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CHAPTER XXXII.
I had been kept a oloee prisonei 

in Waleingham’e house for a fort
night, when he came to me on- 
morning, and talked quite kindly h 
me at first; presently, however, he 
asked me if I bad not yet come to a 
better mind. Quietly and firmly 1 
replied that I could not do better 
than follow my conscience, even it 
by so doing I destroyed my earthly 
prospects. Thereupon be rose up 
and said: “Very well. As you 
please. To the Tower you will go 
this very evening.” With these 
words he left me.

When darkness had closed in, old 
Gray came in. Placing upon the 
table a link that he carried, he be
gan: -Mr. St. Bar tie, His Excellency 
the Secretary of S ate desires me to 
a^k whether what you said this 
mrrnii g is your final decision. 
Upno my giving an answer in the 
affi'maiive, hr shook hie gray head 
and besought me to have pity on m> 
youth. “It is uatless to swim 
against the current. Your evid
ence, wiil not be taken against that 
of the Sec: etary of State; the proofs 
arc destroyed. Look at those two 
score'aries, Nan and Ourle; they be 
gau by protesting they would rather 
die than prove faithles- to theii 
gracious mistress. Now they have 
gradually taken down their pride, 
for fear of prison and rack they 
have already asserted that the letter 
shown them by Walsingt am ap
pears to be genuine, or is at any 
rale the same in i's main features 
as the original. Some further reve
lations to their mistress' disadvan
tage may prese- tly be expected 
from them. What would you havel 
Life is sweet and the rack very bit
ter, Another thing, young air; 
you cannot possibly save Mary 
Smart, you will only min y outsell 
and bring yon> U' ole into disgrace 
with the Queen. And one who has 
known you from a boy 'tils you in 
in confidence, your uncle's mone
tary afia’rs aie in a bad state. Yon 
know i.ow parsimonious 'he Queen 
is in regard to grants of money tor 
political pm posts, lavish as she it 
in her expenditure on dress. Con 
etquently Walsingham has been 
compelled to pay ’he hundreds of 
spies l,e pays ir Pi.ris, Madrid 
Rome, ami even in 'he seminaries 
and convents, to a great extent on 
of his private means, This last 
conspiracy, too progress of which 
he bas watched by means of his em 
isearies, and tnilissd to bis own codi
fias cost him a mint of money. Un
less be gets some gift from, the 
Queen, be is undone. He meant 
to ask her Moj-s'y to bestow Bab- 

. ington's estate, which is said to be 
the fiue-i p'opier y in D-rbysbire 
on yon; ai d be wilt p-obaljly g«t it 
because he ascribed to you thi 
principe' par it t-o df'ClosUm o! 
the oor spif .cy Y u nl '«dy s:*nd
high in the* favor- I-t bi- Qu -or, 
whom G d p t -ito-ve I S ', hat 
twice -i nt rr.i-ss' rare v iqu i 
after • O .r will-being, each im 
your or i le had to answer that yon 
wee still offering from the fever 
you bad contracted in her Mejes y’t 
service ”

“T'.e n»:X 1 i’ll' I ' -v II h. that I
am dead and but ltd," 1 rajoined 
“It will be true; tor once tue gaies 
of the Tower are closed on me, 1 
shall be dead and buried, as far 
this world go es. Y-u mean kindly 
and I thank you for your good in 
tentions; out I would ra.her bF 
buried alive >han incur the guilt of 
innocent blood. I am sorry that m$ 
uncle should get into trouble on my 
account, but we all know that in
gratitude is the worldling's re 
ward.” .

Thereupon Gray drew a paper 
from bis doublet, and laying bis 
band on my arm, said: “I arrest yon 
in the Queen’s name by order of tbs 
Secretary of State."

