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JUSTIN M(CARTHY.

Murcla Qarbery was a young widow.
She was tall and slendci: and sho
wag vory tich. Wiab botter gifts
could » young widow desire to have—
sines the condition of widowhood had
to be scoppted ?  Even that condition
Mrs, Carbery waa froo to acoopt with
less complaint or remonstrance ;‘-nn

—and Lo was not muoh of 8 wri_toJ
on ordinary subjeots. His inspiration
came with the smoke of the battle and
the thunder of she eannonsde, He
could nob, therefors, make wmuch
money by mere literstare, He had
now besore so communicative that ha
could talk over ail this with Mrs,
Carbery, who listaned delighted—not
delighted that he was in ifoulties,
but genuinali delighted to_be taken
into hia confidence £nd to be favored
by some of his grumblings. They
were not unmanly grumblings by any
mesus'—&h_ey were given dut in &

many of her sisters in

he late Mr. Oarbery ad been the
hasband of her youth--but she had
not beon the wife of his youth, He
wag elderly when he deolared himeelf
in lova with ler, fmg asked her to
marry him, Her Iathor +gs a man
of good farnly, snd_at ona time of
faitly good estate. But latterly the
farms would not let, and Muroin's
father had begun to recognize the fact
that ho, too, wag in his waj 8 vietim
%o tho great land question. He com
plained of American beef, and he
chided in vain at Australian mutton.
Ho when @ rich man aeked his daugh-
ter to become & wife, Murcia's father
strongly and even sharply urged on
the marriage. Muroia's mother was
long since dead, and there wag 1o one
to think for her, and take her young
hLeart into consideration, BSo Muveis
married Mr. Oarbery and made him a
good wife until hig sudden death. He
was killed in the hunting field.
wDled lgie » gentleman, by Jove!”
was tho opitdph pronounced upon
him, on the spur of the t, by

jerky, in y gort of way, ss if
Loonard Fenwick folt tuat the sym-

married—t0 %et murried to some other
Eomm snd be Mureis's eomesde no
ore

!

« Bo, then," he zald to his own soul,
+ yhe oares nothing about me—noth-
ing at all—except as & friend 1"

And when he entered her housa that
day he Lisd no other thiought sbout her
than the thought of beng her friend.

Mureia went on without mmin}; to
sake any notice of bis emotion—if jn.
deed she Liad noticed it

« Won't you sit down ?” she asked,
swootly.

Be sat down with something rather
like & growl.

v Yes,” she went on, I am quite

inoed that you ought to get marri-

pathy of her p snd her i
drew naturally sll of his secrets out of
him as the magnetio power of the
loadstone rock in the Arabisn Nighte'
story drew all the bolte snd nalls out
of the ghipa.

w80 I want another war,”" he said
ono day. It is terribly selfish—but
we are all torribly selfish wheun we
are hard up.”

« But Jook here—T heard of geveral
socrots of yours quite lately,” Mrs.
Qarbory interposed.

+ Boorets of mine ? I don't think I
fiavs any."

wQh, yes—I know, I have heard
alout the money you gave away in
oharity. I have heard it from grateful
people whom you rever'supposed that
I knew anytlung about—"

 Oh—fhat—ibere'snothingin that.
It wowid ve cheapor to be dead, if one
migkt not do & good turn for some
decent folizs in distrosa every now and
then, I don't do it beosuse I sm a

Murcin's father.

Mrs. Oarbery did not go back to ker
father's house. Bho went abroad with
him, indeed, for some months, and
then scttled down in her own town
howse. It was nota large houge, buf.
it was charmingly appointed, and it
stood in a very convenient and desira-
ble quater of the West End. It
must be owned that after s certam
interval, Murcia Oarbery found lifs
begin to be endurable, and even
agreeable, once sgain. She waa atill
quite young and b long the

tuble or g sort of fellow.
I do it because it pleases me.”

