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Carolon and Bridget Crulse,
rY s,‘.l;;:l")\'ll.

relatsd of Carolan, the Irish bard,
Ghll{: {:Imn deprived of sight, and after 1he
JApSe Of Lweniy Venrd, Lo recognized his
first Jove by tbe touch of ber hand, The
Jady’s nome was Brioget Cruise ; it dessrves
10 be recorded, i belongiog to the woman
who could ingpire such a paesion. on hbis
return fiom & pUgrimsgs which be made to
St. Patrick’s Purgatory, in Lough Dearg he
found severial persons on shore waltiog the
arrival of the brat which had conveyed bim
10 the scene of bis devotion. Io aesisting
one of thers devonl travellers Lo get on board
he coanced to 1ake & lady’s band, and his
wenre of touch and fesling Wik 80 soutle that
upoa takioe 1t he exclaimed, “ Dar Lamh
mo cardais Croist (By the hand of wy Gous-
wip,) th's 1s Lue haod of my first love, Bridget
Cruise.”|

“Prue love can ne'er forgot ;
Fouidly as when we met,
Danrest, I love thee yeot,
My dorllpg one!"”
Thus knng » minsirel gay
H1is sweot impsssion'd Iny,
Down hv the ocean’s epray
At g6t of #un,
Bat wither'd was the m'nstrel's sight,
Morn 10 him was dark se night,
Yot bis heari was full of light,
AS he thuas his lay begun.

“ True love ean ne'er forget ;
Fond )y 8% when we met,
Dearest 1 love thee yel,
My darling one !
L.ong * eurs ars past and o'er,
Bioce from this fatal khore,
Cold hesrix and cold winds hore
My love from me,"”
Rfaarcely the minstrel Rpoke.
when qulek, wito flwbing stroke,
A boat's light oer the stlouce broke
Q'er Lthe tea ;

RKoom upon her native strand

Doth & ovely lady land,

While the minsirel’s love-tanght hand
Did o'er bis wild barp ran

“Trus love can ne'er forget,

Fondiy s when we mat,

Dearest, I love Lhee yet,
My darling oae!”

Whero the minsirel sat alone,

There, that lady fair hath gone,

Withio his hand she placed her own,
Toe bard dyopp'd on his knve ;

From h's 11pe soft blessings came,
He ki+'a her hand with truest flame,
Iao trembliing Lones ne named—her uame,
fhough per he could not nes §
But, on !—tue touch the bard could tell
Of thal dear haad, remembor'd well,
Al l=hy many & secretl snell
Oan true love And her own !
For tras love ¢an na'er forget |
Fondly a8 when they met,
He loved the lndy yel,
His darliug ove.

MOONDYNE.

POOK THIRD,
ALICE WALMBLEY,

By Joux Bovie O'REILLY.

1L
A FLOWER IN THE CELL,

Fivo years of ellent fmpneovment had
prumed over Alice Walmsley — years of
dally sud hourly change and cxcitement
for the outer world, Five years fn eoll
tary coufiiement are only one day, one
doy of dreery monotony repeated one
thoneaad e!ght hundred aud twenty five
times.

Take a starving beggar from the strest,
nod geat him at your table, and tell him
that be shal! have food and woney If he
wiil turn his plate face downward, end re-
turd it face upward, one thounsand elght
hundred aud twenty five times—and the
hungry wretch will drop from exhanstion
before hall the turninge are done, and will
run from your house with curces. The
solitary prisoner turns tho eame number
of days with harrowlog weariices a thou-
sand times multipied 1o five years. The
daye aud nights of those years had passed
like n black and white vibratlon over
Allce Walmsley's life, They had broaght
little change to the outward eye ; and the
{nward change was only a setilement of
the elements of doubt and disbelief and
despair luto & solld depostt in her heart

No friends hal visited ber. Wnen her
mother died, there wae left no llviog rela
tive. She Lad no love nor attractlon
heyond her cell—beyond her own roul,
I rery worth keeping had then bsen
torn asunder, Some lessar bondsehe eince
taiunlocsed hersell. Wny should any
happy g be aulted 1o oue so forlorn
and wretched ?

For God’s plensnre she was undergoing
this tortare — o they told her. Bhe had
heen g! life, and she bad grown to love
it—but when 1ae enmmer of her life had
come, she was drenched with effliction
and wrong, whlch ghe bad not earned, of
the ctuse of which she wes ve Innocent as
her bubs, murdered before her eyes
Her heart, hops, love, trust, had buoen
flung dowu and trampled in the dast.

