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THE CATHOLIC RECORD. FEBRUARY 1, 1891.2
Two boor. PM..d, and .till .h. fondled SAVED AS BY FIRE. I from her friend’, b'.n.o and wended her

the pr.clou. gift. She had not once --------- way homewareI. H.srl^atber-her ido.-
thongbt of how the flower had come Into M. a dxnison. Lono“" a drunkard and a gamble,

“Yon are pleared at last, Nimber During the time of the great rn.h of Tbl|nWOrd' ,eemed ,v,red mt° h®'
four,” .aid a female warder, who had ld „eek„„ to California, a young man, 6ra,°e , d „he prMented her.rif 
bren looking into Alice , cell. named Kaiuey left hi. wife and family to the n*igt,bir’. bouse again. Tne

Number Four ral«ed her eye. from the try htl fortune In .«arching for the prec- Vner nlmo.t trembled a, he met
flower, and looked silently her an.wer. lou, 0„, He w«. a printer by trade and „ ° , nlli-D, jiU|e laoe
For tbefirst time In fire year, the warder tbe bu„in„, did not agree with him, ,o It qu“ k ^mDg at hi. bear.,
•aw that her eye. were flooded with tear., wll D<rt|v on .coiunt of hi. health that , , 1 *.„* hi.She did not .«» any more that day,- Me and child were left alone. He | abd know Lu wouldu i
•nd, itraiige to fay, the oflicern took do hoped loon to send them more money I have efti(j po it tia(in»t been tru*,” 
heed of her ldleneifc There wasla change thlu he could earn at hi. printer . c».e. ”* Catrie 'plunging at once into the
In h-t face, a lock of unrest, of .trange- Ht. wife, however, wa. not >o badly off a. LX-t ‘«Nell aaid you were going
nc, of timidity. tome ufher neighbor, who.e husband, had •ubJ*e>; ^' ea.d you wer^going

Wbe° tb“ looked upon the flrwer, goce on the .orne trraud, for. alter fitting , roay n| puy my own
a well had but.t up In her heart, and «he out her husband lot hi. perilous future, ehe „,th ih«t — that money’’
could not stop its ft rod. li one hour It had remaining a few hundred dollari that F mteringly • •' and il you’ 
had swept away all her barriers, had hslt b„eD R ieglc, (,„m her father. ? mult’ .o n / or
swamped her repression, bad driven out Little Carrie Karuey wa» ten years old take ™e' 1 m * '
the bopel.ss and defiant second self, and wb j ba Karutv went from home . ... „„
had carried Into her cell the wronged un- iSbe WM bt, |d0l, and loved kirn as fatter» >.8ai“|djlm to bis wife afterward™! 
happy, but human end loving heart of the „„ 6eldom iov,,d. Up to the last they had ‘ “ ' l k_hu| t0 tak„ (ha{
true Alice Walmsle.y, t,ied to keep her In Ignorance of bis pur ”ev r ea” 1 p . ljh ,h .

She woe beret li. She feard to think p08e t0 „„ a*,yi but she found it out, and *lUle '”to * P1*oe#llkB abat t
it.—but fbe knew it must be so. When i arifcf almost broke his heert. Tbe T , „ ,* ., , ...the warder spoke to her now, she shrank 8t,patKlUon clm,., m-verthole«e ; a id after n’ace
from tbe tone. Yesterday, it would have a (jarri„ learutd to bear her father’s a dreadful oath. The P‘a^e w • r ide
pa»«ed her like tbe harsh wind, unheeded ,puke without violent outbursts of sh*<t at tw0 b7ont=#nkl!/o" Four

That t ight, unlike all the night, c.f her B„„oW ; and by-and by hi, letter, becamo wUhshlrU eeve,roUed up c.okluR. our 
Imprisonment, she did not lie down and a "„t' iLure to her. °r fivu t,bl“ wot" 'î”*0'1 .be‘enKtb °f
sleep n, s inn as the lights were cilia- A ytiir two years, three years peased. ***• ri,°®' ** T°om It c mid be called,
gntshed With the little fl iwer in her S)me’lmes*herey wa, cheerful news, eome Omupe of roughi men etoed and eat here
l.sn-i, ehe eat on her lnw bedside in the still t(uit9 uone. To tell the truth, Ktruoy a'^ K* rn«6 h& "bieV a ïme'll nlle of
daxknesi, feeling throngh all her nature tvl t ptoepertd tu his gold seeking. ,h ,d ,t-.a F1" of
the returning rush cl her young life’s Tbe c,lmPe had not effected hi, health \kM which be had ost staked It;wae Me
sympathy with the world. favorably, and his really handsome fsce all.»nd i,u W0‘ lllta wl,h „,He