“Yes; but theu the pleasure of
giving money awar in chacity is &
luxury for the rieh, { am afeaid.”

wIt's & luxury you indulge in a good
deal, I amtold,” hoe eaid, with aglance
of kindness and admiration st her.

 Yos," she roplied, simply, * but
then I am rich.”

wBag il you are rich you sre not

unsympathetio.
« How ; what do you moan ?*
“ Well, I mean that you would

winter lasts the sap of the gpring runs
fhrough the stem and the branches
onoe more—Tor & time at least, Mra.
Carbery had by no means overpassed
that lime. .

She got into the way of seeing
company and giving nice littledinners;
and she contrived to send sbout in
some more or less acoredited way the
report that she was determined never
to marry again. For sho did not by
any means want to marry sgain—and
sho dreaded the ides of being worrled
by propoeals from men who only oared
sbout her money. So she became
after » while almost unconsoiously,
but not ail zelustantly, a sort of little
queen of sosiety in her own limited
sphere. Bhe liked it all, snd she
h&ea her friende, men snd women.
But of them all she hked best one
Loonard Fenwick.

Teonard Fenwick was s man be.
longing to an ocoupation and an order
which Liave taken » distinot plase in
the modern life of the eivilized world.
He was » war correspondent, A war
eorrespondent, a8 everyone knows
pow, aust be & man with & curious
combination of oapacities. Ho must
ride like & centaur. e must be ab-
solutely fostless. He must be able to
tako hig life in his hand. Even if he
should be kilied there ie no official
bonot for his memory snd his valor.
The wilitary suthorities only ask why
be didn't get out of the way, He
must have an iron i ; muat

tand why s poor fellow should
Iike now and then fo have Lis hitle
spree of indulgence in some of the
luxuries of ihe rich,”
« Oh, yes, only you must think of
yourself.”
« 1 dont believe thinking et one‘:l

od-~and to & woman with money.”

+ Do you mean o snnoy me ?” he
asked; angnily,  * Do you really be-
lleve—you—you who say you know
me 80 well—do you really mean to eay
that you believe I am a man to sham
love o a woman, to swindle her ous of
her money?  Is that what you think
of me? Really—‘renilg "

« I qidn't say » word about awindl.
ing & woman out of her money.”

st No—of course—you did not say
that, But what else is it, if one
raakes sham love to & woman m order
to get hold of her money ?"

« But why make sham love to her?
‘Why not get to love her—in spite of
her money 2 Suppose Limew a young
woman who admired you greatly, and
has money, and who, I think, would
marry you if you tried for her—"

wiried for her—what a way of
putting iv 2"

« My friond, do not b too exalied—
do not Insist on riding the high horse
quite so much, We are people of the
world, you and I.——"

« 1 am not,” ho interrupted,
1 didn’t think you were, either.”

wOh, well, we live in the world,
and we have to rocognize its ways and
to fall in love with them-—more or
less. Now suppose this young woman
did admire you, and that I told you I
thought I could holg you, and raske
things easy for you—why should you
not begin by making love to her, an
end by fslling in love with her—before
or after marrisge? I don's think it
matters very much, but on the whole
1 fancy it had better begin after then
before.”

«You are wm  chaffing humor
to-day,” he said, moodily.

w19 Not the least in the world, I

hinking only of your good.”

“and

solf does o fellow any par goo
at any timo.”

Sbe would have liked to eay to him :

«Then I wish you would think of
mo,” but she said nothing of the kind,
and, indeed, hind no intention of saying
it ; only the impulse wag there,

“Well, he maid, rising to his feet
—he had been sitting near her—'1
ought to go. I am sure I must Le
.boring you.”

«QOh, no,” Murea replied, com.

« 111 had anything else to
do, or if you were boring me, I should
tell you g0 at once.”

«'What? If I were boring you you
would tell me ?”

«Yos, indeed, I should, siraight
out.”

« But » man wouldn't quits like to
be told that he was boring & woman—
now would be ?”