The alms of prayer that were doled out
by the nasal Scrlpture-readers had long
gluce been corried past her docr, Toey
regarded ber as hopelessly lost, She
never spoke her dlssent ; but they could
g2e that eho did not hear them, thatahe
did not belleve them. 8o they left her to
herself,

Qae dar, s man eat in the governor's
offica with a large book before him, in

which he had been carefully reading
prge hich the goveruor, standing be-
eid 1 placed bis index finger.

3, sald the gov
certaiuly (s not lnsaue
“Sne was uot a crlminal by assocla-

tion 17 amsked the visltor, closlug the book

“ It 15 & remarkable cas
. o gl
crnor ; “'ehe

He w powerfully built, dark faced
man, with a forelgn vir, aud a deep voles,
m 1 "
100 ad’ed rospect ol the governor
proved him be a person of importance.
1t wae Mr Wyville, who had recently
artlved {a Loodon, aud who was visitlog
the priscus, with autbority from the Min
latry iteelf,

1n 99 oot

the governor ; “she was e
rl, wife of & eon-captain, Here,
forty-two, we find the pollee
, only one short eatry, The
polica dldn’c know her.”
“s as never defonded herself, nor
reproached others 1 asked Mr, Wywvllle,
“Never,” anawered the goveruor,

“ She has never spoken shout herself
‘T4 15 very s'range, snd very sad,” sald
Me, Wyvellle to the governor, And to
himcelf he murmured, * She must have
gaffired fearful wrong.”
Soon afier, n company with the gov.
ernor, he passed slong the corridor, and
stopped at Allce Walmasiey's cell. The
vsrder opened the door,  Mr. Wyville
did not look at the prisoner, bat walked
neroge the cell, ae If observing the window
bars, upon which he laid bis hand.
“The fron is covirad with rust,” he
aaid to the governor., *'The wlndows of
tow rangs certaluly need repaluting.”
[hen, apparently looking around in
the same practical way, Mr, Wyville re.

0e,

He bad ecarcely turned bls eyes on the
prisouer ; yet the mute lntensity of ber
face bad surk into bis heart.

#She has been terribly wronged,” be
ropeated to himeelf, as he lefi the prieon,
¥ (Jod help her ! she ls very young to be
80 ealm,”

When Mr, Wyville emerged from the
pricon arch, h» walked rapidly sloug the
river toward Westminster, He was fa
deep thought, He proceeded a little dis-
tance, then stopped, and looked down on
the turbid stream, s if uvdectded. This
was uolike the usnal calm deliberateness
of his conduct. He was evidently per-
plexed and troubled. After pausing &
while, he looked at bis watch, and then
vetraced his steps, paessed Milibank, and
wa'ked on In the direction of Chelsea,

It was an old hablc of bis to solve diffi
cult questionrs as he walked; snd he
selected & quiet suburb, with streets lead
ing lato the country roads,

1:1 the streets, there was nothiog very
noticeable about the man, except his
athletlc stride and deeply brovzed face.
He might be classed by the pasing
observer as a naval officer who bad eerved
many years {a Sonthern latitudes, or as a
forelgn captain, Hie drees had sometblug
of tho esilor about its style and cloth.
Bat it s the lnner man who lnterests us :
let ua follow the burden of his thought.
“Romoree does not end in this calmnese,
unle:s the prisoner be ineane. Her mind
is rlear ; she 13 not melancholy ; she is
gelf poesessed and firm. Her health has
not sufferid.  Yet, she has abandoned
bellef in man’s truth and God’s mercy.
She does not clalm that she ls lonocent;
she mekes no defenca and no charge ; she
accepts ber punishment without a com-
plaint, Toese are not the symptoms of
remorse or guilt, She has abandoned
prayer ; sha deltberately shat out the past
and the future, Yet she is in all ctber
respects obedlent, iodustrious, and kind.
There i only one explanation of these
contradictiovs—sha 1s invocent, ard she
hzs suff-red terrible wrong.”

Me. Wyville dld not retuen to hls house
till 1ate 1a the evening, He had walked
for hours; and, as he went, be had un-
ravelled, with lofinlte pstience, the
piychol-zleal net work that had troubled
bim. He had come to a declslon,

Then flashed, for the firet time, luto her
mind the questlon—Who had placed the
flower in Ler cell? Had ehe been uvjast
—aud bad the baad that pulled this flower
been muved by kicdnees, aud kindness to
ber?

came timid and {mpressionable egein.
Who bad brought her tiis flower? Who

ber., KEse why —but perhaps every

came firm at the thought,

stood in the entrance.
flower in her hand.

voice,
“No,” sald the warder.