The touch of the rosebud In her hand ‘‘rew haggard from cMU, and fever and ^ ]“« «ceased hi. opponent of cheating.
thrilled her with tenderness. She rnsde pIotrBct J r.oilety. Still he held ul' .W°fb ^.‘/d crie?”!/“ Stoo'cm””
no attempt to shut out tbe ciowdiag brav[u and ouce or twice succeeded in tbuir "at> and cries of Stop cm 
memories. They Hooded ho, heart, and eet,dlog kome a little gold. " ^ *ÿt rang throngh the piece
ehe drank them in as a parched field drtnka Meantime, Mrs. Ksrney’s health had Suddenly Karney felt a touch on hie 
the drenching rain. failed frrm Overwork end oft.n deterred bandi Then a eobUng voice tremulously

Toward midnight the moon rose above nope- Tbe mouey the tad doled out so bre*'b, ; „
tbe city, ellver-wblte in a black bine eky, cartfully w„ all gone, and the took In O father .
lovelier than ever she bad seen It, Alice (jIie wa,,hW to eupport hero If and her Aod turning he saw the beautlfu. fac#, 
thought, as she looked through the bare Lblld> Csrrlc, now a beautiful girl of stl *“ ll8 8old c”,le* wblte ar‘d
of her window. She stood upon her low thirteen, aided bar mother In every pos- ",îete'<1 VhrT llke 111 ackcl ei looking Into
bed, opened tire window, and looked up, 8lb|e wl$ sbe carried ttr.d took home bis own.
At that moment her heart was touched Rothes, Ironed whatever fiae pieces she Not a word was spoken,
with a loving thought of hor dead mother. ciu]d aud bur nappy little f ee rnd I The man stood as tf petrified. 11s eyes
Her arms rested on the window-ledge, aod I hlithe, eteglng voice often cheered her b erme fixed as if a spirit hid cro.sed Ms 
her hands were raised bjfore her, holding faint-hearted mother when nothing else I 1 here c,me a nervous tremulous
between them the little flower, as ehe might wou]d to fi*.8 Rp8i »'jd 1 * a,tIt/>nc0' *! tn * ?,reat
have held a peace.cff..itng to a k'ng “ There, we're through f or another ^ no shouted : " Why, It Is my little

Softly as a manna falls upon the deeert, we(k r> 8,td Oarria, ou a cold Sstucday Currie . and gi.heted her alt up in hu
or the dew upon the wild flower, de kj„ht. “To-morrow la Sunday, and wc ,
scended on the afflicted heart the grace of CM1-t work. f bave found a dollar to-dey, There was no moro gaming that day no,
Oort’s love and mercy. The Eye that L.ud wo blV0 8umcthlng in tba house to E,')r tbe cexkn0' many a long day
looked from above on that white face and W00J enough u keep us warm, thereafter, lue dreadfal voyage and the
upturn»! amid the gloom of tba prison, okcbo’t we ba thankful, mother, although ”blld e own anguish had so worn upon
behold Ihe eye» brim inert with tears, the i can-t R0 t0 church, or you, either, our her slight fame tint no human skill
Ups quivering with profound emotion, eiotbfl8 ate B0 shabby ?” could save her. I am sorry to make so
and the whole face radient with faith and .. yc8i dtar » „id ber mother, with a 8»d »» ending, but the brave title child- 
sorrow and prayer. eigh, - I «upp.se you went to the post ”»r llf“ *“ “>•

“0, thank Uud !" she whispered, her otbce » father ehe loved. Wasted to a shadow,
weepteg eyes resting on tbe beautiful I always go to the post oflire, if I atn sbb ^ upon nle bosom, at d there, hot
deep sky ; “thank Q td for this little eaIe f fcka!1 Bot Ret anything. Almost ey,e8 fattened on h.s she passed into the 
flower ! 0, mother, near me in fceiven, bef,Jte fout touches the door sill, old Bl,lden R'168 *Q be w, h the angels, 
aud pray for me, that Q:d may fotglve Adams sings out, 1 Nothing for you to- Hut the fither by this time wes a
me for doubting and denying His love !” ulght, ml»».’ tint this suspense won’t last changed man. Nrimer drink nor oath

With streaming eyes she sack upon her aiway8 I bope, A letter mart cotes “*s Hp« «fter that day. Every
knees by the bed tide, and poured her full 80tnetlme».” evening be would go end sit by her little
heart In passionate prayer. And, as she “ If your father is alive,” said Mrs. Ear- Rtave. aEd the <0UR,h. wicked mi m re-
prayed, koeellog ou the atones of her cell, nev sadly. I ?Pec^©d hli sorrow. I he grave became a
with bowed head, the beautiful moon bad « of course he Is alive, or we would hear fc^rlne* better days seemtd to
rlben high In the vault of night, and Its something. Didn’t Mr. Davie says that erne to hi a». He grew rich, and then he
radiance fl )oded the cell, as if God’s bless was known everywhere, when he I°r home to bring his poor, patient
lug were made manifest In the lovelv brought home that bit of gold, six months *Ll‘e to lhe lan(J 0< K°.ld • They live 
light, that was only broken by the dark 0go ? The fact is, If he is disappointed, there yet, near the preenus little body,
n flection of the window bars, falling upon he can’t bear to write aud tell iu so. In but tbe mao, although changed and In his
the mourner in the form of a cross. It \ should be just like him, I am sure. ^K^t mind, wears a shadow on his face 
was long past midnight when she lay down ] who knows but some time, when we are I tb»t 0tilv death will

