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dhe got away. It hurt hie vanity 
at the time that she had loet a poe- 
aible chance of offering her congra
tulations, but he had consoled him
self with the idea that a private 
meeting would be better choeen. He 
was doubly disappointed because

could not help doubting the humil
ity of the assertion. She was not 
in a mood for passing compliments, 
however, and eimply smiled her an-

"You were fatigued last night,” 
he said, abruptly cnanging the sub- <Se> OO
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Young men
I (licncurTagh. Notwitnatanmng mat. 
I o*8« regrettable scarcity made the 
J lew eligible bachelors fully conscious 
I of their importance in the matrimo- 
| niai market, it seemed inconsistent 
J that two of the most prominent am- 
I <yng them should fix their regards 
Ion the one youcng lady, and enter 
I into a keen rivalry on her account.

Uncharitable people had been heard 
j to remark that the certainty of a 
| substantial fortune prompted there 
| attractions, while the less calculat- 
liog were given to assert that Miss 
J Curtin’s personal attractions were 
I the chief inducement. The situation 
I was somewhat awkward for the in- 
I teresting subject of this controversy.
I She admired each suitor in his re- 
lepective way, but they were ex- 
1 tremely different in style and tem- 
I per ament, and she was not con
scious of a decided preference for 
lone above the other. John Kirby 
I was an excellent type of the well-to- 

farmer, but had no remarkable
■ talent, ambition, or pretentions
■ above the local standard. He did 

not seem destined to figure in his
ountry’s history as a leading per- 

Isonality either in the world of 
thought or action, but he had vig
orous health, good 'sense, and a 

I kindly nature, birthday gifts, which 
■may be more productive of homely 
comforts than the rarer attributes 

l.of a genius. True to the traditions
■ of his race, he had romantic tenden
cies, which love of reading and a
■ quiet life had helped to foster. His 
|tfarm, which was extensive, adjoined

he seaport town in which Miss Cur-
■ tin’s father was hotel proprietor, 
■consequently business matters car- 
Itried Mm rather frequently into the 
|dangerous precincts of the hotel.

His rival, Cecil Hammond, was 
Ison of the leading merchant Whose
■ pretentious establishment overlook- 
led the Subare, and was dignified by 
|the name of "The Emporium."

Young Hammopd had never pre
sumed to bt A systematic business 

btft he was decidedly up4o- 
| Babe and progressive In hi® Yls»^ 

had been glvnfi a short college 
|oourse In the metropolic, cut a good' 
figure when he rode to the hounds, 

was president of the Glencur- 
|ragh Literary Society. He was mu

sical, had unquestionable preten
sions as a singer, and talked well, 

lin what was considered a genuine 
■Dublin accent. The latter accom- 
|plishment he hoped to display to 

> best advantage at the forthcom
ing lecture and concert, to be held 

the Town Hall, in aid jof a local 
*ity, during the week on which 

lour story opens. As president of 
| the Literary Society, under whose 
auspices the entertainment was be- 
(ing held, the pleasing duty of intro- 

>ing the distinguished lecturer had 
deputed to Mr. Hammond, and 

nany were the fluent rehearsals to 
which he treated the unresponsive 
walls of his private room during the 

;ful nights preceding the event.
He trusted to turn the occasion to 

best account. Miss Curtin was 
■ be among the crowd, and having 

^terminated on making a formal 
proposal to that young lady as soon 

convenient, he thought it conve
nant to approach the critical ques

tion after creating a good impres
sion. There was one thing which 
(lightly jarred on hie anticipations, 
lis declared rival ha^ been assign- 
1 a part in the night’s proceedings, 
aving been persuaded to propose a 

vote of thanks to the guest of the 
[evening. It was his first appearance 

public platform, and Cecil 
nond wickedly trusted to Fate

distributed tnemseives 
the platform, or stage, as was , de
signated by those with histrionic 
tendencies. The advent of the lec
turer, Mr. Augustus Brownlow, was 
marked by the turning on of the 
gaslight to its fullest brilliancy, and 
a murmur of expectation ran through 
the audience as he made his way to
wards the stage, escorted by a few 
of the leading citizens. He took his 
appointed seat quietly, while Mr. 
Cecil Hammond came forward to ef7 
feet his introduction. The latter gen
tleman appeared in tip-top form. He 
was cool, faultlessly dressed, and full 
of confidence. His hopeful anticipa
tions were more than realized, for 
.he excelled himself in fluency, grace 
of gesture, and deportment.

