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CHAPTER L

*Good-bye, sweetheart, good-hye,"

T wis o oeold, cheerless, starless night in December, 1804,

some days after the memorable 10thy or « Black Monday,”
as it was called by a great many in New foundland ; «a

name well applied, for what staved hundreds, nay thousands, in
the faee on that day but black and utter vuin ¥

s shadow had tallen, though indivectly as yet, on a happy

home, situated on the outskivts of the city, Tt was a large,
handsome howse, with a pretty garden in fronty=-that is
pretty when the sweet summer sun shone upon it, and the
sentle breezes whispered softly throngh the lilae trees and
tivred the tall poplars, whilst the scent of numerons lowers
filled the air, To-night the trees are bave and the wind whis-
tes dismally throngh their branches, but inside is warmth and
brichtness and the dreary aspect outside does not trouble the
tour ocenpants of the bright Tuxurions apartment, thongh on
vach faee

shidow rests,

Lo Bvge aeme el near the five, sat an elderly gentlenin,

Mo, Fdward Carlen u|»|m~ih' him is his wifey, a0 white- red,
dictinesnished-looking Tady,  The other two ocenpants were in
Cremote corner of the room.  One- - girl of twenty—wias

cated at a piano singing ina low but intense voice that sweet
ol badbd, < We'd Better Bide a Wee.”  Either the words or
the tone of the singer impresged the voung: man sitting near
her unfiavonrably, for as the st line of the song,

I eanna leave the nuld folk now,
We'd better bide o wee,
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