sitting j ist as we are now, there will come 
knocK at the door, and I shall open it, 

ons toll es ou ali previous days. She was I an(j presto ! there stands papa, with a
miles», unhappy ; her face was stained greRt brown California beard on bis cbia,
with weeping lu the long vigil of the an^ his eyes full of tears? Oh, dear me!”
n’ght. But her heart had chauged with She sprang to her feet, for th
the brief rest she had taken. She began | knock. The mother’s pale cheeks flushed. , , ..
her day without prayer. Her mind had 1 she knew John would not wait to knock, lariat they are ever eearcblng the 
moved too long in one deep groove to if he bad come, but nevertheless, there was Scriptures, for In them they tblok tney 
allow its directloa to be changed without a hope throbbing at her heart. have life evenastli g. But there is
laborious eff-rt. Carrie opeuttl the door wi.h fear and “[’e P’168, wh«r,e. m06t Pcotestant

Tne little fliwer that had touched her trembling. There, to be s^re, stood t. denominations, the Bibl» pays very little
heart eo deeply the day before lay upon man Wnh a Californian beard, but he wae ftn^ that ” la liie public services,
the low shelf cf her cell. Alice took It up not j0hn. Modern hymns, ex^emporanejus prayers,
with a movement of the lips that would “ So you don’t remember Jim Stokes, a ^mon, constitute mark all, but the 
have been a cad smile but for the empti- Utile one ?” be exclaimed. Scriptures do not appear hveu the ser-
neps of her poor heart. “ It grew lo its Jt was a rtturned neighbor, and ghd m0U9 very little Blb’e. J ake the 
garden, and loved It? sweet life,” ehe aDd thankful they were to see aim, for he reP°rted sermons which appear in the 
thought ; “and when the oun was bright brought news. P*PefB> R?d haW “uch Scripture can you
est, the seifi h hand approached aud tore There was goll, too. He poured it A^d In, them ? A grain c! Scripture to a 
it from its stem, to throw it next day into Un0a the table. There must have been I h^shel of polltlci or news. 1 ne Catholic 
the street, perhaps ” five hundred dollars — a treasure, indeed, Masa "eR‘nfl WIt“ a P8&, ' introït is

She was having the cell—the warder t0 them, but— generally a passaga of S:rlpture; the
had opened the door—when Alice timidly “ Qt” cried the wife, “ why didn’t John Exctlcls is a Bible passage swell-
touched her dress, and drew hor aside, out I coma ? I don’t want the money, poor as I !l^ ^ , fife*test sublimity of prayer,
of the warder’s sight I I am, as much as l want hlm.” I , e,^1FPe^ i® taken from one

“ I atu not a Catholic,” said Alice, In a “ Well, neighbor,” returned the man, I °*, 0 ^0UT Evangelists I’he Eolstle is a
tremulous whDpnr. “ John is bound to be rich before fie se.cctlon from some otner part of Scrip*

“No matter, child,” said the little nun, comes, he says, and I don’t know as I I *dlre Offertory is from the Bible,
taking her face batweon ber bands aud much blame him, it he has the resolution. TPe Lavabo la another of the psalms ; the 
Lis du g her eyes ; “ jou ere a woman. But the fact is, the lace of my wife and ”ordB of Consecration ere taken from tbe 
Good by, till to morrow ; and tay your I little one that were sent out to me a few Uur I'^fbcr is taken from
prayers, like my own good girl.” months ago were too much for me, and I tbe , ”‘ti> Rtid the service closes with the

Alice stood g&ziug at the spot whore ehe though 1 hadn’t made my pile, I wac °Penlog of the Gospel according to St. 
had stood, long after tbe door had closed, bound to come back if I bad to return I du*ln* r*om beginning to end the Mass
Then she turned and looked through tho again. But here’s his picture. He had I *8 6 scriptural service. \ espers Is a series
window at the bright sky, with her hands it, taken the day before I started.” of psalms. Tho Breviary, containing the
clssped at full Dn^th before bor. As she With a cry of delight, mother and J dady °™39» maioly composed of psalms
looked, a sparrow perched on her window daughter caught a glimpse of the brown, and ot^tir e*tract8 f^om Scripture. Tnere
sill, and she smiled, almost laughed, at the bearded face, and Mrs. Karney could 6n cd*c3 Church for the liv-
llttie cautious feUow. She too kaome hardly tee it for her tears. For hours I or dead which does not contain 
crumbs from her shelf and threw thorn to J eh© gazed at it after their neighbor had ^arKe extracts from the Bible. From this
him ; and aa she did so ehe thought that gone. constant use of Scripture, an may bo
she might have done it every day for five “Isn’t it changed a little?” aoked naturally euppoed, Catholic sermons show
years had she been as happy aa she was Carrie, quietly. far more Bible th»n those of uur separated
then. I Changed a little !” Alas ! there ' brethren. Ca holic News