Number Four had ever acked.
“Why was this glven tn me?”

her eyes filllng with tears,

“I don’t know,” sald the warder,

had done go unseen,

away.

tha flower to her lipe and kissed {t
Some one had pitled her, bad thought o
ber. She was npot alone in the world
This reflaction she could not drive away

with tears, her hands trembled, At las

knees beelde her bed, and sobbed convul
sively,

voles,—

‘¢ Allce !

A woman had entered the cell, and wa
koeeling beside her.

Allce rafeed her head, and Jet her eye

face ne whalte as If 1t were a prisoner’s, bu
saw o sirange, white band, that made {
look like & face in a pictare.

before whew she worked in the hosplial
whe remembered sho had seen her once «f

rly to her mind ae ghe locked at St
ollia’s face, and saw the uueelfi

ale
10

Ca

you grieve so deeply ? tell mo why you
are so nuhappy-—tell me, dear, and [ wil
with youn,”

Alice felt hor whole self command de

serting ber, and her hsart meltlog at th
kludness of the volee and words.

bitterly.

fort.”

weore bresking.

softly.
' Now, dear,” she sald at length, “ as w

sirength and grace, and then you sha
tell me why you grieve,”

tween her own, reised them a little, av

wmaloed, perhaps, a mlaute in the cell

The thought troubled her, and she be- | little nun choosing her words?

ever had done 5o was & f{riend, and pitied | elgnal w':c to go out, her emile filled the

prieoner in the word had also recelved a | She promised to come acd ees her every
fl ywer. 1ler heart cloeed, and her lips be- | day till the ship ealled ; and then they

A few moments later, she pulled the
slgnal-wire of her cell, which moved a red | Alfce, In amezement.
board outelde the door, ko that it stood at
right avgles from the wsll, 7This brought | emile of mock surprise,
the warder, to know what was wanted. | poor children couldu't gat along without
The door was opened, and the warder, a | me—fifty of themn.
woman with a eevere face bat a kind eye, | I shall have you to help me, Allce, We'll
Alice had the | have plenty to do, never fear.,”

** Have ail the prizoners recelved flowers | Alice Walmsley sat in ber cell, sowing
like this?” she inquired, with a steady | tirelessly, The morning bad opened like

Iao five vears, this was the fizst questlon | gest 8 new tzain of thooght,

. 828 | dor about ten cclock kEad eeemed to
esked, hor volce losing 143 firmoese, and | hesltate & momen. at her cell, and then

This was true: the hand that had | watch grate,
dropped the flower luto the wa'ch.grate
The warder ouly | minute hole, sbout two inches eqnare on
knew that orders had been recolved from | the exterfor, cut in the solld stone. The
the governor that Number Four was not | opening, which grew wide towards ihe
to be disturbed, nor the flower takea | lurerior of the cell, was in the shape of a

Tha door closed agaln, and Allce ralsed | large part of the cell, while the prizoner

She sat down to her work ; but she could At this
not sea the cloth—her eyes were blarred | thought, the governor had stopped as be

she rose, ard pressed her open hands to | was not uaususl,
her streaming eyes, aud then sank on her

How long she remained eo the dld not | After a ehort pause she renewed her sew-
know, but ¢he felt & hand sofily on her | log, worklog rapldly fora few minutes;
head, and heard her name called in a low

rest on & face as beautiful as an angel's, a | bad actually come to think of horself as

cilm and sweet and sympathetic In every | snd who waes dead — the other, living, but
feature; and round the lovely face Alice | separated from all the world—alone, with

It was & Sleter of Mercy ehe had seen

up all night batbing the brow of a sick | the unhappy one
glel, dylog of fever, This thought cawme For o hour ehe remained mntionless,
el

and devotlon of hor life ia her puts look
“Allce,” sald Slster Casliis, “ why do | across the cell, and re.cro

try to make you happler, or I will grieve

Tura to me, and trust me, dear,” sald | to take it
Slater Cecllia ; **tell me why you weep so | her dispassionate calmness, Sho took 1t
I know you are innocent of |fn her hard, and ralsed it to her lpe
crime, Alice ; | never belleved you gulity, | elowly, snd klesed it. y
And now, I have come to bring you com

Stster Cecllla had put one arm around | sing rince she left her own little garden,
Alice, aud, as she apoke, with the other
hand sha ralsed the toarful face and kissed | guard, Its sweet fragrance, before she
i5,  Then the flood-gates of Alico’s afillc- | knew of {ts presence, had carrled her
tlon buret, and she wept as {f her heari | mind back to the happe days of her glrl-

Stater Cectila walted till the storm of | klssing it. She fed her wlstful eyes on
sorrow had exhausted itsolf, only mur- | Its besuty. S4oe had beenso loug without
muring lttle sootbing words all the tlme, | emotion, she had so carefully r'epreaaed
aud patting the sufforer’s hand and cheek | the ficst promptings of Imagination, that

are knecllng, let ue pray for a little | sweet young flawer took for her all forme