« Most men wouldn't like to be told
it by most women; but I one
woman should not mind in the least
telling it to you, for one man.”

«1 am very gisd,” he maid. quite
sincorely.

w Yes ; why should I? Suppose I
had a bad headsche—suppoze I had
an attack ‘o{ neuralgin—overy woman

be able to endure sll manner of priva-
tion ; must be able to talk to every-
body—to put up with every body—and
above all to pencil his scsount ofa
battle as he sita in his saddle with the
gholl sereaming in his ears. Murecis
hsd heard of the fame and the exploits
and the literary gifts of Mr. Leouard
Funwick and she was anxious fo see
him, snd in her little queen of society
way she ssked some one to bring him
to gn home and the some one pre-
wailed upon him to allow himsell to
be brought ; and hs was brought, and
s took » great liking to him. He
wannot & very striking personage fo
lookat. He was well set up and
nHearly 40 years of age
—he was shy in ordinary society,
he could talk freely and even charm
imgly with those whom he knew and
whom he liked, and he never,

when he was very dextercusly drawn
said one word about his adven-
tures. ©Is he handsome?’ Murcia
often asked herself, and even anxigualy,
aad the suswer shie often gave hiorsell

was, « I don's know—1I think so—baé
i —well’

some lo sny he is
ot know.”
But the first
she said to herself :
“Nowl nhoul(} like to bavc that
for o friend.”
‘.Alndm she had him for a
friend. He became her very
frisod.

« T shall see vou next—when #"* she
often asked when they were parting.

His auswer geaerally waa: ** When.
aver you lika”

Bat he never osme uninvited: He
asver paid & I, or oame,
unless she 1j wished it, on
oue of her st home " afterncons.

time she over saw him

Those were times of pence. Leonsrd
Feawick had only & comperatively
stasll Tetaining salary as war cotres

whett 0O War Was going o2

has now at one time or &n-
othor, why should I mind telling yca
that I couldn's stand any more talk ?
1 could not tell all that to the ordinw
visttor—if I did he would be nﬂendog.
and go sway snd never eome back
again, and I bate offending people.
But you; you aze & friend aud a eom-
rade, and you would go away and some
back the first moment 1 wroteard told
you that T was all right and wanted o
eo you sgain.  Wouldu't you ™

' Why, of course,” he suswered, for-

vently.
o Well, that is just what I was say-

ing.”

%he settlod herself back composedly
in her ohair as if to intimate that that
matter st all ovents, was to
their common fon. Then she
siraightened herselfl up agein s if

ing for a new theme,

« Thet's why Idon't want you to {:
away just yet,” she said. T want
1k to you.” .

1 Yeu, all right—about what ¥’

« About you.”

wAbout me! What about me "

o« Well, I think you arve wasting your
life and you don’t seem to kaow what

to do with
“No mors I do." he murmured

grimly.
4 No of course, not—do you think I
oan't ses that?  Waell, look here—the

truth is, my friend, that you ought to
devoted | 10 b Yyou oagh

from his

E

am g

" Phen please don’t think of it any
more—in that way,”

« In that way ? Why, what harm
oould it do you to marry & rick young
woman who wouald be very fond of
you 2"

Byt I don’s care sbout her—I
3on't know her. Who is she ?"

+ Oh, some now, a8 if I could tell
you her name after the way in which
you have taken my offer.”

« Youe offir] ~ You have no right
to make any offer of the kind. You
are not she Matrimonisl News or
whatever it is called.”

« But now, seriously, she said, * is
is fair that my friend should be out off
from all chanes of mnrrﬁing the man
she admires—and very likely loves—
or would come to love—mersly be-
oause she hat » lot of money ? she
to be left to the delicate attentions of
the mere fortune hunter #*

t Mrs, Carberry, I don't know any-
thing about the_young woman, and,
without beingrude, I hopa, to her, orto
you, I must esy that I can’s get my-
geolf to take any interest in her, or to
believe in her existence.”