were marks upon that face which made
lt ,, „ tbe wife’s heart ache. She could tell , •• WhoseidHood’sSmapanlla?” Thou-
If vonr children enffer with enttf.las what they meant, thosn hard, hateful 8and. „f people, who know it to be the

use Nanai Mm It will give instant relief ime8. Much was hidden by the full | beet blood purifier and tonic medicine,
and saves the little onee much suffering, b6ard, which csrtsinly improved his t .
Sold by all dea era. Iryit. countenance, but tho face was noi her . ^ 01 e

Bimkers’ Banquet. John’s. . A]a general renovating tooic and purify-
A very pleasant hankers' banquet may “To tell the truth,” said Jim Stokes bna8t 'espèoLuy soTn thl spring,“buB

produce very unpleasant symptoms of to his wife m aloud voice, the next day, Blooll Bitters is utteqialled 8
dyspepsia, which disease is often caused " I wouldn’t like to say to potrr Mrs. -• if. like a hao of flrmr in .. „„„by overloading the stomach with rich feed, Karney, just what I think of John ; but family," says Mr John Maunder, of Yort.
etc. for years Burdock Blood Bitters has lt'a my opinion he’s going to the bad, for ville. Ont . “ the oftener you take B. B.
held hrst place at home and abroad ae a h„ drmk8 an.t gakniejB Way, that's 15 the better you are.”

ThedyprPlnea tbem"ar be —ed the gold I 'brought If your chUdren are troubled with worms, 
torn guarantee it to cure dyspepsia or re* .. .. ... , , tliem Mother Graves Worm Exter-
turn purehase money. . /ather ! . said a white, Beared girl, inmator ; safe, sure, and effectual. Try it,

"It ,SA Great Public Beebe,T.”-The,e ,U?‘wePauimarb the imProvement ™ Jonr 
significant words were used in relation to . M , ’n , d ,r W1, AVorms cacsk Skrious Sickness. Dr.
Dit. Thomas' Eclectric Oil by a gentleman cblid * {f0™®, here » y°u look aa lf y°u d LJ*8 VVorm Syrup destroys and expels 
who had thoroughly tested its merits in his 8eî,I^.a. 8hoa*" kinds of worms quickly and surely,
own case — having been cured by it of (îr 81?° ba(* ' She hoard you ” Pale, Weak Women need a tonic,
lameness of the knea, of three or four >Vho heard me? Wuat are you strength giving, flesh building medicine
years’ standing. It never f&iis to remove driving at, young one?” like Milbnrn's Beef, Iron and Wine.
eoreuet-B ae well as lamenesB. “O father! Oarrie Karney was out in Mlnard’s Liniment cures Garget ill

Familiar Family Friends. the kitchen. She stopped to borrow a Cow9<
The family store of medicine should bo° ,* a°d ,ebe keard y°u Bftid every |

contain a bottle of Hagyard’e Yellow Oil. word. It li awful ; her face wae awful !" AKK ..... .......
Mrs. Hannah Hutchins, of Rossway, N. S., There was utter silence. Much ae the «,,,1 j no. non". TofeAo, c>W
Bay : " We have used Hagyard’e Yellow Oil miner regretted it, the words could not
in our family for six years, for coughs, be unsaid, or their true meaning altered. J ^ ^rnnrto ,he work *nd
colds, burns, sore throat, croup, etc., and He only hoped the girl would have fore / **/V ...‘iv rK,,-
find it BO good we cannot do without Bight enough to keep it from her mother, Ti. JK *’J ‘..In,™17." «1"
it." Carrie’s face waa indeed pitiable, I ÏÏ.1"KtiSunk'l,”n”mon
Mlnard’s Llnlmeit Lumberman’s friend, changed and wretched aa ehe elepped 1 ii!Hiuutt*T„ Bu»ïî5î?"nÎP*"FM”S

,Impie as a child's, and ae trustful, sa'd the 
Lord'. Prayer, Alice repealing the word, 
after her.

Never before had the meaning of the 
wonderful prayer of prayers entered 
Allce'i ionl. Every sentence waa fall of 
warmth end comfort aud strength. The 
words that sank deepest were these —she 
repeat'd them afterwards with tho same 
mysterious t fleet —11 Thy will he dune on 
earth, at it U in heaven.” tihe dirt not 
know why these word» were the beat, but 
they were

“Now, Alice," said Slater Cecilia, rising 
cheerfully, wb-rn the prayer waa done, 
■' we are g ting to hatha our faces, and go 
on with our sewing, and have a long 
talk.”

