‘ Boxing Day. The child in bed and
Jack apt with ¢ mate.

* What a time | bad of it on Oristmas
Eve. I was giad Jack did not get
home till seven, for the dear lite fel-
low was in bed and asleep. It was
bouny thing to have my husband back
for Christmas, poor soul, he looked so
bappy when ie was kegide his own
kitchen fireside, ‘ Biddy dear,’ eaid
be, ‘ there's nothing to gome up fo the
comfort of a cheerful home and a good
tempered wife when a man is off the
sea after many months away from old
Eogland; and then the silly man took
t praigin’ my looks after be bad prais-
od my temper; but I scon siopped
that, saying that whatever little | had
that was good, I never was noted for
my good looks, but handsome 15 as
handsome does, as my dear old mother
used to say.

‘ And when | saw him guite comfort-
able then I up and told bim sbout my
little boy.

+* I've something to tell you, Jack,’
said I, * you and I are not alone in the
house.’

‘ My hoart was all in a flutter about
the poor mite upstajuy.

‘The depee we ain't.’ said my bus-
band. ‘] hope there be no ope living
in it beyond you and I, and pussy, you
know, Biddy, we have enough and to
spare, we need have no lodgers.’

“*Our lodger is a very small oue,
Juck, dear. TIl not beat about the
bush amy jonger; six weeks ago who
sbould I bear from, but your dagghter,
Martha.'

‘¢ A counfounded jade,’ he muttered
to himeelf, ‘ how dared she set her foot
under my roof ? T've not heard from
ber sippe she ran away with yoang Mr.
Haselton, disgracing me hy bey jnfamy.

Bridget, you bave not
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will tell, but that little lad ain't Mar
tha's child; my own idea is that she
has stolen it. However ic may be, if
anything came of it, you have s plain
tale to tell.’

¢ And then the shadows passed out of
his bonest face, and going to the
parior he opened bis kit, first kissing
away the tears he bad brought to my
eyes, and then he gave me a lovely
Indian silk, with ever so many preity
things for the house.

*1 bad done all' my marketing and I
sat down that Christmas eve—I1849—
as s happy ong, though he had been »
bit cross about the child,

* He slept till late the next morning,
and it was nine o’clock when be came
down to breakfast; but whilit 1 was
dressing the child says: ‘ Pledse come
here ma'am.’

* The little creature was sitting up,
with a scared look on his dear face, and
with hands beld out he clasped me
round the neck, and he says:

“There's some one in that bed, I
hear him ‘noring. Ob, save me! Isbe
the man that took me from mammal

“ My sweet lamh, that bad man fsn™
here.’ said I, wiping off the cold sweat
from his little face; ‘ that is Mamma
Buazle's husband, and he'll be ever so
kind to my boy. Now see,’ says I,
* Ned musn't be unsensible; take away
your hands, and Lord N-gunll'll
take him down with me sud dyess him
in the kitchen, if he'll be & good boy.'

‘Yes, ma'am, I will' said he; and
there he Iay quite quiet watohing we
dress myself, and then I wrapped bim
up in a large shawl and I carried him
down and put him in the easy chair
while T lighted the fire, and then I
dressed bim and wade resdy for
breakfast.

‘Now I had copied the way his fine
clothes bad been made, and he did look
#0 pretty in his Highland suit, and his
bright golden hair, with his fine dark
eyes, and when my men page down be
Was ai the table enjoying bis basin of
bread and milk,

* But, poor little soul, when he heard
Juck's footssep on the stairs be tarned
ever 0 pale; his little arm beat and he
pulled me by the sleeves ss If he was
afraid of him.

* Be still, my precious,’ said I; ‘it s
only my busband ; not for worlds would
he hurt my bhov,’

‘ Jack sat down without noticing the
child till he orept up to my side, when
suddealy seelng him says he:

* Well, young fellow, what have you
got to say for yourself? Tell me your
name,’

‘The child looked hard at him ns if
trying to pake ogt If he way enpogr-
aged by my man's kind ways, for be
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began to give nice things to eat. Bays 8o

the child:

‘Lam talled Derald, sir.’

“Jack gave a low whistle, then says
be to me, * that means Gerald, Biddy,

has i e
um-:"'“m“m‘f“” ke {in

‘Bot you bave got another name,
have'st you, my boy, what is it?

‘And my dear child put his wee band
to bis forehead, like elderly folks when
they try to recollect sométhing, and he
said to himeelf;

‘Lot me seo, what was it, | forget
now, | forges, sir, then after » bit he
looked with his pretty face all aglow,
‘I remember now, my name ¢ Haly,
Derald Haly.'

‘Haly, Gerald Haly,’ said Jack,
with a chuckle, * well, tis'nt Hasellon,
por Buggle, apy way.'

