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“(iiKul-hyv. sweetheart, guud-byo."

I'P was si roll 1, cheerless, starless night in Deeemher, 1SU4, 
some «lays sifter the memorable 10th, or “ Ulack Mom lay," 

t as it was called by a great many in Newfoundland; a
name well applied, for what stared hundreds, miy thousands in 
the face on that day hut black and utter ruin ?

Its shadow had fallen, though indirectly us yet, on a happy 
home, situated on the outskirts of the city. It was a large, 
handsome house, with a pretty garden in front,—that is 
pretty when the sweet summer sun shone upon it, and the 
gentle breezes whispered softly through the lilac trees and 
-lined the tall poplars, whilst the scent of numerous s
idled the air. To-night the trees are have and the wind whis- 
tles dismally through their branches, hut inside is warmth and 
brightness, ami the dreary aspect outside does not trouble the 
fiiiiv occupants of the blight luxurious apartment, though on 

f each face a shadow rests.
In a large arm-chair, near the lire, sat an elderly gentleman, 

Mr. Kdward Csirlcn; opposite him is his wife, a white-haired, 
di lingitished-looking lady. The other two oecupauts were in 
a remote corner of the room. One a girl of twenty—was 
seated at a piano singing in a low hut intense voice that sweet 
old liallad, “ We'd I letter Hide a Wee.” Kither the words or 
the tone of the singer impressed the young- man sitting near 
her imfa\ ourahly, for as the I list line of the song,

I canna Icsiv* the aiiM folk now,
» Wc’il better hide a wee,
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