Alice obeved, cr rathe- she followed the 
example. S «1er Cecilia’s unaffected man­
ner bed won her so completely that ehe 
felt a return of ber girlish companionship. 
All other teacher, of religion whom. Alice 
bed seen in tbe prison bid come to her 
with nneymp.'hetio formality and pro­
fessional ai s of sanctity, which repellci 
her.

He bed ecereelf turned bis eyes on the 
prisoner ; yet tbe mute Intensity of ber 
face bed sank Into hie heart.

“She bee been terribly wronged,’ be 
repeated to himself» ei he left the prison.
«' God help her ! she U very young to be 
■o ralm.” . „

When Mr. Wyville emerged from the 
prtron arch, b« welktd rapidly eloug the 
river toward Westminster. He was In 
deep thought. He proceeded a little dis­
tance, then stopped, and looked down on 
the turbid stream, as lf undec’ded. This 
wee unlike tbe usual calm deliberateness 
of his conduct. He was evidently per­
plexed and troubled. After pausing a 
while, he looked at his watch, and then 
retraced his steps, passed MtHbank, and 
wa'ked on in the direction of Chelsea.

It was an old habli of hi* to solve difti 
cult questions as be walked ; and be 
selected a quiet suburb, with streets lead 
lag Into tho country roads.

in the streets, there was nothing very 
noticeable about the min, except hie 
athletic stride and deeply bronzed fsce. 
He might be classed by the parsing 
observer as a naval officer who had served 
many years lu Sontht ru latitudes, 
foreign captain. Hie drees had something 
of the sailor about Its style and cloth. 
Bit it la the inner man who interests us : 
let ns follow the burden of hie thought.

“Remorae does not end In this cal mu ess, 
uuleds the prisoner be Insane. Hor mind 
tu ritar ; ehe Is not melancholy ; she Is 
self potfceseed and firm. Her health has 

Yet, ebe has abandoned 
belief lu man’s truth and God’s mercy. 
She does not claim that she Is Innocent ; 
eae makes no defence and no charge ; ehe 
accepts b**r punishment without a com­
plaint. To eae are not the symptoms of 
remorse or guilt* She has abandoned 
prayer ; she deliberately shut out the past 
snd the future. Yet she Is la all other 
respects obedient, icdustrlous, and kind. 
There la only one explanation of these 
contraMcilots—yhi Is innocent, aid ehe 
has auff-ixd terrible wrong.”

Mr. Wy ville dU not return to hie bouse 
till lVe to the evening. He had walked 
f >r hours ; and, as he went, be bad uu 
ravelled, with Infinite patience, tbe 
ptychol ^ical net work that had troubled 
film He had c me to a decision.

Then fl isbed, for the first time, into her 
mind the question—Who had placed tbe 
fljwer lu Lor cell? Had ehe been unjust 
—and bad tho ha ad that pulled this fl >wer 
been nuved by kindness, aud kladnees to 
her ?

Carolnn and Bridget Cralse.
BY SAMUIL LOVE*. I

iMveWe ,‘,"br:°h.Dm,8dTb:

Ht. Patrick’. Pur.iiujry. In lyiagb ]*"*** •’•
ior”;-jLr^7n‘.lr:;wn.cn\vhrc,,on7,1;ideb^

in ihMh » lady’s baud, and hie 
cl) ami fowling w»h so ncuie ib»i 
* 1« he exclaimed, “ Dnr Lnmh 
7roitl1 rfv the hand of uav (Jo*; 
i.h ..uud of rav first love. Bridget

tbe scene 
oneef thi-ffo d 
hecoaoc 
stfii-e of t 
upmj
too cardais Croitl1 By

Id LUd uaud of my first love.

.>uci) am 
lu«f U h

sip.) to t*
Cruise.”!

“Trn«
F<>odi,
D^ar
Thus un
H l<i HsV«-

ehe
love can ne’er forgot ;

Uy an when we met, 
«st, I love thHB yet.

My derlhig one!” 
i «rmit » ml unirai gaiiig u mlUHtrei gav 

et tmpMMslnD’d lay, 
h v t he ocean’s spray 
At set of sun.

But wither'd was the m’nstrel s sight, 
Morn to him w«*e dark as night,
Yet bis henrl w»s full of light, 

am he thus his lay begun.

Half an hour later Alice was quietly 
sewing, while Slater Cecilia eat ca tbe 
pallet and talked, and drew Alice into a 
ebat. She made no reference to the grief 
of the morning The cases in the hospital, 
the penitence cf poor elck prisoners, the 
Impenitence of others, the gratitude and 
the ee fishnees and tbe many other phases 
of character that cuno under her dally 
observation—these were tbe topics of the 
little Sister’s cjnvereatlon.

