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before the numerous readers of Th

Hilary was

cers:  Spiritual: think that Kenmedy's failure fo ap-
Killoran; Chag. wear should have made it necessary
President, J, dor him to do this piece of extra

ice-President, J %
ve-President, J,

Ig Secretary, R, paper.

was  to
be a ‘Merry Christmas’ for us, in for*him just now, But the paper’s|go in this column, and T left  word
g | light,  an’ the subscribers | wished he hadn’t  bothered him i | ger, anyway, and everything is overt truth, when we know that we shan’t S0 crowded, and applications are| with Simpkis that if any special
erdale Ave.; Ap- it with delight, ’ ikt uir sk, mow. - Wel 1‘hnmIWhy‘ if he didn’ Pay me more than ' pe cold or hungry another might, but pouring in all the time ! He says| news came in to cut that out, if ne-
W. .J. Macdon- felt t-ht‘._\' were well repaid when the e 'ni 'hell .for it—he.‘d hB.V(" t(; Wl dollars a  week, we could gct'co;/.y and warm in our little cheap lhe can write ‘special storfes." Ha | cessary; and he hasg followed my jn-
tary, J. J, Cos- l&!‘gf‘ picture on the h?(mt ngfi ml;t hi ny pv ) ialong Ly holding a tight rein. One rooms—and together, We must|ha ¢ They all think they can do structions, put left all the leaves
ain street; Trea~ itheir eager eyes, and they read col- | him, a yway. 1 little room would do, wouldn't it.|fnq a branch of a Christmas tres that ! I've been fussimg over  one!and berries entwined about dhis grue-
yir Marshal, J, umn ?—“‘3’ ‘-‘01‘"]“.’ on the inside paages Mr. Hilary felt his importance. He dearie, for a tiny table am'd a couple | somewhere, outside the shops, as we myself all the afternoon, and ¥ isn't Some story of a man and a woman
. " J. O'Regan; —Christmas stories, Christmas Jolses, had been humted up by so mamy old, of chx}irs, with a little bedroom ' off Bo to-night to find our home, amd satisfactory yet. Dom’t forget. your | found dead in the park, A pistol
n, W. A, Hodge Christmas cum}s—ln fact, everything acquaintanees who had started out | for wyou—and "the little one. I could | we'l] hang it on the gas jet just  to | promise to come around to dinmer,| on the ground—the woman's head pil-
R. Gahan, T, one could d"s“je‘ to ma.\k,e'onelml in life with so much brighter pross bunk in anywhere—on the floor, for|smell its sweot scent; and Perhaps | Ned. We've been talking over old lowed on her hushand’s breast—a lit-
| Advisers, Dr, that the real Christmas spirit  was pects than himself, and yet, in near-} instance—rolleq in a blanket like & we can pick up a bit of holly, and 1'1] times a bit. That was g great night|tle note clutched in the womam’s
. B. J. 0’'Con- actually abroad once moreil |y every instance, they had come to| soldier—so long as I knew you were: wear it in my hair to-morrow, just when you rescued me, old man, .Jugt |hand, sayidg that they had determin-
i1, Hilary had determined to mmkes'ﬂus him for help of“some sort—either to!comfortable. Ang then, in the morn- | 5 I did on that Christmas day when | think what genius would have been [¢d to end it all, as no ome would

Christmas number the most. brilliant barrow money or beg for & position [ing, I would fuotch you in a dainty | T saw you first. We’ll have the real

Tk that had been gotten out in years, on'hds paper. He had been what is

and that story of Kennedy’s was
have

tio
been  elaborately embellished
all about”it, while dver the beading
«an angel blowing a trumpet,  from

H

:‘r";i'i':w;"‘fr":_ on earth, good-will ‘to man,” was to
e be floating in fleecy tlouds. He cofild
still use the -angel and the legend,