Slater Cecllla, taklog Allce’s hands be- | and senuous music; its perfect coloring

then she ralsed her eyes, with a sweet | promlise, the rich green of the two leaves,
smile on her face, as If she were carrying | its exqulsite completoness, made a very
s lost soul to the angele, and in a volce as ! symphony for the desolate heart.

simple s a child’s, and es trustful, sa'd the
Lord's Prayer, Alico repesting the worde
after her,

Never before had the meaning of the
wonderful praver of prayers entered
Allce's sonl, Every sentence was fuil of
warmth snd comfort aud etrength, The
words that sank deepest were these — she
repeated them afterwarde with the same
mysterious effect — * Thy will be done on
carth, as it is in heaven.”  Bhe did not
know why these words were the best, but
they were,

“"Now, Alice,” eald Slster Cecllla, rlsing
cheerfully, when the prayer was done,
“ we are golog to batbe our faces, and go
on with our eewlng, axd have a long
talk.”

Allce obeved, or ratha-ebe followed the
example, Sister Cecllia’s unaffected man-
ner had won her o completely that she
folt & return of her girlish companiouship.
All otber teachers of religlon whom, Alice
bad seen in the prison had come to her
with unsympathatic formality acd pro-
fessloual ai's of eanctity, which repelled

her.

Half en hour later Alice was yuletly
sewing, while Sieter Cecllia s2t on the
pallet and talked, exd drew Alice into &
chat. She made no refereuce to the grief
of themorning. The cases in the hoepital,
the penitence of poor elck prisoners, the
impeuvitence of others, the gratitude and
the se fishnees snd the meny other phases
of character that came under her dally
observatlon—these were the toples of the
ltttle Sister’s conversation.

“ Whay, I might ss well ba a prlsoner,
too,” ehe eald, emiling, and making Allce
smile ; “ I have been {a the hoepltal seven
years, 1 was there two years before you
came, You eee, | am as white as a
prisoner.”

“Yes,” sald Allca, looking sadly at ber ;
‘1t 18 ot right, Why do you not grieve
a8 they do ?”

“ Why 1" answered Slster Cecllia, gayly,
“heeange I am net o eriminal, perhaps 1
am like you, Allce ; I have less reason to
grieve than the other poor thlogs.”

Allce had never eeen it In this lght be.
fore, and ehe could not help emiling at the
philosophy of the little Sister. Dut she
wes effected by it very deeply.

“If you bad remained ln the horpital,
Alice,” gaid the vun, “you would have
been as much a Slster of Mercy as | am,
Do you know, I was very worry when you
left the boepital

Every word sbe seld, scomehow, touched
Allce in o tender place, Was the wize
At any
rate, it was well and kindly done,

When s': kiseed Ailce, and pulled the

cell and Alles’s heart with brightness,

would be together all the dsy.
“Ara you golng to Australia " asked

¢ Certaiuly,” enid Slster Cecllla, with a
“ Why, thoee

Now, I'm very plzd
Two days after his viselt to the prison

a'l other mornivgs of her imprieonment ;
there was notkiog new, nothing to sug-

Some one who walked along the corrl.

had pastet on, The governor, she
thought, who bad glanced through the

In the wall of every cell there was a

wedge. A werder eutside couid see &
could only see the eye of the warder, As
f!the officers wore weollen sllppers, they
. | could obierve the prisoners without being
. | heard or scen,

opening, Allce Walmsley

t | passed, snd bad locked into her cell, It

A few minutes later ehe paneed ip her
- | work, elmost impatiently, and tried to
put away from her an unwelcome thought.

and then ehe leld the coarse cloth aslde,
end burled her face in her bande,

She was thinking of her old life, of her
3 | old self ; she had trled to escape from it,
but could not. For years she had separ-
8 | sted the pest and the present until she

.| two belogs — one, who had been happy,

t | neither memories nor hopen, neither past
nor fature,

Yot to day, withoutapparent canse, the
;| two eelves had drawn together — the
t | bappy Alica had come beseechingly to

r | ber fsce bowed In her hands. Than she
8 | raizsed her head, but she did not rensw
her work, ha stood up, aod walked
esed {t, in the

1| rapld way of restless p.dson ut on
1 | the seen ge. ghe atood etill, with a
) Hoar eye had caught a

color in the opeving of
the watch-go I'bere was a fliwer ln
Q her cell !
She trembled a3she reached her hand
She did not try to recover

It was a sweet
rosebub, with two young leaves, She
had not seem a fl wer nor heard a bird

This tender thing had stolen in«ide her

hood. She kept the flower to her lips,

ber heart had become thirsty unto desth
a | for come lovely or loveable thing, This

11 | of beanty, As she gazed on it, her soul
drank in {ts delictous breath, like a eoft

d | filled her with still another delight ; its

Two boura passed, and atill she fondled
the preclous gift. She bad not ouce
thought of how the flower had come futo
her cell,

“You are pleased at last, Namber
Four,” ¢ald a femala warder, who had
been looking into Allce's cell.