“Why, I might as well be a prisoner, 
too,” she said, erolling, and maklug Alice 
smile ; “ I have been in tbe hospital seven 
years. 1 was there two years before you 
came. You see, I am as white as a 
prisoner ”

“Yes,” said Alice, looking sadly ather ;
“ it Is not right. Why do you not grieve 
as they do ?’’

“ Why ?” answered Sister Cecilia, giyly,
” because I am net a criminal, perhaps 1 
am like you, Alice ; I have leas reason to 
grieve than the other poor things.”

Alice had never seen it in this li^ht be­
fore, aud ebe could not h«dp smiling at the 
philosophy of the little Sister. But she 
was affected by lt very deeply.

“ lf you had remained In the horpital, 
Alice,” said the run, “you would have 
been as much a Sister of Mercy as I am.
Do you know, I was very norry when you 
ltfr the bue pi ta! ”

Every word she said, somehow, touched 
Alice In a tender place. Was the who 
little nun choosing her words? At any 
rat *, lt was well a:.d kindly done.

When s!> kl*ecd Alice, and pulled the 
signal w*.:i to go out, her smile filled the 
cell and Alice’s heart with brightness. 
She promised to come and toe her every 
day Hll the th<p sailed ; and tbea they 
would be together all the day.

“Are you going to Australia ?” asked 
Alice, In amazement.

“ Certainly,” e«.id S!s‘er CeclUa, with a 
smile of mock surprise. “Why, those 
poor children couldn’t get along without 
me—fifty of them. Now, I’m very «led 
I shall have you to help me, Alice. We ll 
have plenty to do, never fear.”

Two days after his visit to the prison 
Alice Walmriey sat iu her cell, sowing 
tirelessly. The morning had opened like 
a’l other mornings of her Imprisonment ; 
there was nothing new, nothing to sug­
gest a new tialn of thooght.

Some one who walked along the corri­
dor about ten c clock had seemed to 
hesitate a moment at her cell, and then 
had passed on. The governor, ehe 
thought, who had glanced through the 
watch grate.

In the wall of every cell there wae a 
minute hole, about two Inches tqnare on 
the exterior, cut in the solid stone. The 
opening, which grew wide towards the 
Interior cf the cell, was In the shape of a 
w.idge. A warder outside could see a 
large part of tho cell, while tho prisoner 
could only see the eye of the warder. As 
tho officers wore woollen slippers, they 
could observe the prisoners without being 
heard or seen.

At this opening, Alice Walmsley 
thought, the governor had stopped aa be 
passed, snd had looked into her cell. It 
was not unusual.

A few minutes later she paused Id her 
work, almost Impatiently, and tried to 
put away from her an unwelcome thought. 
After a short pause she renewed her sew­
ing, working rapidly for a few minutes ; 
and then she laid tho coarse doth aside, 
and burled her face in her hands.

She was thinking of hor old life, of hor 
old self ; she had tried to escape from lt, 
but could not. For years she had separ­
ated the p».at and the present until she 
bad actually come to think of hor self as 
two beings — one, who hud been happy, 
î-n.l who was dead— the other, living, but 
separated from all the world—-done, with 
neither memories nor h»pm, neithor past 
nor future.

Yet to day. without apparent cause, tbe 
two eelvt-a had drawn together — the 
happy AMca had come beseechingly to 
the unhappy one

F r Lu hour she remained motionless, 
her fr.ee bowed In her hands. Than she 
raised her head, hut she did not renew 
her work. Khe stood up, and walked 
across tiie coll, aud re croeeed it, la the 
rapid way of restless prisoners ; but on 
the second piessgo. she stood still, with a 
bewildered air. H*r eye had c-night a 
gleam of bright color In the orating of 
the watch grate. There wai a fl iwer in 
her cell !

S^ie trembled as i~ho reached her hand 
to take lt. She did not try to recover 
ho: dispassionate calmnvss. She took It 
lu bar havd, and raised It to hor lips 
slowly, and klesod It. It was a sweet 
meebub, with two young leaves. She 
had not seen a H iwer nor heard a bird 
eln^ ni nee ehe left her own little garden.

this tender thing had stolen Inride her 
guard. Its sweet fragrance, before she 
km-w of its presence, had carried her 
mind back to tbe happv days of her girl­
hood. She kept the fljwer to her lips, 
klèsing it. She fed her wistful eyes on 
Its beauty. She had been eo long without 
emotion, she bad so carefully repressed 
the fust promptings of Imagination, that 
her heart had become thirsty unto death 
for some lovely or loveable thing. This 
sweet young flower took for hor all forms 
of beauty. As she gazed on lt, hor soul 
drank iu its delicious breath, like a soft 
aud eenuous music ; Its perfect coloring 
filled her with still another delight ; Its 
promise, the rich green of the two leaves, 
its exquisite completeness, made a very 
symphony for the desolate heart.