I followed him without resistance 
At the door of the house t wo armed 
men placed themselves on either 
side of mr, and we passed through 
the narrow alleys to the riverside, 
where a boat was waiting, fft 
soon reached the Tower, on whose 
turrets and battlements the calm 
moonlight res'ed. Once more I 
looked up at the glorious moon and 
the star li fi rm-men1; once mo, el 
inhaled tne cool • iub' air, as a light 
wind from the sea fanned my temp- 

* les; once more I heard the sounds 
of mirth and music wafted on tin 
breeze from the southward side.
“ A 1er moments," I said to myself,
“ and you will be cast into God 
knows what underground dungeon, 
never again to behold the clear sky. 
to breathe the fresh sir, or hear the 
sound of meriy laughter I”

Passing the King’s stairs and thr 
Traitor's ga'c, we stopped at a land- 
place opposite the Cradle tower the 
so-onPed T >wer docks, a narrow 
croha> kevent between the river on 
the onv ride and moat of the fortrea-1 
on the other. As we stepped outj 
of the boat, Gray, who eat beside

me without speaking, laid bis band 
on my arm, and said: “ One word 
end we go back 1” I shook my 
head; the narrow drawbridge over 

<e moat was let down. A man 
came forward from the shadow oi 
the gateway to meet ns. It was the 
Lieutenant of the Tower,- he con- 
duoted me in silence into the inter
ior of the fortress, past the Bloody 
lower, where a sentry ohalenged ns, 
and across the green to the Bell 
tower, where he unlocked the door 
of a prison, which was, I thought, 
to be my abode for an unlimited 
time, probably until the day of my 
death.

This cell 1 recognised at the first 
glance as the one wherein, in Henry 
VIII’s reign, John Fisher, the Bis
hop of Rochester, was confined. He 
with the learned Chancellor Thomas 
More, and a few Carthnsian monks, 
had the courage to adhere to the old 
faith, and refused to acknowledge 
the Royal Supremacy. Toe dun
geon in question is a vaulted apart
ment not more than five feet square 
occupying the upper story of the 
round tower. The walls are of en
ormous thick ness ; several loophole- 
1 ike windows look onto the Thames, 
onto the Breward tower opposite, or 
across the broad moat to the heights 
of Tower hill. Before a clumsy 
chimney-place some bandies of 
straw were piled to form a bed; the 
floor was composed of rough paving 
stones. It was considered one of 
the best cells in the Tower, yet I 
shivered when I thought of spend
ing the winter, aye, many a winter 
too, within its damp, cold walls. 
Only the remembrance of the holy 
Bishop, an old man of 75 years, who 
half a century before, bad inhabit
ed and sanctified by bis presence 
this dismal place, inspired me with 
uonrage and resolution.

Now began for me the monoton
ous, miserable life of a prisoner, for 
which the confinement in my uncle’s 
house had but poorly prepared me. 
There 1 could sit comfortably at the 
window, and watch the coming and 
giong in the street below. Here the 
windows were so high that it was 
all I uouid do to ley hold of the iron 
bars and pull mystlf up for a mom
ent to catch a glimpse of the river 
“r oi Tower bill, Hoar after hour 
I paced up and down, to and fro in 
the narrow space bel wen the walls 
of my cell Then I would throw 
myself upon my couch of straw to 
rest, and resume after a while my 
weary march. Thus day after day, 
and week after week went by. Tbe 
autumn passed and winter came, 
with i a short days and long nights, 
when rough winds raged round the 
Tower, and drove cold rain or 
whirling snow through tbe crevices 
of tbe ill fitting casements; or an 
icy fog t'o-e from the Thames, and 
enveloped lower and tenement in a 
damp, while abroad. Toe joyous 
east of Christmas passed, the re

membrance of which made my oap- 
tmt) more intolerable, and the New 
Year, |, lluwed with a frost so sharp 
hat the water in my pitcher froze, 

and I oonld only quench my thirst 
with lamps of ice which melted in 
my mouth.

Proverbs
“ When the butter won't 

come put a penny in the 
churn,” is an old time dairy 
proverb. It often seems to 
work though no one has ever 
told why.

When mothers are worried 
because the children do not 
gain strength and flesh we 
say give them Scott’s Emul
sion.

It is like the penny in the 
milk because it works and 
because there is something 
astonishing about it.

Scott’s Emulsion is simply 
a milk of pure cod liver oil 
with some hypophosphites 
especially prepared for delicate 
stomachs.

