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‘Marmaduke Redfern tools the cigar
oo s Sk O s e
jh:l’:-)::wth{a pilliard room of the man-
sion in Portland Place, and swore, It
was _just on the “stroke of11 - on
\Christmas Eve, and he hed be‘e‘nett,-
‘ting alone for over an hour. “Hang
1" he said, as he reseated him-
self 'und leaned back in his chair.
«Hang her ! she desm"_led all "she
got. Hang: all romance, say I.'
Mr. George Meredith tells us that
PDiana of the Crossways said (:lers
peautifully) of romance that ‘‘the
young who avoid that reglon escape
né title of Fool at thg cost of a
* celostial crown.” But there are
some who not only avoid the region,
put are igmorant of its wherel.bouts
—nay, who call the divine garden
“Ro;nance," and thus desegrvedly win
{he title and lose the diadem. .

And with these Marmaduke Red-
forn had  been numwm from his
youth upward. He was the eldest
son of one of those types of : the
pineteenth century life who laid a
magic hand upon a little shop amd
transfigured it into a vast manufac-
tory. A man who suddenly raised
his family from generations of the
sordid indigence of unsuccessful buy-
ing and selling to the possession of
hoards of wealth, which the very
plood in his veins prevented him from
knowing how to enjoy. Marmaduke
had been born before fhe great evo-
lution, and, after as much education
as is to be obtained at a ™ private
sohool at Brighton of the class called
“gentecl’” by the proprietor, had
passed to his father’s cash office with
the firm of Redfern and Whitehill, in

of St. Amm’s. He was
then fifteery years old, But evén then
he loved to seg the business swell
and think how wealthy he would be
ore day.

‘her

the parish

o ——

The old man died when Marmaduke
<as barely twemty. But his share of
the business was large enough to
make it easy for the sucking mer-
chant to insist upon being taken into
partnership by the surviving member
of the firm. His younger brothers
went to public schools, and thence
into the army or to the bar; and
having severed thelr comnection with
the vile thing which had made them,
they proceeded to cut their ¢lder
brother except upon such occasions as
when they wanted to borrow
of him,

Marmaduke had never in his lifes
felt a generous impulse, or been guil-
ty of an action of uncalculating kinid-

money

i made him as tender to and consider-

. rHE RO
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died when little Maude was just six
years old.

As has been said, there was no
settlement made upon the marriage.
Little Maude's future was left en-
tirely in the hands of her father—a
man with no sense of responsjbility,
and with only the inclination toward
his daughter as being his, part of
his noble self, in place of true fath-
erly love,

But as the child grew up the sweet~
ness of her temper and the beauty of
her form and face had their effect
even upon the formerly unrespomsive
nature of her father, Since his
wife’s death he had got into a cer-
tain sporting set who did not object
to, associate with any one who was
willing to pay for the privilege of
their  acquaintance—a set, indeed,
that was the forerunner of so many
society cliques now. He hecame ex-
tremely satisfied with himself, and
when he had lunched with a coursing
lord of doubfful reputation (who was
desirous of borrowing a few hund-
reds), he fancied that he had pierced
his way into the very holy of holies
of London life. But his new friends
lived fast, and it Marmaduke's veins
ran the blood of generations of mid-
dle class respectability. A steady
course of champagne and liquors
worked on his unaccustomed nerves.
He had always been a fidgety, nerv-
ous man, with marionette-like move-
ments, quick, perking gestures of
the head, and a rapid current of pe-
tulent phrase for those to whom he
did not cringe. The drink made him
emotional.

Then it was that he developed an
extraordinary feeling for his daugh+
ter. It was rather a maudlin pride
than appreciative affection. But it

ate of her as he knew how to be. He
became more domesstic. His sport~
ing friends (having worked their fat-
ed influgnce upom his nerve) fleeced
him of a few thousands, and he was
shrewd enough to notice that, though
they were ‘‘hail fellow well met’’
with him at Nicholls’, Jimmy's
Verrey’s, they never invited him
meet their womankind. His pride in
his daughter ousted the hankering
after ‘tuft-hunting, and he devoted
himself more and more to her.