'M ‘but the story would have to be sup-

d he had promised Kennedy @ good
sour sam UGPSR
story was not finished; aid although
Kennedy's notes ~were all in good
shape, Hilary didn't know what they
meant to Kennedy—and they meant

sermon—an article that should bring

Trumpeter the Christian policy of do-
ing good to your fellow-man as the
opportunity offered—not merely to
preach ‘‘Peace on earth, good will
to man,”” but to actually praoctise it.
provoked enough. to

work—but the Christmas number of
The Trumpeter was always a- great
Everyone looked farward to

with holly berries and leaves twining

which should come the: notes “Peace

P P P

Warning. Hilary had alm

wn the incident until Ned’

fectioners’ windows,’ \

Hilary glared savagely af ‘the mowv-
ing erowds,  and wished his anticle
was finished so that the paper might
g0 1o press, and he could vetire to
the bosom of his little family, He
had reached the last paragraph, and
Wwas putting the finishing touches to
@ particularly fine thought, when the
office boy came to him with & card.
What & bore ! It was just his luck to
have ‘someone come in to interrupt,
him ‘at the crucial moment ¢

The Trumpeter, talking
gether in low tones,
1, but: frail-looking,
gray eyes looked
of'

from him. He wags stalwart
brave, no doubt, for his broad shou
dérs and strong face
impression of

er, and said, in a half whisper:. 4“He"

seen him in years,
needed  to recall ‘that night to hi
memory, and I wouldn’t now if

Jhad a place to lay our heads, for

naud.”’ ' Great Scott, That fellow!
Why, he hadn't seen him in years—
not since they were chums together
in colloge. Neod had fine prospects
then. But it seemed to him that he
had heard rumors #f a tupture with
the rich uncle. who was to have left
Ned all his money.' As he remember-
ed it, therg'was a girl in the case, a
sweetheart” whom Ned loved and ‘the |
uncle forbade him to marry. What : then—g, d'm“"“d good ¢
had it-all been about, anyway 2 Hel o 111'1 sure .he il
really had forgotten. But fond us;mo How, to tide

he had been of Ned in these days, he

o

|

old” friends like Tom. It seems sor

that dragged them back from
other shore,

fellow

make a place for
us qver ‘this tig|
place of ours—untilyou’re out ofid

little breakfust—-peﬂhups a rol and a
groat cup of steaming coffee, like I
‘used to make when we went, on those
carnp’ing rackets Jong ago,

termed a very successful man 1 And
he had earned his success! He pat-
ted himself on the back in a figurative
manner, as he rose to g0 into  the  remember
outer waiting-room and greet his old | Oh ! you poor darling !
comrade. In the old days they had you '\\’cro hungry now, this very
sworn eternal lriendsmp, to be sure; minute ! It’s awful to be stranded
but, dear, dear, those schoolboy af-|in a big city likq this,
fairs were never really deep !

Do you
the cofice I made then
I forgot

, with nowhere
Ned |to go—no

08t forgot-
S presence

carnestly to-

She was pret-
and her earnest
eagerly into ,those
the man next her, as though try-
ing to gain courage and inspiration
and

gave ome the

Strength and tender-
ness combined. ' He placed his hand

aflegtionately on the woman’s should-

and have naver
we
hate to recall kindness I have dong

of vain-glorious to remind them that

'

hard for me to beat if it hadni't been
all my fault; for I knew that he
would disown you it vou married me,
and I should have been firm, anid re-
fused to' listen to your pleadings. Bug
for me, you would not have had all
this weary struggle after money—aiid
14 hate myself when I think of it all,
Ugh ! but it's dreadful to be 80 hun+
8ry amd so tired, and we’'ve walked
80 far to-day in the cold, Mr. Hilary
will be kind to you. How cam he help
it ? He has so much, and we have

1=

ver forget his kindness, will we 2 And
then maybe some day, whem we have
worked hard and saved a lot of mo-
ney, ‘we may hLe able to do