Children take to it naturally 
because they like the taste 
and the remedy takes just as 
naturally to the children be
cause it is so perfectly adapted 
to their wants.

For all weak and pale and 
thin children Scott’s Emulsion 
is the most satisfactory treat
ment.

We will send you 
the penny, /. e., a 
sample free.

Be sure that this picture la 
the form of a label is on the 
wrapper of every bottle of 
Emulsion you buy.

SCOTT & BOWNE, 
Chemists,

Toronto, Ontario.
, (M. •eifcwe; all druggists.

And bow were my thoughts occu 
pied during all these days, one of 
which exactly resembled ..the other, 
and during the long dreary eights, 
when the cold prevented one from 
sleeping ? I had leisure to think of 
my past life, and repjnt of my dis
loyal resistance to the known tru'.h. 
Yes, I had indeed been disloyal. A 
long time ago in Richmond Park I 
had acknowledged to myself, that the 
Church of Christ could never depart 
from the ddetrines of her founder, 
and Campion’s book had strength
ened that persuasion. All that 
I had seen since, the example of 
the martyred priests; the roudb-en. 
during Queen, her innocence, her 
gentleness and her angelic patience, 
the heroic courage displayed by Miss 
Cecil, in giving up all for conscience 
sake; Windsor’s noble behaviour and 
Chsistian forgiveness ; all this, in con 
trast to tbe conduct of Elizabeth and 
her ministers, the vile forgery com 
milted by Walsingham—all this bad 
served to confirm my conviction. I 
now saw how worthless were the argu 
ments wherewith , I had sought to 
combat them, how I had persuaded 
myself that I was not bound to join 
tbe old, proscribed religion, or at 
least that I might defer giving in my 
adhesion to it until a more favorable 
occasion. I remembered the words 
of Scripture : “ I called, and you re
fused.” and the awful threat that 
follows those words. I felt truly 
contrite for my sins, besought mercy 
from God, and accepted my imprison 
ment as a just chastisement. Such 
were my meditations throughout the 
days and nights of that terrible winter.

The old man, Bill Bell, who 
brought me my food, used often to 
stay and talk with me awhile. I spoke 
to him about the old and about the 
new religion, and socn discovered 
that he had remained a Catholic at 
heart, albeit, like thousands of his 
fellow countrymen, be had yielded 
to thg pressure of persecution, hoping 
that in time the old religion would be 
re-established. I tried to set before 
him the obligation of making profes
sion publicly of his belief, and declar
ed my own readiness to do so, pro
vided an opportunity presented itself. 
He then told me of Father Crichton, 
and of the services held by night in 
the Earl of Arundel’s cell, in the 
Beauchamp tower, which was con
nected with the Bell tower by what 
was called the prisoner's way. On 
my expressing an earnest desire to 
have an interview with Mr. Crichton, 
and to assist at tbe service. Bill Bell 
said he would mention it to Miss 
Bellamy, of whose self-sacrificing 
charity he had already spoken to me. 
Without a bribe tbe warder of the 
Beauchamp would not leave the door 
open leading to the walk along the 
ramparts; he hoped Miss Bellamy 
would give what was required, for he 
knew I had not so much as a groat 
in my possession.

This conversation took place to
wards the end of January. A few 
days later Bill remarked to me that 
the morrow was Candlemas Day, and 
it was quite possible that be might 
forget to lock my dour that evening. 
If I chose, 1 might see, about 3 
o’clock in the morning, whether the 
small door of the Beauchamp tower 
was left ajar, for on a feast of Our 
Lady, Lord Arundel was almost cer
tain to have Mass in the prison. All 
day long 1 prayed that this plan 
might succeed, and all the night I 
watched anxiously for the clock to 
strike three. Never did the time ap
pear as long. Before the last stroke 
of the bell had died away, I left my 
cell, and felt my way along the dark 
corridor. It was a stormy night ; 
snow and frozen rain beat over tbe 
ramparts, as I crept along beneath 
them. All at once I heard footsteps 
behind me; I gave myself up for 
lost, as there was no means of turning 
aside. But 1 perceived the figure 
following me to be that of a woman, 
and I conjectured aright that it was 
none other than Miss Bellamy, to 
whom I was indebted for this oppor
tunity of hearing Mass. I attempted 
to tbahk her, but she stopped me, 
saying, for the man who saved Wind 
sot’s life, she would do much more. 
Then I remembered she was Wind
sor’s betrothed, and that she bad 
helped Miss Cecil to leave the coun
try. I would williogly have said a 
few words more, but she reminded 
me that it was neither tbe time nor 
the place for conversation, and only 
asked me to pray for her sister, who 
had died not many hours befor.e 