• True love can ne'er forget ;
Fond;v bm when we met,
Da irent 1 love ibee yet,

My darling one !
Long Tear« ar* p tst find o’er.
Hi oc*» from this ehore,
Cold liewrie and cold wind» hire 

My 1«jv* from me.”
Scarcely the tnloHl.rel epolre. 
when qnlcir, wltu fl tahl'ig et ote, 
A Ujai.'e light, oc.r me Hlltueu broke 

U er tbe tea ;

or as a

Hoon upon her native utrand 
D >tb a rovely lady land.
While tne miuntrel'M love-t aught hand 

Did ohr hi* wild harp run ;
True love can ne'er forget,

Fondiv hs when we niei,
Dearest, 1 love thee >et,

MV darling on !”
Where the mlnmret eat alone,

not suffered.

ere, that lad\ fair hath gone,
[thlu his hand she placet hr-r own, 

Toe ba d dropp’d on hie kn«e ;
•; n
Wl

h’s Dp* soft blessings cam*, 
i ’.i her hand with truest flame,

Iu tremhiluz tones ne uaniM—her uance 
Though her he could not nee ;

But, on !—tne touch the hard couht tell 
Of that de»r baud, reinembor'd well,
Ah !-i>v many a secret, sn«ll

Can Hue love find her own ! 
love can ue'or forget ;

VeTl

For true 
Fondly 
He love

as when they i 
d the lady yet, 

rllug one.His da

MOON DYNE.
TOOK THIRD. 

ALICE WALMSLHY.
The thought troubled her, and she be­

came timid and impressionable Pgaln. 
VVtio bad brought her tbia flower ? Who 
ever had done eo was a friend, and pitied 

E se why — bat perhaps every 
prisoner In the wwd had also received a 
li >wer. liar heart closed, and her lips be­
came fi;m at the thought.

A few moments later, she pulled the 
signal-wire of her cell, which moved a red 
board outride the door, so that it stood at 
right augloe from the well. This brought 
the w&rder, to know what was wanted. 
Tbe door was opened, and the warder, a 
woman with a severe face but a kind eye, 
stood in the entrance.

By John Boylk O'Kkilly.

II.
A FLOWEB IN THE CELL. ber.

Five years of slltnt impii.-oument had 
parsed over Alice Wnlmshy — years of 
dai'y aud hourly change and excitement 
for the outer world. Five yeais in soli 
tary colü lemeut are only one day, one 
day of dreary monotony repeated une 
Ihousaad eight hundred aud twenty five 
times.

Take a starving b.ggar from the street, 
and seat him at your t&bie, and tell him 
that be shall have food and money If he 
wld turn his plate face downward, and re fljwer iu her hand, 
turd it face upward, one thousand tight “ Have all the prisoner* received flowers 
huuulvd and twenty five times—and the like this ?” she Inquired, with a steady 
hungry wretch will drop from exhaustion voice, 
before hill tbe turnings are done, and will “ No,” said the warder, 
run from your house v.ith curses. The In five years, this was the first question 
H)ilta:y prisoner turns tho same number Number Four had ever atked. 
of days wltu harrowing weariness a thou- “Why was this given to me?” she 
sand times multlpllid la five years. The risked, her voice losing Its firmness, aud
days and nights uf those years had passed her eyes tilling with tears,
like a black arid white vibration over “ l don’t know,” said the warder.
Alice Waloisley’s life. They had brought This was true : the band that had
little change to the outward eye ; and tbe dropped the flower Into the watch-grate
lnwaid change was only a settlement of had done eo unseen. The warder only 
the elements of doubt and disbelief and knew that oiders had been received from 
despair into a solid deposit iu her heart tbe governor that Number Four was not

No friends bai virited her. When her to be disturbed, nor the fljwer taken 
mother died, there was left no living rela 
live. Bho Lad no love nor attraction 
beyond bar cell — beyond her own noiri.
E/ery tie worth keeping bat then been 
turn asunder. Some le^er b^nds she elr.ee
I a i unloosed herself. Wny should any 
happy thing ba united to uue so forlorn 
and wretch id ?

For God’s pleasure sho was undergoing 
this tettaio — so they tulJ her. She had 
been given life, and ehe had grown to love 
it—but when me summer of her life had 
cime, she was drenched with tlfl ction 
and wrong, which uhe bad not earned, of 
the cinse of which she was i s Innocent as 
her babe, murdered before her eyes.
Her heart, hops, love, trust, had bjeu
II jng down and trampled in the dust.

The alma of prayer th it were doled out
by the natal Scripture-readers had long 
since been carried past hor doir. T^ey 
regarded ber as hopelessly lost, 
never spoke bor dissent ; but they could 
H ie tha; eho did not hour them, th';t she 
did no’ believe them. So they left her to 
herself.