Number Four rafsed her eyes from the
flower, and looked #llently her auawer.
For the fizst time in five yenrs, the warder
saw that her eyes were fluoded with tears,
She did not sew any more that day,—
snd, strapge to say, the officers took vo
beed of ber dleness, There was a change
in ber face, & lock of vnreat, of strauge-
nees, of timidity,

When fiest ehe looked upon the flower,
& well bad burst up in her heart, and she
could not stop its flood. Ia one hour it
bad ewept awsy all her barrfers, had
swamped her represiion, had driven out
the bopeless and defiant second self, avd
hed carzried tato her cell the wronged, un.
happy, but humen end lovieg heart of the
trve Allce Walmeley,

She was hereeli, She feard to thiok
it,—but she kuew it must be eo. When
the warder epoke to her now, ebe ehrank
from the tone, Yesterday, it would have
passed her like the barch wind, unbeeded,
That 1ight, unlike all the nights of her
imprisonment, the did not lte down acd
sieep ns soon 88 the lghts were exlin-
golehed,  With the lttle flywer iu ber
band, ehe eat on her low bedelde in the atiil
darkness, feellug through ail her unature
the returning rush of ber young life’s
gympatby with the world.

The touch of the rcsebud in her hand
thrilled her with tenderness. She meade
po attempt to ehnt out the crowdlog
imemories, They flooded her heart, aud
ehe drank them in as a parched field drinks
the drenchivg rain,

Toward midnight the moon rose above
the city, eilver-white in a black blue tky,
lovelier than ever she had scen it, Alice
thought, as she looked through the bars
of ber window. She stood upun her low
bed, opeped the window, and lccked up,
At that moment her heart was touched
with a loving thought of her dead mother,
Her arma rested on the window-ledgze, and
her hands were raleed bafore her, holding
between them the little flower, as ehe migut
have keld a peace.cffering to a king
Softly as a manna falls upon the decert,
or the dew upon the wild flower, de
rcended on the affilcted heart the grace of
God’s love and mercy, The Eye thst
looked from above on that white face
upturnel am'd the gloom of tha prlson,
beheld the eyes brimmed wilh tesars, the
lps quivering with protound emotlon,
and the whole face radlent with faith and
sorrow sud prayer.

% (), thank God !” she whizpered, her
weeplog eyes resting cn the beantifal
deep rky; “thank God for this Mitle
flower! O, mother, hear me in keaven,
and prey for me, that God may forglve
me for doubting and denyirg His love !”
With streawirg eyes she sauk upon her
kuees by the bed:ide, and poured her full
heart in pesslonate prayer. And, as ehe
prayed, koeellng on the etones of her cell,
with bowed head, the beautiful moon had
risen bigh in the vuult of nlght, and fts
radiance flooded the cell, as if God's bless
Ing were mazde manifest la the lovely
light, that was only broken by the dark
reflection of the window bars, faliing npon
the mourner in the form of a cross. It
weo long past midalght when ehe lay down
to rest

Bat next day Aliee hegan hor monoton.
018 toil as ou ali previous daye, She was
restless, unhuppy ; her face waa stained
with weeptng iu the long wigll of the
night. But her beart had chacged with
the brlef rest she had taken. She began
ber day without prayer. Her mind had
moved too long in one desp groove to
allow its directlon to be changed without
laborious effort.

The little flower that hed touched her
heart ro deeply the day befors ley upon
the low shelf cf her cell, Alice tock Lt up
with a wmovement of the lips that wonld
bave been a ead emile but for the empti-
ness of her poor heart. * It grew la its
garden, and loved fte sweet life,” she
thought ; *and when the eun was bright
esty the seifi'h hand approached and tore
{s from lts stem, to throw it next day into
the stroet, perhaps”

She wes leaviog the cell—the werder
hid opened the door—when Alice timidly
touched her dress, and drew her aslde, out
of the warder's sight

“1 nm not a Catholic,” said Alice, in a
tremulons whispor,

“ No metter, child,” said the iittle nun,
takiug ber fasa betweon ber bande end
Elsslug her eyes; “you are a woman.
Good by, till to morrow ; and eay your
prayvers, like my own goad glel”

Alice stood gezing at the spot whore she
had stoed, long after the door had closed,
Then ehe turned and looked through the
window at the bright sky, with her hends
clasned at fall lenyth before her. As zhe
looked, a sparrow perched on her window-
¢lll, and sbe smlled, almost langhed, at the
litle cautlons feliow. She too ksome

by from her shelf and threw them to
a3 sha did so ehe thought that
she wight have done it every day for five
years uad she been as happy as she was

shon.