After he had retired people whis
pered among themselves that he was 
an extremely nice fellow^ and there 
were many who cast enquiring 
glances to note the effect upon Miss 
Curtin.

The lecture itself was loud, learn
ed, and instructive, and while it ap
pealed strongly to the intellectual, 
it gave less profound thinkers an ex-( 
oellent opportunity to look around 
and scrutinize their neighbors’ toil-

XVhen it was all over the time had 
came for John Kirby to make his 
mark in history. For a man of 
strong character he was extremely 
sensitive, and had wrought himself 
into a state of painful nervousness 
since the proceedings opened. 
Throughout the lecture he was a dis
tracted listener, mentally rehearsing 
his forthcoming speech, and the ef
fort to remember added still more 
to the mental Btrain he was endur
ing. When he rose to his feet and 
came closer to the footlights he was 
conscious of a surging sensation in 
his head, and the faces of the ex
pectant people melted into one bril
liant Wot before hip eyes. Hq clear
ed hie throat violently, and the ex
ertion gradually restored h!$ 6en6e 
ot sight, but his mind remained ob
scured, and he failed to recall one 
word of what he had prepared. He 
shuffled uneasily on his feet, made a 
few inarticulate remarks, bowed 
slightly to the audience, and retired 
to his place at the back of the 
Stage. He carried with him, along 
with his deep humiliation, a sense 
of Miss Curtin’s apparent pity, for, 
even in his dilemma, his eyes had 
sought her out instinctively, and 
there was some paltry consolation 
In the fact that, while suppressed 
amusement overspread most of the 
faces, her’s was only startled and 
sympathetic.

The humor of the situation was 
considerably heightened when Mr. 
Peter Glynn, an impulsive little 
man. who did not give himself time 
to think, came forward to second the 
vote of thanks "so ably expressed 
by his friend, Mr. Kirby. After a few 
further formalities the proceedings 
in connection with the lecture wound 
up, and the audience settled 
selves down to a critical chat in an
ticipation of the concert.

In this the local singers went 
through the programme with more 
or less success, but it was conceded 
on all hands that Cecil Hammond 
scored a second troumph when he 
took up his part.

Discriminating people assorted 
that all the sentimental fèrvor of hie 
love song was directed to Miss Cur
tin, but she was seemingly a very 
unresponsive inspiration, as her face 
was strangely thoughtful and ab-

uonn n-irny appreciated the blunt 
honesty of her criticism — it was 
more wholesome for him then than 
volumes of hypocritical flattery. It 
was ungrateful of him, however, to 
blurt out angrily:

"You could at least commend me 
for improving Mr. Hammond’s posi- 
tion—the contrast with my stupidity 
added to his lustre."

Miss Curtin was determined to 
prunish him this time.

"He acquitted himself remarkably 
well," she said, coldly.

John Kirby seemed to be afflicted 
with a sudden reaction from his 
stage fright, and his taunting re
marks followed each other in quick 
succession.

"He will have presumption enough 
for anything now," he said, mean
ingly, "his eloquence has carried all 
before it."

"Then you are not an advocate of 
the principle that ‘silence is golden/ 
Miss Curtin answered. It was one 
of those random remarks which crop 
UP in conversation, and, until it 
was uttered, she had not troubled 
about its interpretation, but she 
flushed hotljr, even in the darkness, 
as She felt her escort's inquiring 
glance turned full upon her. He was 
silent for what seemed to be a Con
siderable time, and when he spoke 
there was no trace of bitterness in 
his voice—it was full of quiet tender-

For one brief space his heart had 
beaten quickly with the hcupe that 
her words had held a deeper mean
ing, but. on consideration, he had 
taken the remark as a light jest at 
bis expense.