Oao day, a m$.n cat In tho givernor’s 
olfici with a Urge book before him, in 
which he had been carefully reading a 
p’.ge on which the g iveruor, standing be­
tide bi.n, had placed his index finger.

“ It ii a remarkably case,” said the gov 
cinnr ; 41 sue cvrtaîuiy le not insane ”

“ Stxe war not a criminal by aieocla- 
tioti ?’’ asked t he visitor, cloelug the book 
He was a powerfully built, dark faced 
man, with a foreign t i", aul a deep votes.
Too B.ud'ui respect of tba governor 
proved 1dm to be a person of importance, 
it was Mr Wyville, who had recently 
arrived In Luidon, aud who was visiting 
the prison , with authority from the Mlu 
iitrv Itself.

* No ”

Alice had the

remove.
to rest

Bat next day Alice bfg*n her monoton- a WllO READS MOST BIBLE.

O ir separated brethren are very fond of 
talking about the Bidle *nd parading the 
Bible on all occasions. L ke the enemiesere Wf s a

away.
Toe door closed again, and Alice raised 

the fl jwer to her lips and kissed It. 
Some one had pitted her, bad thought of 
her She was not alone in the world. 
This reflection she could not drive away. 
She eat down to her work ; but she could 
not set tho cloth—her eyes were blurred 
with tears, her hands troubled. At last 
she rose, ar.d pressed her open hands to 
her streaming eyes, and then sank on ber 
knees heebie her bed, and sobbed convul­
sively.

How long ehe remained eo ehe did not 
know, but ebe felt a hand eoftiy on her 
head, and heard her name calltd in a low
voice,—

“Alice!”
A woman had entered the cell, and was 

knmdbig beside her.
Alice raised her head, and let her eyes 

rest on a face as beautiful as an angel’s, a 
faca as white as lf lt were a prisoner’s, bu, 
calm and hweet aud sympathetic In every 
feature ; aud round the lovely face Alice 
saw a «.range, wblte baud, that made lt 
look like a face In a picture.

It was a Sister of Mercy ebe had seen 
before when ehe worked In the hospital 
«he remembered she had seen her ouce «it 
up all night bathing tho brow of a sick 
girl, dying of fever. This thought came 
de -rly to her mlud as sha looked at Sister 
Cecilia’s face, and Btw the uuselfiahnefs 
aud devotion of hvr life, iu her

She

pure look.
“ Alice,” said Bister C»cilia, 41 why do 

you grieve so deeply ? tell mo why you 
are so unhappy—tell me, dear, ar.d I will 
try to make you happier, or I will grieve 
with you.”

Alice felt hor whole self command de 
sorting hor, and her hiart rnelilcg at the 
kindness of the voice aud words.

44 Turn to mo, and trust me, dear,” said 
81-ter Cecilia ; “tell me why you weep so 
bitterly. 1 know you are Innocent of 
crime, Alice ; L never believed you guilty. 
And now, 1 have come to bring you com 
fort.”

Slater Cecilia had put one arm around 
Alice, aud, as she spoke, with tho other 
hand «ha raised the tearful face and kissed 
it. Then the flood-gates of Allco’s all!le­
tton burst, aud she wept as lf her heart 
were breaking.

Sister Ceciila waited till the storm of 
sorrow had exhausted Itself, only mur­
muring little soothing words all the time, 
aud patting the sufferer’s baud and cheek 
softly.

41 Now, dear,” she said at length, “ as we 
are kneeling, let us pray tor a little 
strength and grace, and then you shall 
tell me why you grieve.”

Sister Cecilia, taking Alice’s hands be­
tween her own, raised them a little, and 
then she raised her eyes, with a sweet 
smile on her face, as If she were carrying 
a lost soul to the angels, and in a voice aa

TO BK CONTINUED

M the governor ; 4i she was b 
vlüugo girl, wife of a eaa-captaln. Here, 
at page forty-two, we find tho police 
reports — see, only one short entry. Tne 
poîici didn’t know her.”

“She has never defended herself, nor 
rcpmachid others?” a»kcd Mr. Wyville.

“Never,” answered the governor, 
44 She has never spoken td> rnt herself ”

41 It l.i veiy a rangv, and very sad,” said 
Mr, Wyville to the governor, 
him. elf ho murmured, “ She must have 
sjfDred fearful wrong.”

Boon af.‘.or, In company with the gov­
ernor, ho pasied along the cjrrldor, aud 
e'.opped at AUce Walmdey’s cell. The 
v>rdt.r opened the door. Mr. Wyville 

did not look at the prisoner, but walked 
across the coll, as lf observing the window 
We, upon which he laid bis hand.

“ The Iron la covmd with rust,” he 
oiid to the governor. “The windows of 
tin* range certainly need repainting.”

Then, apparently looking around in 
tbe same practical way, Mr. Wyville re- 
liutned, perhaps, a minute in the cell.
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