8

some-

I thing ta show him how much we ap-
preciated the helping hand he held
tlout to us when we most needed it

won't we. dearie 2

ént in the world—explain o him
how my firm failed, and that I had

did you

drop

from ? I'm awfull

busy, but I couldn’t refuse to see you

2 each one | recallad it . to him vo-day. He felt | boen ever sie striving to earn @ after all these years. You see, I hav

oarrylng ome or more bundles“of as-| his aecktie  to see that it wae in { livelihood to suppoct myself and you, | so many people coming in after me
) sorted sizes and shapes. Happy chil- | proper Position, brushed the few Te-| dear heart, But yes, we'vePwritten all the time that I'm bothersd o

y | dren ‘gazed in awe-struck wonder at, | maining dush specks from Col-| him 50 many times and the letters| death with visitors. Now, if you'll
the in alligators which hopped away | lar of his coat, and walked Proudly | myve always come back unopened, | tell me yodr business for to-day, 1'1l

» | from the street. fakire on ‘the . side-| Into the room wheke hig iriend  was | thap I suppose, as you say, it would hwrry back to my office, and then
walk, and looked longingly at  the Wwaiting. be but useless.’ we'll set, a day for you to come up to
strings  of multi-colored balls amd| & man and & woman sat ou  the “Oh, Ned1 It wouldn’t scem so dinner and talk over old times; for
candy cames that ‘hung in the con-|leather settea ixt the outer oftice  off]

n’'t a minute to g
Renaud found it
to begin, now that h

1’

poverty to his
wife's sake,

old friend—for

ing Hilary’s face as her husband un-
folded the miserable tale of

thedr
nﬁsfm"umm.

She saw interest,
pride, condescension, deepen into im-
patience, as Remaud, in his anxiety,
talked passionately on—and she &njaw
the end ! Knew what decision the
man had reached oven before shie
saw her hushand’s face pale and his
lips. tighten: as both men turned amd
walked over to where she sat, rigid
ond motionless, on the leather sottea,
She bent her head and forced a smile

Y | take out your editorial 7

I'm rushed o death now, and have-

d, awfully hard
knew he had
intanrupted Hilary at such an inop-
porfune time; but there was no help
f6r it, and he braced himself to the
disagreeable task of laying bare his
his

She, meanwhile, was eagerly watch-

“Yes; for I'm neot entirely satisfied)
e with it. I'll never give Kennedy en-
other chance ! If I'd been sure that
old college chum of mine could have
done as well as he thought he could,
I'd have offered him Kennedy's job.
But I can't trust the success of the
paper to untried hamds.
too much to me. My reputation is
at stake—my reputation for giving
only first-class stuff to the public,
written by first~class men. Yes, cut
out the ‘Peace on earth’ article if
any news comes in to warvant i’

It means

Christimas morning dawned bright
and clear, but bitterly cold. The logs
snapped and crackled in the fireplace
as Hilary sat at breakfast, sipping
his coffee and glancing proudly over
the Christmas number of his paper.
It was a great edition, certainly,
Hilary fairly beamed with gratifieq
pride and self-esteem as the highly-
colored pictures met his eye.
denly his face fell.

“Well, well this is too bad !
might have
upsetting

Sud-

X
known that Kennedy’s
me in the first place would
result in soma trouble ! The idea, of
the night editor allowing the holly

and the -angel to appear in that ocol-

you once displayed a bit of courage

But Tom was a good

an-

She brushed the snoulder of

the] to her lips, and, as though in a

the | seedy coat he wore, and looked rue- dream, heard Hilary say, patroniz-
fully down at his cracked boots: then ingly: ““Ah ! Mrs, Renaud ! Pleased

ellow—| folded her hands demurely together | to meet you. Heard some-
| to hide the holes in the ends of ber| thing  about this scamp getling

ht [ glove fingers. “But wom’t vo"morrow | married. Sorry I can’t do anything

lost to the world il T had never come)
out of that ice-water, hey ? Well,
good-bye for to-day, for I must real-
ly hurry. Sorry I can’t help yow
out, Wish vou a very ‘Merry Christ-
mas” and ‘Happy New Vear " And
he waved them out of the door amd
down the long flight of steps, into

the bitter cold of that bright Christ-
mas Eve,

(holiday spirit in our hearts to-mor-
row, and it will indeed be ‘Peace on
earth, good-will to men.’ **