‘ Then be sat a low moments as if he
only wanted to make a good breakfast,
but he had an ides In his head never:
theless, and when his meal was nearly
over, says he:

* Now, little fellow, come on my knee
M»m-hmmhuyus
story before the day is over.’

‘Will you tell me all about Sinbad
the Ballor, sir,’ said the child and I
watched bim sidling up to my man
without any fesr.

‘And pray who has told you sbout
Sinbad the Gailor, my hoy !’

‘My memma; she often told me
stories. ‘She used to tesch me my
letters.’ ,

‘ And now tell me, my little Seoteh-

youl p 1

‘The child looked at me from bead
#0 foot, and then shook his head,
* My mamms was not big like

*1 want to see

do. 1 psed to oall her m)

Jo take me to
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FREEMAN'S
WORM POWDERS.

Are pleasant to t-ke. Contaln their own
Purzstive. Is a safe, sure, and effectunl
dostreyer of worme in ClLildren or Adalte
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lot of 100 pairs MEN'S LONG BOOTS, will be sacrificed, and

snd all kinds of Boots, Shoes and Slippers at Bankrupt Prices, gt the

Dominion Boot and Shoe Store.

BOOTS !
(Do Inion Boot and Shoe Store.

, SHOES AND RUBBERS still on
J. B. MACDONALD,

S00 WORTH BOOTS

, which must be-cleared out to make room

b

Charloitetown, January 25, 1888—yr

H| BOOTS!

OF THE FINBST QUALITY,

Riley's Tobacco Factory, Water
Street, Charlottetown,
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" T. B. RILEY.

Mareh 25 1890—iy

Smm m m iom Mesgrs. Brown Bros. & Co.

Masufegtured from Pure Virginia Leaf, at

prices
pur-

DRUG STORE.

Always to the Front
With the Froshest and Most Reliable Stock of Goods

IN THE MAREKET,

FRESH DYES, FELLOWS’ SYRUP,
PATENT MEDICINES, | BURDOCK BITTERS,
CONDITION POWDERS| MILK FOODS.

Prescriptions Carefully Dispensed.
HAVANA CIGARS WHOLESALE AND RETAII%

D. O°M. REDDIN, Jr.

Charlottetown, Oct. 19, 1887.
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A LETTER FROM QUEBEC,
(Translated from the French.)
GENTLEMEN,—

I have deferred writing the better to testify to the bene-
fits derived from the use of your Liniment. It has done
wonders among all the people who have used it about here.

I can certify that in every case where I have used it
upon myself, I have been very well satisfied.

Mr. N. Mooney, of St. Sylvester, had a bad leg which
was said to be incurable. I told him to use Simson’s Lini-
ment, and it has effected » complete cure in a very short
time, His neighbor, Mr. John Devlin, having received a
very serious cut in his leg, Mr. Mooney took him the Lini-
ment, and having used it, found himself completely cured.

I have been assured of the cures of these people, and
the remedy having become known, it has created quite a
demand, people coming as far as 35 miles to procure it for
themselves.

Mr. Wm. Bennett, of St. Ferdinand, has had it some
time for himself, and he has since bought it for his friends,
who suffer from Rheumatism, and they have all been. well
satisfied.

I have never known any medicine to have had such
good results about here as Simson’s Liniment.

Hoping that it will prove as satisfactory elsewhere.

I am, yours truly,
DAMASE PAGEAT,
St. Sylvester, Quebee, 27th Dec,, 1888, Merchant.
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Jackets, Dolmanetts, Muffls, Tip-

D. A, MACKINNON, LL.B,

 (ATTORNEL, SOLICITOR

Notary Public, &o.,

—_—N—

Georgetown, King’s County.

Where he will attend to professional
work.l;.ddlon money on

@leorgeiown, Nov. 28, 1887—6m

*\North Britsh and Mercantl

FIRE AND LIFE

ESTARLISHED 1800.

Total Asscts, 1886, -
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INSURANCE COMPANT |

EDINBURGH AND LONDON.

-+ $20371,960.79
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pets, Boas, Collars, Cuffs,
Caps and Robes,

A VERY LARGE ASSORTMENT.

Has Opened his Law Ofice,|Blankets and Quilts, Very Cheap.

Grey, White and Red Flannels, Genuine Bargains.
Ulster Cloths, Mantle Cloths, Dress Goods, &¢.

A BIG STOCK, VERY CHEAP.

Ladles' and Gents' Underclothing, and a Well-
Assorted Stock of Seasonable Dry Goods,

AT VERY LOW PRICES,

STANLEY BROS.

Brown's Blook, Charlottetown, Nov. 30, 1887, .
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