It is a very good motto, but, 
unfortunately, has not a general ap
plication. KJpwever, I may outlive 
your contempt-some time because 
ydu are naturally kind and charit
able: if you had not been there I 
would have dope better.

"Mr, Kirby," Miss Curtin said, 
impulsively, "oannot you under
stand that I felt extremely for you? 
There was no contempt only, only 

Shy stopped abruptly, for 
there was a perceptible tremor iq 
her voice.

Regardless of the pattering rain
drops, Cohn Kirby shifted the shel
tering umbrella to his right hand 
and laid his left lightly on her arm.

"You pitied me, I know," he said. 
"I wish to heaven that pity could 
be 'akin to love’ in your case. If it 
were I could endure a full measure 
of contempt from all the others."

"Then if you value so much my 
moral support"—she hesitated, for, 
notwithstanding her bravest effort, 
she could not control her voice.

"Miss Curtin," he said, almost 
sternly, "you are too honest to 
trifle with my feelings. Could you 
bring yourself to care for a blunder
er like me?"

"I never knew until to-night," she 
answered, truthfully. "It was only 
when you blundered that I knew 
how much I cared."

John Kirby was too moved to 
speak, but he took the small un
gloved hand in his and raised it to 
his lips. There was no further ex
pression of endearment except that 
lie retained the little trembling hand 
until tihey reached her father's door.
He did not relinquish it even then 
until She had given him an assur
ance that he would have a right to 
claim it as hie own in tfhe immedi
ate future. Standing in the clear 
light from the hall, within, she saw 
the happiness upon his face as he 
turned reluctantly away, and her 
own heart grew glad within her be
cause that she had given a silver 
lining to the little cloud which had 
cast a passing shadow on that non- 

it life.
Some time later the lecturer, 

companied by Cecil Hammond and 
others of the Society, reached the 
hotel, and the pleasant bum of con
versation and music of mellow 
laughter echoed through the pre
mise*. After a few minutes, Mr.

-1 protract,

not serve to damp his 
hopes, however, and after a while he 
came to thfe conclusion that the 
morning would serve his purpose 
just as well, and when the young 
lady would be brighter and in bet
ter form. It was her Invariable cus
tom to take a brisk walk during the 
forenoon along the rugged sea coast 
beyond the town, and Cecil Ham
mond, familiar with her habits, de
termined to seek her out there on 
the following morning. With this 
mental resolve, he joined the com
pany again, and, by the time they 
prepared to disperse, had become 
one of the most social spirits of the 
party. There were a few hilarious 
jokes at the expense of poor John 
Kirby, for, though the greater num
ber were his personal friends, the 
occasion was too good to let pass 
without some harmless badinage. 
Needless to say, Mr. Cecil Hammond 
was not the least partial to a few 
witticisms over his rival’s discom
fiture.

The morning following seemed pro
pitious to his plans. What with the 
balmy purity of the air, the deep 
unclouded blue of the sky, and the 
vivid freshness of the surrounding 
country, it would-be strange if a 
young man, bent on such a pleasing 
errand, should lack the buoyancy bf 
spirits and elasticity of step which 
the occasion warranted.

she answered 
truthfully. "The lecture was a trifle 
wearying. I thought he might hlave 
condensed at somewhat."

"After the fashion of Mr. Kirby 
who condensed his remarks to van
ishing point," he said, cynically.

The girj flushed crimson, but turn
ed her attention off adroitly by re
marking.

You should be more generous, 
considering that you acquitted your
self so well. Your song brought 
dbwn the house completely."

Well, considering that my inspir
ation was not far away. I think I 
do not deserve more than half the 
credit."