Just here the door of the editor’s
room opened, and Renaud straighten-
ed himself up, gave one assuring look
into his wife's pale face, amd rose to
greet his old friend. He walked g
few paces forward, stretched out, his

|

umn just the same ! He
known without my

might have
telling him in so
many words, that I didn’t want. him
Lo leave thope embellishmentg
& mere news jtem !
look hers !

around
Here, J\'uhhnrilw,
You see, my article that
1 wrote at the last minute

help them, ang they had
turn—put they
Good gracious 1

nowhere tg
could die together,
What's this? Ty
signed and Edward Renand’
Oh ! this is a pity ' 1
be really meant things bad
as all that, They always talk that
way, you know, But how unfortun-
ate that those two unhappy

‘Elsie

didn't believe

were so

young

people should have taken such a ragh
money to live on—no | hand to the other—and the chums of —— step just in time to 8poil my Chrigt-
¥ had been a plucky fellow in those | friends but onegind he's  our last | fifteen years ago gazed once more mas numher.! And the idea of that =
16 school equal ‘plantett by f‘h;\e semi-editorial of his days, sure enough. How bravely he |chance. But he can't fail us—he | into each other’s eyes. Hilary smil-| 'As  Hilary flung himself inte’hjs angel over those headlines trumpeting
busimess train- ©OWN composition. had  rescued Hilary himself from won't! If we weren’t both s0 deuced| od in a henevolemt patronizing sort of | great-coat lined with fur, the night- forth ‘Peace on earth, good-will
:ioioogn(‘i'mi‘l:}:; Tt was a bitterly cold day. - The drowning - that night when the ice|proud we'd apply to some charity | way, amd shook Renaud’s hand in tthe | editor said :  “Well, then, in case man’? Dear, dear | 'l be the laugh-
wnow flakes were lying still and glis-! gavé way  and he had gone through organizations for help. or write to|same fashion, any mews of . importance comes in ing stock of all the editors to-day **»
el e ‘tening over all the trees and houses. the opening  without o moment’s uncle again and tell him we hadn’t al “Wall, upon my soul, Ned, whereland there’s not room for it, I'm th —Madeline Kendrick Van Pelt,
sfefuioried foefod ) Fofdnfmfefuofuntoofefecfet L S SO fool: ::::::::::::::::::::.':::Z:::: foofert:
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THE REBIRTH OF GAELIC.

2

- Principal,

)

(From the New .quk‘Werd.)
That Erse or Irigh Gaglic is not &
lead language was twice proved at
b Sunday’s mesting jn Carnegie Hall :

it
| Was being taught;; for New York when
LDt Hydq spoke in Gaelic ibo the evi-
[ dent understanding of a Parton of
- bis audience, 3 s

. And why not 2 - English will = re-
| Wain the language of commerce, bu
 there i something more. than ‘trade
b life, and po, invention of 8 univer-
%l language like Volapuk  or ‘Esper-
000 can alter the fagt that pride of

% and pride of

GONTANY

«pand
W YORB Ofesn-

EHURCH BELLY

e

l:-’.LOU R.

anclent‘, tongue, though it can have IRISH MIN

IATURE PAINTERS.

—

had no immigration for centuries.

It is hard to kill & language. Tra-
vel will not do it, else Switzerland
would not be divided between the
users of German, French and Italiam,
Oppression will not do it, else Polish
and the Armeniah dialects would dis-
appear. Prospericy will do it sooner
than adversity, but nothing easily,

R T e ey “

Before the National Literary Sos
ciely of Ireland, in Dublin, recently,
W. G. Strickland delivered a lectura
on Jdrish Miniature Painters, He said
thait, although they could not, per-
haps, Say  that the Irish miniature
kainters distinguisheqd themselves 1n
the same degree as the engravers,
still it was an art followed not only
with success here, but in which many.
Irishmen made a name for” themselves
in England. He coulq mention near-
‘ly one ' hundreg Irish painters who
were almost all ignored in books of
art, land some, like Sampson  RRoche
and Richard Bull, were described