Oh, yes, she existe, and I am sure
she lovea you."

«You are ohaffing me again,” he
ssid, sternly.

« Indeed—indeed I'm not.”

s Well et the young woman be at
sl ovents. I know nothing about
her, snd I don't believe she cares
twopenoe about me.”

s that all yoa have to sy ?”

+ Well—if you me—1 oan say
vhat I don's eave twopenoce about her.”

1 g s why !-; a

+ You are in & tearing mood fo-
and I had much beiler go uny,.
What oould I say more than that I
have never ssen her ¥

+« But you oan see her ?

« ] don't want o nee het."

“ Bat why ?'

“ Well, if you will have it, because
Ism in Ign with another woman |

Good

+ No; I must hear mare about this.
You never told me you were in love
with another woman, 1 thought you
told me everything.

;lf d}‘:d:a‘t kaow it “flll l:hdu.“

. guossed at ) 13
ﬂuhmhbhuehnh.mjm|
moment, shs was silent. Then she
snid, ¢ I think now you had bettargo."

«I'll not go until I have told you
st Iamin i did

+ But I dida's,” she sid, quinly.

«Dids't? Why, what do you
wean ? didu's you nrge oe bo
uywns'm“ mﬁ:‘ammlmn
you urge it on me, young
mawinhuwhh.‘zﬂ"

£

light found 0o other word,

“8it down beside me. Teonsrd,”
she mid. * Don't yra know that it is
Lanp Y

oar T
8o be et besids hee.
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8T. PATRIOK.

Seme Lessons Drawn Frem the Lifs of the
Patren of the Iriab Feople.

‘Preaching in Bt Patrick's Church,
Ridgetown on 8t. Patrick'snight,onthe
¢ Life and Toachings of B, Patriok.”
Rev, D, P. MoMenamin spoke as
follows :

« My Dear Friends," I give a cord-
il welcome you, I ean hardly Lnd words
to express way ploasure of being pre.
‘ent, pot because it is 8t. Patrick's
pight, but, because I am among
frionds. Bt Patriok is olaimed b
the Beotoh and also by the Freach. {
am very proud to believe that he came
from the Socotch as I am a Bootch-
man's gon,  History tells ua he was
boen about 400 but has forgot to tell
us where, He was taken captive
when & boy and taken to Erin and
sold a8 a slave. He ohanged hands
» pumber of times before ho gawed
his liberty, when he went back to
Gaul, It scemed to be 8t. Patrick's
ambition afterwards to go back to the
Ens of his youthful slavery days in

rin and teach the people che proper
way to adore the living God. The
Pope oreated him s Priesi, then
Biehop and appolated him to Ireland,
just what he had wished for, He was
‘to have a hard task to perform but he
;\gcmded because he had Ohrist with

im,

+ 8%, Patrick said his first Mass in
s barn, a very hunble place, The
monarch who ihen ruled was to cele
brato his birthday, and all the lights
on the hills ete, were ordered out
¢o that there might be alight or signal
toilluminate all at the only time. Thia
was just what St. Patrick bad wished
for, & chance to meot the head rulers
of Ireland, in order to preach the
Gospel of Jesus Christ. The lights
were lighted, before the proper time,
and 8t. Patrlek wag etlles before the
Monarch and asked to explain, He
sald bo had some there to do the will
of the Master, aud he then explained
the dostrine of Jesus Ohrist, They
laughed and jeered to think that Pat.
rick the slave had come back to teach
the Monarchs and people of Ireland.
When 8t. Patrick saw them eneering
at him, while he was falking of the
Trinity, he reached snd plicked
Shamrook to explain that it had three
leaves, yet, waa only one Sh k.