He had given Miss Curtin a 20 
minutes’ start for her morning walk. 
The pathway she had token entered 
into private grounds immediately 
outside the town, but, through the 
dourtesy of the owner, was always 
open to the public. Over the soft 
carpet of the sloping meadow land, 
it wound its way around the dents 
and curves of the irregular coast 
line. Twenty feet below, the blue 
Atlantic washed over the rough 
shingle, arid stole in and out be
tween the rocks, through dark, mys
terious little eaves of its own form
ation. Far out, where the haibor 
widened into the open sea, the bold 
outline of C&rbery Island rose dark 
arid rugged from the water, and here 
anid there, where the sunlight glint
ed on the house-tops, the scattered 
homçs of the islanders could be di§,

Icemed. Crossihg towards the main 
land in a small boat, a few of those 
b&tdy Sttns of toil were making their 
was- slowly. The rhythmical stroke 
of the oars, coupled with the soft 
music of the Irish tongue in which 
they spoke, seemed soothing 
lullaby breaking over the sleepy 
stillness of the place. Whatever the 
time or season, the scene before him 
would have appealed to Cecil Ham
mond, but though he was conscious 
as ever of its attractions on that 
particular morning, his mind was 
too preoccupied tp loiter much on 
their account.

Rorinding a sharp angle where 
some thick shrubs obscured his 
view, he suddenly discovered the ob
ject of his search.

Miss Curtin had descended by e 
rugged by-path almost to the wat
er's edge, and taken up a well-forti
fied seat at the foot of a steep cliff, 
against which she leaned, in happy 
unconsciousness of an intruder on 
her dreamland. She was not aware 
of his approach until the crush of 
his footsteps on the shingle roused 
her from her reverie. The young man 
was gratified to remark the deepen
ing color on her face as he d!rew 
near, though his self-confidence 
would have sufficed if he could in
terpret the real cause of her confu
sion. She bad divined his motive 
in seeking her out, and, coupled with 
the incident of the previous night, 
the prospect of a private interview 
was extremely trying. She could 
not deny from herself that she bad 
given him a fair share of encourage
ment on which to found his hbpes, 
and she was painfully sensitive of 
being compelled to let him know 
that she was already promised to 
another.

Cecil Hammond was pleased to at
tribute her embarrassment to other 
feelings, and gave her his band with 

well-turned compliment.
T feel reluctant to mar the beau

ty of the picture by bringing my un
couth presence into the foreground. 
However, I had to sacrifice effect 
through selfish motives."

laughed a little as she

Miss Curtin was conveniently 
dense, and evinced an eager interest 
in the landing of the islanders, but 
her companion did not choose to be 
so easily thwarted this time, and 
continued, in a softer tone, "You 
cannot fail to understand me, Marie, 
for you must be aware of my feel
ings towards you long before now. 
I meant to speak to you last night, 
but was denied the chance. I have 

dread of a formal speech on an 
occasion like this—you will spare me 
the need of any by giving mo an 
assurance that my regard is not 
unwelcome."

He was standing close beside her, 
but her face was steadily averted.

"I am extremely grateful for your 
kind sentiments," she answered, af
ter a long pause. "I wish sincerely 
they were proffered to some one far 
more worthy."

He was at a loss to understand 
her hesitancy, and attributed it to 
a possible belief on her part that a 
little uncertainty was commendable.

"Lest too light winning make the 
prize light."

"You cannot damp my hopes by 
this humility," he said, half jest
ingly. "Let me see your face and 
read my fate for myself." He was 
surprised when, obedient to his re
quest, she rose to her feet and turn
ed directly towards him. Her face 
was pale, and the grey eyes met his 
a little wistfully, but her words were 
firm and decisive.

"Mr. Hammond, I am sorry that 
you have misplaced your regards; I 
have already promised my future t^ 
another.

She saw the Unexpected shock hei1 
words occasioned him, and was pre
pared for the abrupt query:

"To whom, may I ask?"
"To John Kirby."
His dark brows met in a harsh 

frown as he put the next question.
"Since when has Mr. Kirby dated 

his proprietorship?"
She felt she deserved the satire, 

and answered, briefly:
"Since last night."'
"Before the lecture?"
"No, after the entertainment."
"Would I be guilty of too much 

curiosity if I inquired whether Mr. 
Kirby saw you home?"

"Yes, he saw me home. I was 
placed under his escort quite unex
pectedly at the outer door."