In Arundel’s cell all was ready for 
Mass. I knelt down amongst the 
few persons present, and followed the 
grelt act of worship with faith and 
devotion. What a mystery of faith, 
thst the Almighty Creator of heaven 
and earth should descend into this 
poor prison under the form of bread ! 
What amystery of love that He should 
accomplish this marvel of divine 
omnipotence ! A mystery worthy 
of a religion founded by God Him 
self, at which my heart rejoiced and 
yet trembled. Tbe short address 
Father Crichton delivered on the 
festival of tbe day, struck me forcibly 
also. The idea of sacrifice as the 
root of all that is good and pt tillable 
to the soul, sank deep into my mind. 
After Mass I spoke to Father Crichton, 
telling him who I was, how unfaithful 
I had been to grace, and how greatly 
I desired to return to tbe fold of the 
one true Church, founded by Christ 
Himself. He was extremely kind, 
and kccoropanied me to my cell, 
where be heard my confession and 
gave me absolution. As be spoke 
the words of pardon, tears of contri
tion and repentance streamed from 
my eyes, and unspeakable peace took 
possession of my heart

(To be continued.}

MILBUR-N’S

LAXA LIVER 
RILLS

Are a combination < 
the most valuable i 
eases and disorders o 
Bowels.

LURE 
CONSTIPATION

Stair Headache, Jaundice, Heart- 
buen, Catarrh of theStomaeh,Dtizl-

Dyapepela, Sour Stomach, Water 
Brash, Liver Complaint, Sallow or 
Muddy Complexion.

CLEAN 
COATED TONGUE

Sweeten the breath and clear away all waste 
and poisonous matter from the system.

1‘rice25c. a botUc ordfor 81.00. All dealers 
or Tax T. Milbusn Co., Limited, Toronto»
Ont.

BRITISH
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Wife.—You used to call me the 
light of your life.

Husband.—Ah, but I had no idea 
then how much it would cost to keep 
it burning. ^

The essential lung-healing princi- 
pil ot tbe pine tree has finally been 
successfully separated are refined into 
a perfect cough medicine—Dr. 
Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup. Sold 
by all dealers on a guarantee of satis
faction. Price 25 cents.

Wife.—I found out something 
today that I promised never to teil.

Husband—Well, go ahead ; I’m 
listening.

Doan’s Kidney Pills act on the 
kidneys, bhdder and urinary organs 
only,- They cure backaches, weak 
back, rhumatisu, diabetes, congestion 
inflammation, gravel, Bright’s disease 
and all other diseases arising from 
wrong action of the kidneys and 
bladder.

Miss Gush.—What do you suppose 
the result would be if we could bear 
what our friends say about us 
in our absence ?

Miss Candor.—I think we’d have a 
trifle more modesty and considerably 
fewer friends.

The Ladle’s Favorite.

Lixa Liver Pills are the ladies’ 
favorite medicine. They cure Con
stipation, Sick Headasce, Biliousness, 
and Dyspepsia without griping, purg
ing or sicking.

Tbe Bride.—(weeping).—Oh, J- 
Jack, we've—we’ve to, j just got to, 
give up-p b boarding, and g-go to 
b-house-k-keeping-g.

Hubby.— Why, lovey, what’s the 
matter ?

The Bride.—Mrs. Worrits has been 
telling me all the afternoon about 
tbe trouble she has with cooks, and 
1 didn’t have anything to tell her.