Trish, beeause he is drunk, bub they
muet be given eredit for how they
take it—on the street, Because it ia
taken differontly in thia and other
sountries to-dsy—very secretly. In-
temperance i what drives men {0
jail, seylums snd the grave to-daz.
& is & very ead sight to go fo & drunk-
ard's homs, but & eadder one to etand
beside a drunkard's grave. We want
temperanoe in sl thinge for temper-
ance is a vittue and without teraper-
anoce we osunot be virtuons, We oan
go to churchyards to-day, and flad
g::ves of lots of men who would_have
n grand men but for the drink,
We mast bring the youth of the land
to the front and have them fill the
sitions they are entitled to. Dut the
ovil keeps holding them back sud we
rauet break hig chaing. Oanads to-day
ie taking an active part in the stamp-
ing out of this evil and we as Christ-
iang should do our beat to root it out.
1£ 1 could take you to the bloak shores
of the Atlantic oooan and there have
» poor widow tell you her story of
what the drink did for her husband,
she would pownt fo the occean snd
sy : there is where the slup etruck,
and it was my hueband's coffin, there
are plenty of others who can tell
similinr storles.  If there is & man I
pity i in the poor deunkard, He does
rub seem to know he has a aoul or
intellest, Why should & young man
de. anything that would make his
siuter blush or his mother hang her
head when on the street. There
never was & man who coald not point
back to the Fime he took his firsé step
on the drunkard'a career.
*Charity—Everytbing dopends upon
the keepiug of the golden rule.  Life
whera charity inot charity of alms)
18 wanting avails nothing. We must
slways bo ready to lend a helping
hand. The Irish should be proud of
8t, Patriok their patron ssint, who
taught their forefathers the religion
of Jasus Ohrist.
1 must now oconclude, thanking
you for ihe most cordial welcome you
heve given me. When £ oame to this
town first everybody seemed to have &
pleassnt smile for me. I would be
the Isst ome to say one word that
would bresk the tarmony which now
prevails here. Lot us love each other
and if any one wants a helping hand,
ocome to me and if it is in my power I
will give it to them.

using that simple illustration of the
Trinity, (Father, Son aud Holy
Ghost),

¢ The Princess was vhe first to be.
come & convert and this was the seed
of Obristisnity in Ireland, When it
was all da’™ he started the light of
Christianity in Ireland snd one
conversion followed the other, uatil
the pagan priests who had bid them-
selves away in the mountaine to try
and oling o paganism. Bat christisn.
ity was too strong. This is one of the
lessons of Bt. Patrick—the
God, It wasaleo at this time that
eduoation firat dawned on Ireland for
education cannot amount to anything
without Christianity. The people of
Ireland know nothing bat o,
nothing of God, and Bi Patrick's
mission was s diffieuls one, He
showed hia love of Ireland, He died
about the year 498, after spending
mot: than sixty years in treligious
work,

 Bag we must try and profit from
the teachings of 8t. Patrick He did
for the Irieh Protestants just the same
s the Irish Ostholios. The division
osme afterwards, and what nation
to day hae not its divisions ? We all

wer of

8t. Patrick’s Day in Guelph.

The fenst of St, Patrick was cole-
brated in Gnelph by-sorvices in the
morning st the church of Our Lady
and the sunual consert in the Royal
Opera Houre in the evening.

There was a large congregation at
the morning service at the cburch to
honor Ireland's patron saint. Rev.
Father Kenny, 8.J,, offisiuted at the
servios and the panexytio of the saint
was presshed by Father Kavanagh,

8.J.

The consert in the cvening was
most successful financially and artis
tieally. Mrs. F. Campbell, soprano,
Miss Ronan, contralto, Mossrs. F. X.
Moeroier, tenor robusto, acd Harry
Rich all of Toronto, besides Miss Irene
Sheahan, Mra. Drobhan, Miss Macy
Ryan, Mias U. D
Gallagher and Prof. Chas, Crowe all
of Guelph, There was & largs snd
sympathetic audience present, who
manufest>d their appreciation through
out the programme. Mrs, Campbell
being an old favorite with a Guelph
aadience, was well received in all her

have ocur fuults, Every olergyman
whether Protestant or Oatholie should
bring before his congregation the
slemre of the adultress at the fest of

osus, with the mob ready to stone
her to desth. When Christ looked He
said, the man who is without sin
throw the first stome, Ireland hed
ita faults ; but show me the nation that
fa without faulte, Then throw the firat