Early in life the child had shown
unusual talent for the violin. As she
grew in years her technigue grew
with her. And when she was 14
years of age Marmaduke bought her
a genuine Amati. He took singing
lessons again, and furbished up his

or

to

mess. The pettiness and meanness of
his original nature had thriven in tha,
counting house. He was no stranger
to the desire and enjoyment of the
wore animal indulgences of life. He,
was even sufficiently advanced in the
scale to envy his brothers their bet-
ter social chamces. But in the midst
of it all hg counted the cost. He was
a cautious youth,

He was little more tham twenty-one
when he developed a wish (for social
Teasons) to marry the school friend
of ore of his sisters, who was of bet-
ter birth than he, amd during their
<ourtship he flashed his money about
considerably, and: his gifts to Ris in-
tended bride and her family (which
were really but ostentation amd ad-
vertisement) were taken by them to )
be evidences of his generosity. Build-
ing on this, tha poor girl’s parents

(with the lack of insight; so common | thal’s

in parents) persuaded her to accept
him for her husband. But he had no
intention of carrying his free hamd-
edmess too far. It was characteris-
tic of the man that even at the time
of hig marriage he should have been
#hrewd emough in his petty way ° to
avoid  maeking a proper settlement
Upon his wife on the grotnd thet her
tather was not, in a position to give
ter 2 dowry, RN ;
The marviaga turned ‘out badly as
& matter of course.  Marmaduke had
“Xpected to be able 'to force himeelt

into society on the skirts of his wife.
He cultivated a slight tenor  voice
vith the utmost care, .in order  to
Possess  some .

Right be of use in'the

His wife, poor Neil

Iy,

correct tramslation of the Latin of

meaning into words which were mean-
ingless to
bure, rich tomes of the violin .

affect all kinds of natures, from high-

him, as’ he reached from the
ﬂa.t’in “‘nunc et in hora mortis nos-
trae”’ than' he had aver been bdie.

sités who cared for nothing’
dinner, trying not to look bored; the
| Pretentious housekeeper,
rings in the Bach prelu
the lovely child,
hedvenward and nerves and sinews
with the pious passion of the ‘him during his first scason. We un

light tenor, now a little worse for
champagne and wear. | .

He advertisqd for a housekeeper of
good family and a decent pramist,
and engaged a woman of forty pos-
sessing these abtributes to sit at the,
end of his table * and chaperon his
little daughter, so that hg could in-
vite the few men who would bring
their wives to his table for the sake
of a good dinner. Maude always
dined with them. Thert, ' after a
twenty-course dinmer, with '74 cham-
pagne, '64 claret and ‘47 port, and
cigars for the men which he was
careful to tell them cost him 2s 6a
each, he would gtve an exhibition in
the drawing-room of Maude's prowess
on the Amati, and his own vocaliza-
tion in some air with violin obli-
gato. Of all his repertoire, nothing
appealed to him so much as Blumen-~
“Requital,” and Gounod's
“Ave Maria.”” He had got an in-
the latter, and managed to put some
him. His pridé in the
and
the effect of the music_(for music will

est to lowest) made a better man of
high B

Itwas-.at'nngeaoem,me
but the

flashirg or

, the ac-
Gounod’s melody;
Avith Byes  turned

brilliant .pianoforte playirg of

Conifer, like so many other musical

‘| & father. To her he was ever Kind,
In her presence he would talk ton-
derly of his dead wife, and with sl
deceptive pathos wouldssing “Waft
her, amgels, through the skies” till
the tears ran down the :nseoks of
both widower and child as they
thought of her whom the man kad
killed with neglect, till the house-
keeper gave up all housekueper's
thoughts of ever supplanting the
dead woman’s memory.,

But Maude grew up, and ot a con-
cert at which she was playing she
met a young pianist—one of those
ephemeral geniuses who take the
town by storm for one season and
then naver Play up to the sams ferm
again,

Marmaduke engaged him for two
or three evenings to play with Maude
(even fiction should have taught him
better), and in the slow movement of
“Thel Kreutzer’’ they told each orher
their love.

The tale is too old to Zive in de-
tail. Mamde's love for her farher
was great, but her love for her lover
was greater. And yat Marmaduke

might have got her to sacrifice hor
lover to her father if he had gone
the right way to work. They told
him their secret on Christmas 1lve

of 1887 (when the guests had left
after a dinner) thinking that the sca-
son would make his heart kindly : to
their love—the season of peace and
good-will. But tha
his daughter

knowledge that
loved another be‘ter
than himself was émough to kil any
tenderness that had been nursed into
existence in Marmaduke. 1t .ut his
pride, his vanity, his absurd gelf-im
portance.