|
1

P
CATHOLICS IN JAPAN.
- The editor of Nippon, an. influential
Paper of Tokio, commenting on B
shop  O’Conmell’s  visit to J apamn,
points out that Catholics have made
the largest number of converts of amy
foreign  faith, ' there -being 60,000
native Catholics in the Empire. But
where the work is going ‘on or what
lwpitist-kingm.!_, as &
whole do/nat, know, as it creates ngt
& ripple on the surface.
The Catholic teschers work ai

i mong
poor. and: humbly housed poople,

as

"Mini, Painting was said to Le
ai development of the art of the ined-
ineval illuminatioh. At the ead of
the reigw of George  II. & revivil in
the. art set in, and from 1760 to

[1820 they  had a succession of great
miniature actists. : After the dedth
of Cosway in (1821 the art declined,
38 W‘ﬁ,mw ;

‘fbgeﬂ{tonmriohJM‘

1 “
highest development of the art, Wal-'

splendid modelh'ng and were full of
ter and Charles Robinson,

Dublin-} vigor. John Petrie, father of George
born men, wereq,he foremost of Irish Petrie, was another prominent

miniature  painters, Portraits of | tist of that peried, and painted a
Washington had peen Painted by Wal- povtrait of Napper Tandy and Cur-
ter Robinson and Ramage. Another ran. Other painters George Place,
Irishman, Sampson Roche, clainfed as| Joseph Hutchinson, John
an Englishman, was born in

ar-

Keane,

the | Alexander Pope (a Cork man), Mi-
South of Ireland, and died there.at | chael Hayden, Edward Harding, ¢ J.
the age ' of 90, Horace Hone was

M. Collins, Adamn .Burke, Fredefick
Burke, William Palmer (of Limerick,
a pupil of Sir Joshua Reynolds),
GeorgeChinnery, Daniel O0’Kecfe, Kir-
was, Samuel Lover, George Chn.nf-
cellor, and Frederick Butler (8 Lim4
erick man, who afterwards became a
director of the London National Gal-
lery.) {

son of Nathaniel. After the” Union
his practice fell off, and he went to
London, and died there in ' 1825,
Another painter of the same talont-
ed family was John LCammilus Hone,
John Culler was the son of a box-
keoper at u;uy Crow street Theatre.
John Comerford, of Kilkenny, was
one of the most original of Irish
painters, © FHis  portraits showed

THREE Trying Times in
A WOMAN'S' L

A Benefactor o All.—The soldier,
the sailor, the fishermaxt, the m ner,
the farmer, the mechamic, and  all
who live lives of totl and spend thegir
existence in the dull routine of tedi-
ous tasks, and who are exposed  to
injuries and ailments that those who
toil do-not know, will find in  Dr.
| Thonias’  Bélectric Ofl ‘au” axcellent

| friend and benefactor in every time
of need.’ k! ’
——

. A MOTHER'S DYING WISH.

LIFE

ftrol of his feelin,

ton, Del., on sm‘ )

A PROTESTANT CURATE'S
PEAL TO A BRIDE,

A romantic scene took place at the

ApP-

altar of the little church
village in the canton of Tessein,
writes our Geneva corresponident.
The Swiss curate, g young mam
named Guetta, fell in love with al flar-
mer’s da.Utha‘,‘ but, although his suig
was favéored by the father, “the ' gir}
repeatedly refused the curate’s offer
of marriage, and su.beequently she
became ‘engaged ‘to some one elge.
The marriage day arrived and the
curate was obliged to perform’  the
ceremony. When the bridal couple
arrived at thé altar Guetta lost com-
gs and Passionately
&irl not to take this
which would  ruin

of Claro, a

Pleaded with the
irrevocable step
his life. ,

At last Guetta, realizing his falge
posi{ioq. asked to be excused for a
few minutes, which he spent in pray.
er. Returhing to the steps of the a1
tar he performed the marringe cerq-
mony in.a voite Suppressed with emo- |,
tion, but without breaking down.—
London Daily Mail, ' . - L)
3 M‘

A TOUCHING SPECTACLE,
In St. Patrick Church, Wil

o s