Many people say they are “ all 
nerves," easily startled or upset, easily 
worried and irritated. Milburn’s 
Heart and Nerve Pills are just the 
remedy such people require. They 
restore perfect harmony of the nerve 
centres and give new nerve force to 
shattered nervous system.

“ Don’t stand on ceremony, come 
in," said a lady to an old farmer who 
bad called to see her husband. - 

•* My gracious ! Excuse me, matm," 
exclaimed the other, jumping hastily 
aside, “I thoght I was only stand
ing on the door-mat.”

Suddenly Attacked.

Children are often attacked sud
denly by painful and dangerous Colic, 
Oramps, Diarrhoea, Dysentery, 
Cholera Morbus, Cholera Infantum, 
etc. Dr. Fowler’s Extract of Wild 
Strawberry is a prompt and sure cure 
which should always be kept in the 
house.

yourEnrolling Officer.—What 
name ?

Recruit.—Owen Espy Casey. 
Euro.ling Officer (with evident 

irritation.)—Shoot a few of those 
initials • O. N. S. P. K. C. What ?

Spring Medicine.
As a spring medicine Burdock 

Blood Bitters has no equal. It tones 
up the system and removes all im 
purities from the blood, and takes 
away that tired, weary feeling so pre
valent in the spring.

To the Weary Dyspeptic,
We Ask This Question t

Why don’t you remove 
that weight at the pit 
of the Stomach?

Wh^r don’t you regulate that variable 
appetite, and condition the digestive 
organs so that It will not be necessary to 
starve the stomach to avoid distress after 
•ating?

The first step is to regulate the bowels.
For this purpose

Burdock Blood Bitters
Has No Equal.

It acts promptly and effectually and 
permanently cures all derangements e 
digestion.

TROOP OIL
LINIMENT

FOR

Sprains, Strains, Cuts, Wounds, Ulcers, 
Open Sores, Bruises, Stiff Joints, Bites and 
Stings of Insects, Coughs, Colds, Contracted 
Cords, Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Bronchitis, 
Croup, Sore Throat, Quinsey, Whooping 
Cough and all Painful Swellings.

A LARGE BOTTLE. 2So.

SECOND SIGHT.

BOY WANTED'
Wanted by the undersign

ed, a good smart boy, who 
understands farming and care 
of stock. Will want to be a 
good milker. Good wages 
and) permanent employment 
to the right man. Apply vat 
once either by letter or per
sonally to

EDWARD KELLY. 
Southport, Lot 48, Feb. 

1903*.

Stoves !

KXTHBRINZ TYNAN HIXKSON IN 8. H 
REVIEW,

“ Sister,” said blind Dara,
“ What do you behold ?”

Round her and St. Brigid 
Flowed the dawn’s gold.

“ Sister,” said blind Dara,
“ Would that I might see 

Veils of gold and silver 
Drawn on hill and tea I”

Over her and Brigid 
Carolled the lark;

Hills were heights of heaven,
Though their feet were dark.

Dew in the shadow 
Pearled the gossamer;

Kine in the meadow 
•Gan to low and stir.

Mists from the bogland 
Curled like silver smoke,

Young birds were singing 
In the arching oak.

To the east and southward 
Scarlet grew the world,

And the sun leapt upward 
As a ball is hurled.

Brigid, lost in praying,
Touched her sister’s eyes.

“Oh!” she said, “my sister,
Dove of God, arise !

Eyes, no longer sigthless,
See His glory spread !”

Dara with a loud cry 
Lifted up her head.

Saw the little rivers 
Glide through bogland brown, 

Where the yellow iris 
Flaunteth her gold gown ;

Saw that sea of scarlet 
Flush o’er hill and wood;

Praised God’s name,
Rejoicing that His works were good.

“Yet,” she said, “my sister,
Blind m& once again,

Lest His presence in me 
Groweth less plain,

Stars and dawn and sunset 
Keep till Paradise 

Here His face sufficeth 
For my sightless eyes.

“ Oh!” she said, “my sister,
Night is beautiful,

Where Dis face is shining.
Who was mocked as fool.

More than star and meteor,
More than moon or sun,

Is the thorn crowned forehead 
Of the Holy One.