He stormed and blustered, and in
sulted both his daughter and the
pianist, and finally turned them bLoth
out of ihis house into the night, dar-"
ing cither of them ever to cross his
threshold again. As they went down
the steps intg the street they jostled
against some carol singars. Latimer,
the butler, let them out, and gazed
sadly after them. All the
loved Maude.

Lawrence Conifer, the pianist, was
an homorable youth. He took the
girl to his mother’s house, whence he
married her as soon as the necessary

servaats

formalities could be got through.

And that was fourteen years ago.
Since then no word had come to
the father of either his daughter or
He went back
to his old selfish life, and, with the

the man she married.
@ssistance of the housckeeper, who
was now gray and whose hopes were
dead, he tried to satisfy the sensa-
tions of something wanting by giving
great entertainments.
.Fur the last hour he had l.ecn sit-
ting alone in the billiard room, that
openad into the hall. Ile had
ill. The years and life were tolling
on him. His tow-colored hair
streaked with white. His f.0u|\n't':-
were more pinched and peevish
of old.

Was it ill-health that had brought
thoughts of the old days back to
him as he sat by the fire, puffing with
quick, nervous

Leen
was

than

puffs from a cigar
that deserved better treatment ?
“Hang her !” he said again, in
spite of the curious sortness he felt
coming over him. ‘‘Hamg her! sho
deserved all she got ! Harg all ro-
mance, anyway ,!’’

He woKq - with a start.
that ?” he cried. .

Thé fire was burning fiercely—the
swan lights glowed through the room.

“Who's

He looked round‘nervously. There
was no one there. His dead cigar
lay on the hearth close beside him,

The effervescence of his brandy and
soda, had bubbled out. He looked at
his = watch; he had not slept ten
minutes. He got up, poured out
a stiff dose of the old brandy into a
clean glass, squirted into it from a
siphon, dramk, amnd lit another
gar.

Then he sat down again and took
up a late edition of an evening  pa-~
per. ¢

Ah ! there it was. That was what
hed brought the old days back again,
“Music lovers who remember the
Mr.
Lawrence Conmifér in the season  of
1887 will regret to hear of his death
which took place last Wednesdey, i
the Charing Croes Hospital, Mr.

ci-

performers, never achieved the same
success again as that which attended

derstand that he leaves a wife and
mmum living in very poor cir-

the ordinary love of a daughter for

harsh words spoken—the harsh or-

more chill in the draught of a bitter
night rushing through the hall,  a|old land
Latimer, take this to them.’’

returned. The voice and violin pour-
ed out their harmony.

chair and went into the ball.  He

vibrant strings guivercd in the air.
Agaiil; then a faint, sweet - child
Voice sang :
Loud raged the tempest,
Fast fell the sleet,
When a little child angel
Passed down the street
With trailing pinidns
And weary feot.

For a moment Marmaduls was in-
capable of movement. He fell back
helpless in his chair. His face blanch-
ed and his pale blug eyes became pa~
thetically “The Reguital 1"’
Ah ! how often had his voice sung it
while Maude's deft fingers improvised
an obligato to the torrent and crash
of the piano.

senile,

It was the same ohligato: he would

Swear to that. But how could—Oh,
of course, she and her hushand had
published it between them. Made

money out of that ! She can mever
have had any love for him.
He poured out another brandy and
soda, and drank it eagerly. But still
he heard the thin, faint obligato, the
pure childish voice:
Having kissed the woman,
Having Kissew the woman,
And left her—
And left her—
And left

her dead.

The violin seemod to wail up on
the high note. Surely it was fancy
playing tricks
No street children
play like that.
it.

—his memory was

with him.

could
No; he was sure of

“How fanciful I.am to-night!'’ said
Marmaduke. ““I Keep thinking I hear
of things, O God !"”

shrieked, ‘“not that !’

all sorts he
His voice leapt up to a scream as
he staggered to his feet and pressed
the button of the electric bell.

