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for a timie, but it broke at last--her affec-
tion was gone, and during the last year of
lier life she lived %vith the Grey N uns. As
1 told you she died three years ago. "

" After lier death I feui even- tower if
tlîat 'vere possible. This den, " bie cried
with a fierce look of disgust, 'lis one o(
the worst in the city, and the hears out
there are almost as huinan as the nien
who frequent the bouse-as mnyseif! and
lie felu into bis chair with a groan.

It w~as some moments before 1 could
steady iny voice sufficiently to speak.
Surely this mnan could not be ail bad, if
hie were thorougbly bardcned lie wvould
not speak as hie had just donc.

"IVour lle bas indeed baen wrecked,"
1 said sadly, "but nîy dear Cbarley, ail is
flot lost. 'l'le spirit of faith cannot be
altog ether dead within youi, you are full
of remiorse, of contrition, and you know
that is ai God requ ires for pardon."

'Dave it's impossible," lie cried in a
despairing tone, wbich smiote my ears
more heavily tban anything 1 liad yet
heard, 11 have made miy bcd aind 1 miust
lie in it. B3ut, mly God, tbe thoughit of
dying iii this way-!1" He shuiddered as
hie spoke.

"A hundred times," hie %vent on, "have
1 been tenipted to, plunge this into nîy
heart," and lie drew froni bis breast a
beautiful Spanish stiletto, "but there's
soinething here that I believe wouid
turti the point of tbe biade." He tbrew
open bis shirt and disclosed a brown
scapular hianging on bis breast. '-I can't
kil -nyself white 1 have this on me, and I
can't bring inyseif to take it off."

I saiv that there was still hiope for hii,
and continued to urge liinîi to miake an
effort to, -ive up the life lie was leading.

"For îlîè sake of your motber's niemnory,
and for the sake of himi wvose image is
hiere," drawin.- froi a leather case a smail
but exquisitely carved crucifix, wvhich 1
aiways carry with mie, give up this liCe,
ilVoit cain't despair %vhile you look ou
this.",

1-e gaized at it steadfastly a mioment,
took it in bis hand, reverently toucbed it
with bis lips, and tbenl exclainitd, " Par-
don, LcrJ, pardon,:' and dropping on bis
knees Tepeltcd the Act of Contrition.

Rising, hie clasped iny hand IlDear old
fricnd you bave been my good angel-

and with the help of God I wvlI change
iny life. I will go D confession to-nigbt,
and tornorrow

"To-miorrow, oId man, you'll corne to
Ottawa with mie, and l'il find you some-
cbing to do. Good-bye, for a fev bours.
I know 1 can trust you to yourself until
to-miorrov."

He followed ne to the street, stili hold-
ing miy band, for bis fing--ers seemed lotb
to leave mine, when wve reached the door
bie said.

IlGood-bye until to-miorrow, Dave I
God bless you, dear old friend 1 'lo-
nîorrow Montreal sball see tbe last of
Btinco Charley! "

At seven o'clock tbe next niorninte I
wvas . breakfasting leisurely at tbe St.
L-iwvrence Hall. I biad jusu: received a
desp îtcb froin the Superintendent ttlling
nie thîit " the bois " coiner bad been
Sarrested as lie stepp:d fro:n tlîe boat, so
that I %vas iii the best of litinior.

Glancing over tbe Gazel/e wbicbi lay
heside miy plate, niy eye suddenly met a
pari.grapbi that alnîost petrified nie.

"Suicîo;i.-.- Chiarles Carbery, better
known as Bunco CbarIzy, the keeper of a
low salo.>n on Comm issioners' street, coin-
nîitted suicide at an early liour tlîis
niorning. He wvas found by bis assistant-
bar-keeper sitting at a table in a back rooni,
bis hand resting on the handle of a lîand-
sonie dagger, the b'ade of wbich biad
entered lus hieurt. Th'e coroner's inquest
wvill be lheld at xo o'clock."

Tbougb naturalLy strong-nerved, I lîad
to, grasp) the table firnily in order to keeli
niy seat. Clîarley Carbery commnit suicide
alter bis proniise to nie last night'
\Vbat were iiiose last wvorck he spoke ? 1
thought tlîey sounded strangeiy ait the
tiinie. "T1onîorr:w-Nulontreal shal I sec
the last of I3unco Cbarley 1 " Did aIl our
conversation oniy nerve bimi to the deed
hie had not courage for before? No! it
wvas the half.dead embers; of bis faitlî rhat
Icelît binu fronu it then, and that faitb wa.,
burning brigbtiy when wve parted. But
perhaps despair camne back upon hirn.
NolI Despair and perfect contrition cannot
live together -and if Clîarley Carbery did
flot niake an act of perfect contrition
y esterday afterncori, then 1 don't knoY
wbat contrition nîeans. That act (î
contrition %vas neyer shanîmed. An'!