Mr. Mercier made a
decided impression as an hish
ed artist, his puysiqae in winmug, his
voioe harmonious aud powe:fu'. His
selections were, © Killarney,” **1 8¢
Beside Kusrney," * The Land of the
Maple,” besides assisting in a duett
aud trio e also sang by request “ The
Marselllase ' Harry Rioh did well,
he sang many songs snd sl pleased
the audieuce, Hurry in a favorite here.

not all of the same parents, do we not
sokaowledge Adam and Eve se our
Thea we are all bro
should we

stone, W i
rule of charity,~—love one another—if :g' Bomlnlwoan;}ted herself
e i e T O

. Englana is pro N )
i wight wal b Chaey i bt | v e S G
hwhtmhdﬁ'l“odo.'mm St. Patrick.” dictated to the newly

organised S5, Patrick's Sosiety by Me.
Cookin, was truly ex by the
alever little olosutionss, and recsived
a very sathusiastic recepticn. Miss

Sheahan’s rmancs was exceed-
ingly eredit o, especially the gracefal
and b way she d her-
welf on the siage. 8he respn
with ** Morning on the Irish Cosst.”
The ability of the other artistes who
on the are %0
well kaown to0 need cumment. Suffice
to say they scquitied themselves ore-
. Muls, Peosident of the
weal Oollege aud of
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The commities in eharge of the
evening were :—Mesets. J. E. Ms-
Hiderly, Frank Nuoau, Edward Doyle,
£. O Oounor, J. MeMahon, J. Tresey,
R. Day and G. L. Higgios.

Caxwor B Baar —Mr. D Steinbach,
1t Xon‘hva used Dm.

_Lings on the buming of the Unmline Conventsd
Robersal, Iaks Bt dohn Que ; on the 8th Jiage
ars, whereseres Nuns periahedia the fames.]

The cold wind blows across the moor,

Another night has passed :

The wosry watcher's sighy are heard,

The dawn 18 here ab Iaat.

*Tis the foast of the Fpiphany.

Tho dawn of that glorfous day.

Fire Christmaa-joys and

Christmas chirues have from us died
away. .

The Convent bell is rining.

The holy nuns arise:

Thelr sweet-angelic faces

And thonghts turned towards the skies.

Oh! often in wy musings,

My heart feels sad to think

0f their sufferings sad sorrow
And the chain of woe they link.

The lamp is dimly barning
Nesr the crib, where softly lay
The Infant Savior's image,
That we clothe with love to-day-

But hark ! Lhear a roaring sound }
‘What means {his horrying flight ?
The chapel walls are brightened
By a wild -uneartbly light.

The cry of fire—{rom root to floor,
The flames-burat forth anew

“Fiil our altars and our Convent home
Almost vanish from our view.

* Lot us hasten to the chapel.”

A sweet voico-sadly said,

And sneteh the sacred embloms—
Would that they bad not fled :

The seven 1 oble sisters

Who braved the flames aud lay
Near the altar shrine like martyrs
Ero their spirits passed away.
Oh! deck their graves with roees,
With ferns and lilies swest,
Earth's bright and fairest blossoms
Would I lay them at their feet.
Though far away in glory,

Their spirits soar on high;

In the land that knows no sorrow,
The home beyond the sky.

—K. 0. D,

An Enginear’s Story,

LIFE ON-A-RAILROAD CONDUCIVE
TO DISEASE,

Me, W, Tayler, of Kentvllle,"Attacked With
Kidwey Treable—3s:Callsd Cares Proved
Useleots-Bat Br. Williame® Plak Pilia Ree
storsd Mis Neaith,

From the Keatville Adwmrtiser.
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