Outside a little clearer and firmer,

the violin and voice were playing

Sancta Maria, Sancta Maria, ora pro
nohis, nohis peccatoribus, nunc et in
hora, in hora mortis nostrae. Amen,”’
Marmaduke

had sunk back in his
chair. No one had answered the
bell.  The servants, butler and all.

were outside in the area snow look-
ing up at two wee shivering figures
making angel the
night,

The man shook #n hi

music on holy

chair—shook
with rage and remorse, and,
all, with self-pity.

The servants’ voices were loud bho-
low in the area.

above

A child’s voice qui-
vered in the night air,

Ho reached out his hand and again
primed himself. Then he went, quick-
ly and tirmly to the bell and pressed
his fingers furiously upon the button,
keeping it there some seconds.

A door slammod below. stairs, then
at the top of the passage from the
kitchen to.the hall. A hurried step
came on the tiles. The old butler
stood in the billiard room.
Marmaduke stuitered with rage
and some feeling which overpowered

him and left him lh-ll:lr'.\s, which was

new to him, and which he fought
against.
“G—go at once, Latimer,” he said,

“and send those noisy little beasts
away. Why d—didn’t you answer thg
bell before ? G—go. Look sharp!
Send ‘'em off ! Do you hear me 2’
for Latimer stood looking at
queerly.

“Yessir,”” said Latimer. “Suttinly,

’

him

into the bright, warm billlard room.
The front door opemsd, and the soumd

firm and beautiful. Whoever the per-
formers were, they were true musi-

The millionaire waited to hear the
der given. And as the prayer thrill-

ed and pulsed through the air, grown

feoling of dull remorse came
him. He ocalled out, ‘Wait a rai

upon

out in peals of great joy.
born,’” they rang:
to men of good-will.”—James Blyth,
in Black and White,

in Thurles,
part of August as thg guest of
Most Rev. Archbishop Fennelly, visit-
ed the Christian Brothers’

not, indeed, this new building,
cause this is evidence of your
&vess since, with marty other eviden-

are doing better now, and you
help in ad

Summer

DR. F

satisfaction,
case of emergen

“I can recommend Dr,

Diarrhoea, Dysentery,
Colic, Stomach Cramps, Cholera
Morbus, Cholera Infantum,
Seasickness,

and all Looseness of the Bowels in
Children or Adults.

Extract of

Wild Sfrawberry

is an instantaneous cure. It has been
used in thousands of homes for sixty
years, and has never failed to give
Every home should
have a bottle so as to be ready in

MRs. GEORGE N. HARVEY, Roseneath, Ont., writes:
Fowler's Extract of Wild Straw-
berry as the best medicine I have ever used for
Diarrhcea and all summer complaints,

it in the house and praise it highly to all

FOR...

Complaint,

OWLER’S

cy.

I always keep
my friends,"”

over her head, once round, so as mo

violitt which she held beneath

chin.  Her eyes were raised

linist, who started hack for

ment, afraid of his cagerness

Marmaduke

arms,

raised the girl in hi
Latimer snatched up the boy
and, sobbing and gasping,
bore the children to the warmth

the great fire in the billiard room.

mantelshelf struck 12, nn,” the bell
of the churches
and all ahout the great city clangec

““peace on

—————

Arcrbishop Ryan of Philadelphia

Advises Against Immigratian,

Archbishop Ryan of
Ire.,

In response to an

The very walls here speal to me—

Mr. Cahill, and I remember these as-
sociations.
of the voice and violin came ir clear, | that whilst you have great admira-
tion, as you ought to have, for t‘
American Republie,
cians, 80 much for the Irish people, where
they have had
their talents and physical endurance
have raised them to high positions, I
hope as you grow up you will not be
too anxious to go there, hecause the

I hope, my dear boys,

which has done

employment, where

to be in the way of the cheap yellow
her
up-

a mo-

the men
of

As they put them down in the deep-
seated chairs the etock on the marbja

in Tangham Place

“Christ is

earth

Philadelphia,
during the early
the

schools
where, during his own boyhood,
had been a pupil.
address from thq Brothers and their
pupils, Archbishop Ryan made
allusion to the Pmmigration question:

he

be-
pro-

their  holes in bursting  boots, WELL-KNOWN JESUIT DEAD,
thin-soled and penetrated with the —_—
snow. A coarse shawl was tied Rev. James Conway, 8.J., a mem-

t | ber of the®stafi of the Messenger, and
well known in this country and Eu-
rope as a writer and authority on
educational questions, died last Sa-

and singing ‘“Ave Maria.'’ wards. Her cheeks were pale  with turday, after a brief illness, at St.