"And all the eloquence which he 
denied the public was reserved for 
private use—it is evident that he 
succeeded better in the friendly sha^ 
dows of the night."

Miss Curtin was discreetly silent 
as he continued, bitterly:

I should not have dreamt of pit
ting myself against such a capable 
pleader as Mr. Kirby if I had 
known that he had entered the lists 
against me—you will pardon my pre
sumption. I am sure. It was evi
dently a wise proceeding on *18 part 
to make himself ridiculous as long 
as it appealed to your very sympa
thetic instincts."

He paused a little but her gaze 
was resting dreamily on the blue 
nriste of Cartlery Island, and she 
made no reply. Only when he held 
out his hand she gave him hers di
rectly, and thanked him in her quiet 
fashion- when he wished her every fu
ture happiness. When he was gone 
she resumed her seat and gave her
self up to thought for fully half an 
hour. It was evidently a reverie 
which brought her conscience consi
derable balm, judging by her reflec
tions as she turned homeward.

"It is vanity which is wounded 
worst," she told herself. "If I had 
reversed my choice and given poor 
John his dismissal thus. I honestly 
think his deeper feelings would be 
touched."

in that solitude she blushed

Great January 
Clearing Sale.
Discounts from 10 to 50 Per Cent

The pronounced hurry of business 
in our various departments so immedi
ately after the holidays, is indication 
enough of how readily the public has 
responded to the advantages of our 
Great January CkeAring Sale 1 
The money-saving opportunity it 
affords is too genuine to be overlooked. 
Exceptional “ Chances ’• reveal them
selves at every turn and on every 
counter. ’

Anting ither Spen'i/s wi will offer ”

10,000 yards White Muslins
Part of the stock of a leading English 

manufacturer, at less than usual cost 
prices, in lots as follows i
2000 yards White Victoria Lawns, re

gular value 15c, for this sale,- Or 
yard. * ^

1000 yards White Victoria Lawns, re
gular value 17c, fur this sale, lOr 
yard. ,vt/

3000 yards White Victoria Lawns, extra 
fine, cheap at 25c, f„r lhis sale,
15c yard

500 yards White India Linen, fine 
make, worth j8c, for this sale, 79c 
yard. u

500 yards White India Lin-n extra 
quality, worth 25c, for this sale 
15C yard.

1000 yards White Linen, extra fine, 
yard> f°r this sale.22c yard.

1000 yards White Nainsook Muslin, 
regular value 18c, lor this sale, 
UC yard.

1000 yards White Nainsook Muslin, 
full yard wide, special fine make, 
never sold less than 20c yaid, sale 
price, l2lAc yard.

Special Sale of

WEE COTTON UNDEIH,
This week we begin our Special Sale 

of White Cotton Underwear, for which 
preparations have been under way for 
<01116 time. These Speçial Offerings 
will consist of the |at^t shape; «rid 
finest materials jn full range qf variety,
— nrieei t9 dely competition,

Write or Alt for ôur Catalogue of While 
Cotton U,dor wear.

JOHN MURPHY* CO.
SI4S9t, OaSherlne Street, eoreeref 

Melealfe Street.

Terme Cesh..............Telephone Up, 37 0

Premium

Subscribers.
We oiler as aN premium 

te each Subscriber a neatly 
beund copy of the Golden 
Jubilee Book, who will send 
the name» and cash for % 
new Subscribers to the True 
Witness.

This is a splendid op- 
pertunity to obtain a most 
interesting chronicle of the 
work of Irish Cathelieg 
Priests and laymen 1» 
Montreal during the past 
Fifty years.

Ah, Happy days axe rare, in most, 
lives. Tiiere have been some, but 
they are few. These are days when. 
If one could, he would have id 1 
the pendulum of tiipe untl have mea
sured life by the musi? < f hn.rtv 
heart-beats.

Our own experience teadv s us iltr.fc 
if a child is faulty, a »-o >1 fallu r. 
impelled by his very !t»ve find

at such a consoling surmise. | j„8tjce t0. himself and hh • ffbpi 
n Into another faflhionH out 0, th, r.„uv , h,li