TO BE CONTINUED
If your children snffer with *‘snufiles”
10 Nasul Balm. It will give instant relief
and saves the little ones much suffering,
Sold by all dea'ers. Try it.
Bunkers® Banquet,
A very pleasant bankers’ banquet may
produce very unpleasant symptoms of
dyspepsia, which disease is often caused
by overloading the stomach with rich feod,
ete, For years Burdock Blood Bitters has
held first place at home and abroad as a
permanent and reliable care for dyspepsia
or indigestion in any form, The proprie-
tors guarantee it to cure dyspepsia or re.
turn purehase money.
“1Ir 18 A GrEAT PUBLIc BExEFIT,” —These
significant words were used in relation to
DRr. Taomas’ Eonrerric O1n by a gentieman
who had thoroughly tested its merits in his
own oase — having been cured by it of
lameness of the knes, of three or four
years' standing. It never faiis to remove
goreness as well as lameness,
Familiar Family Friends.
The family store of medicine should
contain a bottle of Hagyard's Yellow Oil.
Mrs, Hannah Hutchins, of Rossway, N. S,,
suy: “ We have used Hagyard’s Yellow Oil
in our family for six years, for coughs,
colds, burne, sore throat, croup, etc., and
ﬁn,d it 8o good we cannot do without
it."

SAVED AS BY FIRE.

BY M., A DENISON,

During the time of the great rueh of
gold seckers to California, s yousg man,
named Karney left his wifo and family to
tey bis fortune in searching for the prec-
fous ore, He was a printer by trade and
the business did not sgree with him, ro it
was partly on account of bis beslth that
his wife and chiid were left alone, He
hoped soon to send them more money
than he could earn at hie printer’s case,
His wife, kowover, was not so badly off as
some of her nelghbors whoee husbands had
goos on the some errand, for, after fitting
out ber husbaxd for his perlious future, che
bad remaioing & fow hundred dollsrs that
hud beer n legacv from her father.

Listle Carrle Ksrney was ten years old
when Joha Karney weut from home

She was bis fdol, snd loved him s fatkers
are seldom loved, Up to the last they bad
trled to keep ber in Jguorance of bis pur-
pose to go away, but she found it oat, and
ber grlef almost broke his hecrt, The
separation came, neveetheles ; and after
» while Carrle learned to hear her father’s
name spoke Without violent outbursta of
sorrow ; and by-and-by bis letters became
o great pleesure to her,

A year, two years, three years pussed.
Sametimesghere was cheerful news, some

times none. To tell the truth, Kirney
bad not prospered in his gold seeking.
The climate had not sffected bis health
favorably, snd his really handsome fzce
grew baggard from ctills avd fever aud
protracted. npxtety. S:ll he beld up
bravely, and once or twice succeeded in
sendlng bome a little gold.

Meantime, Mrs, Karney’s health had
failed from overwork spd often deterred
nope. The movey ehe tad doled onteo
carefully was all goue, sud she took In
fine washlog to eupport herslf sod her
chiid, Carrle, now a beautifal gizl of
thirteen, aided ber mother in cvery pos-
sible way. She carrled and teck home
clothes, froned whatever fine plecus she
could, and her bappy little fice end
blithe, stvging veles often ehoered her
faint.-hearted mother when nothivg else
would,

“Tpere, we're through fir another
weck !? said Carris, on & cold Saturday
uight. “To-morrow i3 Sunday, snd we
ean't work. 1 have found a doller to-day,
aud we have something in tha bouee to
eat, and wood enough to Keep us warm,
Ougbn't we be thankfal, mother, althoogh
L can’t go to chureb, or you, either, our
clothea are so ghabby 1

%“Yes, dear,” sald her mother, with a
gigh. *I supp.se you went to the pust

oflice.”

“ 1 always go to the post office, if I am
eare I eball not get avything. Almost
before my foot touches the door sill, old
Adams sings cut, ‘ Nothiug for you to-
night, miss.” Bat this suspense woi't last
always, I hope. A letter must come
sowetimes.”