“ Haste,” she said, “ and plunge me 
Once again in night,

Lest perchance I lose Him,
Gaining my sight.”

Brigid, lost in praying,
Touched her eyes once more;

And the light went fading 
Off sea and shore.

All His creatures praise Him 
From daylight to dun,

Stars and moon and cloudland,
And Messir, the Sun;

Seas and hill and va Iley 
And the frozen waste.

Dara in her blindness 
Paiseth Him tbe best.
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School
Books

- - -AJÜSTD - t

School
Supplies

Ask for the
New Natural

Slant Copy Books, 
Prang’s Drawing Books, 

Manual on Drawing,
Drawing Paper, 

Pencils, Crayons, etc., etc.

WHOLESAB AND RETAIL*

Geo. Carter & Co.

-:o:-
" i

All kinds of Stoves at i

Ask to see the

“ HOTBLAST.”
1 •:o:-

iWS&BBR+lhi MUMHI * fovfruviNurn

Quaker
MARMALADE

This is a new brand of

11 MARJU
put up in

One Pound Glass
It is a Very Superior 

Article
And gives splendid satis

faction whatever used.

Try a pot of it from

BEER & GOFF,
GROCERS.

Minard’s Liniment relieve 
neuralgia.

Burdock
B LOOD

Bitters.
Turns Bad Blood into 

Rich Red Blood.
This spring you will need 

something to take away that 
tired, listless feeling brought 
on by the system being clogged 
with impurities which have 
accumulated during the winter.

Burdock Blood Bitters is the 
remedy you-require.

It has no equal as a spring 
medicine. It has been used by 
thousands for a quarter of 

century with unequalled 
success.

HERE IS PROOF.
Mr*. J. T. Skine of Shiga wake, Que., 

writes I “I have used Burdock Blood 
Bitters as a spring medicine for the past 
four years and dona think there is its equal. 
When I feel drowsy, tired and have no 
desire to eat I get a bottle of B.B.B. It 
purifies the blood and builds up the con
stitution better than any other remedy."

SAY!
### WWfi,

If you want to buy a 
SATISFACTORY pair of

BOOTS-SHOES
or anything else in the

FOOTWEAR
line, at the greatest saving 
price to yourself, try—

A- H. McSACHHN,
THE SHOE MAN. 

QUEEN STREET-

Suits.
WE KEEP

I3XT THE

Tailoring Trade;
x

But we do not charge high prices'for our Goods—just 

enough to make you feel satisfied that yeu are getting the 

best value in town.

Tweed $ Worsted Suits
FROM $14 UP.

JOHN McLEOD &
Merchant Tailor.

JOHN T. MBLLISH.M.A.LLB.
Barrister î Attorney-at-Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC, etc.
CHARLOTTETOWN, P. B. ISLAND 

Offi —London House Building.

Collecting, conveyancing, and all kinds 
oi Legal business promptly 'attended to. 
Invetments made on best[eecurity, Mon 
ey to loan

JAMES H. REDD1N,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW
ROTARY PUBLIC, &c.

CAMERON BLOCK, ,
CHARLOTTETOWN.

«"Special attention given to Collection»

MONEY TO LOAN.

A. L. Fraser, B. A.
Attorney-atwLaw.

SOURIS, P. E. ISLAND.
MONEY TO LOAN.

BEAD QUARTERS
On P. E. Island for

Fine Tailoring.
We’ll be in a better position than ever this spring to 

meet the demands of our numerous customers in town and 
country with the largest and greatest show of

Suitings, Trouserings, 
Overcoatings, etc.

Ever seen under one roof in this city, which we will offer at 
the lowest possible cash prices.

Materials, Workmanship <& Pit 
Guaranteed or Money 

Refunded.

Men’s Furnishing Goods
White and Colored Shirts, Collars, Cuffs, Neckwear 

Underclothing, Waterproof Coats. Umbrellas, Cans Hn<te’ 
Suspenders, Handkerchiefs, etc, '

GORDON & MAGLELLAN.
Merchant Tailors and Furnishers, Ch’town.