Marmaduke heard no more for a| want. Her lips were tremulous and Francis’s Hospital, New York, He
space. All he could hear or see| blue with cold and anguish. But the| was born in County Tyrone, Ireland,
was a scene, a sound, in the draw-| bowing of the hand and arms were filty-seven years ago. He studied on
ing-room of a "dead day. But he|Maudo’s; the eyes were Maude's; the | the continent and entered the So~
p!l‘”t:ll‘ himself together, and again | face was Maude’s. ciety of Jesus at the Novitiate at
the voice and violin came to his ears Then the man whom the old Maude| Gorheim, Coming to America, he
—the voice amd the violin of the| knew, and no other lwew, awoke, was for ten years in Canisiug Col-
present, not the past. With a cry he tottered out on to lege, Buffalo, N.Y. He hecame at-

“Benedicta  tu in mulieribus, et | the doorstep, fell on his knees and|tached to St. Ignatius’ Church in
benedictus fructus ventri tui Jesus, | clasped his arms about the li{tle Vio- [ 1897. Four years ago, at the death

of Father Cardella, he

moderator the

was appointad

of theological

con-

“Maude,’”’” the millionaire callod, ferences of the New York archdiocese
““Maude, my darling, come home; | and examiner of diocesan clergy. The
come bhack to me !’ last place he held prior to his ap-

The old hutler gulped, kicked over pointment to the Messenger staff was
a hall chair, and gave a fecble cheer. | that of professor of philosophy at

8| Fordham College.—Catholic Universe,
, pn AR Rt
PAYING JUST DERBT:.

A New Jersoy priest, says: ‘““No
Catholic can make a valid confossion

o who culpably refuses to pay his
| loans and debts. 1f he canuot puy
; at once, he must pladge himsclf to

save up and pay as soongas possihle.,
This means that only on these con-
ditions can the sinner be forgiven iy
God. That person is unwouvthy
absolution who neglects to
pledge to pay;
any because he cannot pay all; who
decides to leave the burden of resti-
tution to his heirs.

of
keep his
who refuses to pay

It is better ngt
to go to confession at all than 1o
go with unworthy dispositions. (1od
is not mocked. Our pledges to the

priest are made to him as Christ’s
ambassador in the confessional, and
are binding as if made to Christ I{im-
self.”’

it S U ST R 5
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WHENCE CAME THE CELTS ?

It is to be hoped, says the Dublim
Freeman, that the forthcomig Cel-
tic Congress n Brittany will throw

sir.” ces. But I remember the old houses| S0me additional light on the history
As the butler turned to go the first | and the old schools, and the three | of the Celtic peoples in Europe, Theg
bars of the “Ave Maria’’ again stole| Brothers, Mr, Foley, Mr. Ellis - and | Celt to-day is found in that country,

in Ireland, in Scotland, Cornwall,
Wales and the Isle of Man,  But.
where did he come from ? What is
his higtory ? The director of the
excavations in the Roman Forum,
Commendatore Boni, as our readers
are already aware, has demonstrated
that, five ituries before Re lus,
the immediate vicinity of the Forum
was inhabited by a race ‘‘which he
considers to have belonged to the

ot be abandoned. Things

can

But Latimer neither amswered nor

Marmaduke Redfetn rose from his

| mighty God tobles the Brothers

ing its interests. 8o,

unless really forced by circumstances
to do it in the future, it is batter for
| Irish hoys to stay at home in this
beautiful land, which ought to be so
prosperous, and which nature
dome so much for to make prosper-

ous. I hope yvou will love the old
land, *and remain here and emdeavor
to promote its prosperity. . Ask Al-|

has |«

t race of the Celts.” Commen-
datore Boni.argues that this takes
the Celt back 3157 years, and that
the/ finds at Oxyrhyncus take him
back to the Egynt of 4500 ‘yeara
ago. Ak

e
A SERIOUS/ MATTER.
'liothu-—wh«t't the matter,