“ 1f your father I8 alive,” sald Mrs, Kar-
ney, sadly,

“Of course he {s allve, or we would hear
something. Dido’t Mr. Davie eays that
he wss known everywhere, when he
brought home that bit of gold, six months
ngo? The fact i3, if he 1s disappolated,
e can’t bear to write and tell useo. In
that I shounid be jast like him, I am surs,
Who knows but some time, when we are
sitting j 18t as we are now, there will come
a knock at the door, and I shsll open it,
and presto! there stands papa, with a
great brown California beerd on bia chia,
and hls eyes full of tears? Oh, dearme !"
She eprang to her feet, for there was a
knock. The mother’s pale cheeks flused.
She knew John would not walt to knock,
if he bad come, but neverthelees, there was
a wild hope throbbing at her heart.

Carrle opened the door with fear and
trembling, There, to be sure, stood =
msn with a Califoruian beard, bat he wae
not John,

“Sa you don’t remember Jim Stokes,
little one 1” be exclaimed.

It was s returned neighbor, and glid
aud thankfal they were to see nim, for ke
brought news,

There was gold, ton. He poured i
upon the table, There must have huen
five bundred doilare — a treasure, indeed,
to them, but—

*0,” erled the wife, “ why dlda’t John
come? Idon’t waut the money, poor as
I am, as mach as I waat him.”

‘“\Well, neighbor,” returned the man,
“ John is bound to be rich before he
comes, he gnys, and I don’t know a3 I
much blame him, it he has the resolution.
But the fact is, the face of my wife and
little one that were sent cut to me a few
months 8go were too much for ma, and
though 1 hadn’t made my pile, I was
bound to come back if I had to return
again, But here’s bis picture. He had
iy taken the day before [ started.”

With a ory of delight, mother and
daughter caught a glimpse of the brown,
bearded face, and Mrs, Karney could
hardly see it for her tears. For hours
she gazed at it after their neighbor had
goue,

“Isn’t it changed a litile?” acked
Carrie, quietly,

*Changed a little!”  Alas! there
were marks upon that face which made
the wife’s heart ache. She could tell
what they meaat, those hard, bateful
lives, Much was hidden by the fuli
beard, which certeinly improved his
countenance, bub the faces was not her
Joan’s,

“To tell the truth,” said Jim S'ckes
to his wife in a loud voice, the next day,
“I wouldn’s like to say to poor Mrca,
Karney, just what I think of John ; but
1t’s my opinion he’s going to the bad, for
he driaks aad gambles, Way, that’s
the way he earued the gold I brought
home,”
_ ‘‘Father!” said a white, scarad girl,
just coming into the rcom.

“Well, what’s the matter with the
child? Oome here ; you look as if you'd
seen & ghoat,”

*“0it’s too bad ! She haard you ”

“Who heard me? Waat are you
driving at, young one 1"

%O father ! Oarrie Karney was out in
the kitchen, She stopped to borrow a
book, and ehe beard all you sasid—every
word. It is awful ; her face was awful !”

There was utter silence. Muoch as the
miner regretted it, the words could not
be unsaid, or their true meaning altered.
He only hoped the girl would have fore
sight enough to keep it from hermother,

Carrie’s face was indeed pitiable,

Minard's Liniment Lumberman's friend.

from ber friend’s hnuse snd wonded her
way homeward, Her father—her idol—
the man she had so worshipped, so
honored, a drunkard and a gambler !
The words scemed seared into her
brain,

The next day she presented herself
at the neighbor's house agein, Tae
rough miner almost trembled as ho met
her gaza, Her pale, patient little face
caueed a quick, sharp pang at his heart,
and the tears almost came to his eyes,
« My, Stokes, 1 know you wouldu't
have eaid ro, if it hadn’t been trus”
began Carrie, plunging at once into the
subject, “Nell said you were going
back to Oali‘ornia. May 1 go with you }
Mother saye I may, I'll pay my own
passage with that — that money,” she
added, falteringly ; “and if you won’t
take me, I must go alone, for I'm
going.”

¢ | couldn’t have eaid no, to save mv
life,” said Jim to bis wife, sfterwards, I
never saw such pluck—but to teke that
Jittle white lily mto a place like that!”
* » * * * * *
Jobn Karney threw dewn the cards with
& dresdfal oath, The place was arude
shed, avd at two or three stoves men stood
with shirt sleaves rolled up eroklog. Four
or five tables were rangod the length of
the room, {f room it could ba called.
Giroups of rough men stord and eat here
and there, langblug, swearing, drinking,
John Karpey had lost] a small plle of
gold which he had just staked. [t was his
all, aud he was white with anger. He
had just accused his opponent of cheating.
Words grew hot ; the exclted men sprang
to their feet, and cries of * Stop 'em !”
“ A fight!” raug through the plece.
Suddenly Karney felt a touch on his
hand. Then a sobling voice tremulounely
breathed :

¢ father 1"

And turuing he eaw the heauntiful face,
sll framed fn lte gold carls, white and
waeted very like an apgel's, looking lato
bls nwn,

Not & word was spoken.

T'he men stood as if petrifiad, Iis eyes
beesme fixed a8 if a splrit had crossed his
vislon., There came a nervous tremulous
to his Hps, and all at once, with a great
gob, he shouted : “ Why, {t {a my liitle
Carele!” and gathered her all ap in his
bosom. «

Toere was no mors gaming that day no,
por the unext. nor fir mavy a long day
thereafter, Tae dreadful voyage and the
child’s own angulsh had so worn upon
her siigot frame that po human skill
could ave her, I am sorry to meke eo
sad an ending, but the brave little child-
woman ral given ber very life for the
fatber she loved. Wasted to a ehadow,
¢he lay upcn nls bosom, ard there, her
eyes fustened on his, she passed fnto the
golden gates to be with the angels,

But the father by thls time wes a
chapged mau, Neliner drink nor nath
passed bis lips after that day. Every
everiog be would go end «it by her little
grave, aud all the rough, wicked mem re-
epected his sorrow. 'The grave became a
little chrine. But better days esamed to
come to him. He grew rich, and then he
left for home to bring his poor, patient
wife to the land of gold, 'They llve
there yet, near the precious lttle body,
but the man, aithough changed sud In his
right mind, wears a shadow on his face
tuat ouly death will remove,

———— &

WHO READS MOST BIBLE.

O ar eeperated brethren are very fond of
talking about the Bidle and paradiog the
Bible cn all oceastons. L ke the enemies
of Uhrlst they are ever searchlug the
Scriptures, for In them they tbisk they
bhave life everiastivg, Bat there {s
oue piaca where, iu most Protestant
denominations, the Bible pays very little
part, and that is {a the public sarvices.
Modern hymns, extemporaneous prayers,
a sermon, constitute nearle ell, bat the
Scriptares do not appear. Kysn the ser-
mous give very litiie Blble. Take the
reported sermorns which appsar in the
pspers, and how much Scripture can you
fird In, them ? A grain of Scripture to &
bushel of politics or news. The Catholie
Mass begins with a peaim : the introit s
generally a pawmaga of Soripture; the
Gloris in Excelcls 1s a Bible passsge swell.
lug Into the greatest sublimity of prayer.
The Goepel of the day is taken from one
of the four Evangelists The Ejfstle is a
selection from some other part of Scrip-
ture The Offortory !s from the Bible,
Tae Lisvabo 12 auother of the psalms ; the
words of Conseeralion pre teken from the
Goepels ; the Oar Father i3 taken from
the Blble, anud the service clores with the
openlog of the Goepel according to St,
John. From beglonlng to end the Mass
is & seriptaral service,  Vespers Is a serles
of psalms, The Breviary, contalning the
daily offise, is mainly composed of pralms
and other extracis from Scripture, There
18 not en offico of the Church for the liv-
ing or the dead whica does not contaln
Iarge extracts from the Bibla, Fiom this
copstant use of Scripture, as may be
natorally euppo-ed, Catholfe sermons show
far more Bible than those of uur separated
brethren,—(a holic News
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¢ Who said Hood'sSarsaparilla?” Thon-
sands of people, who kuow it to ba the
best blood purifier and tonic medicine,

A Bag of Flour.
. Ad a general renovating tonic and purify-
ing family medicine useful at all times,
but especially 8o in the spring, Burdock
Blood Bitters is uneqnalled,

* 1t's like a bag of flour in » poor man’s
family,” says Mr, John Maunder, of York.
ville, Ont., “ the oftener ycu take B, B.
B the better you are.”

Ityour children are tronbled with worms,
give them Mother Graves' Worm Exter-
winator ; safe, sure, and effeotual. Try it,
and mark the improvement in your child,

WorwMs cause Bkrious Sickwgss, Dr,
Low’s Worm Syrup destroys and expels
all kinds of worma quickly and surely,

Par, Weak WoMeN need a tonioc,
8trength giving, flesh building medicine
like Milbarn's Beef, Iron and Wine.

Minard's Liniment cures Garget in
Cows.

eando the wo
Jat horme, whersver you are. Even be.

‘lnnnru Are ensily earning from 85 to
108 day. All ages. We show you hew
and start you, Can work in apare time
or all the time, Big money for work~

changed and wretohed as she stepped

Failure unknown among them.
and wonderful. Particulars free.
x 980 FPortland, Maine
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From a grou
h:' xembio'. lnrl

Oh, the Raggedv
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He comes to our
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mMays, " When y
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I'm I8t go' t
Raggedy
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