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"THE OLD GRAY ROSARY.

“Refuge of Sihmers.”

CHAPTER 1

HorrFERING TP.”

It was noon of a November day, one of
those days full of gray shadows, fitful gleams,
and falling leaves, when the low chilly winds,
soughing through the woodlands, have a sound
as if they came from afar, laden with the
lost voices of the past, and memories of dear
faces'long ago faded from si ﬂht in the distance -
of the other shore, '
“There, Mamma! did you ever see such
weather ?  T'declare it is raining :” exclaimed
Agnes Dare, a young girl of some sixteen.
summers, to her mother, Who reclined upon a
: lounge near the fireside oi a cheerful, pleasant
room, whose arrangement and decorations in-
~ dicated a highly refined and cultivated taste
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4 ' THE OLD GRAY ROSARY.

in its possessor : the charm of which was as
povent as it was indefinable to all who were

privileged to enter it. This apartment was
the centre of interest in Mrs, Dare’s house, for
it was here that Mrs. Dare spent much of her

- time, suffering patiently, and bearing heroie-

ally, the passive quiet of an invalid’s life : here
the fumily delighted to gather when she was
unable to join them in the drawing room, and
here she received the few intimate friends who

formed her small circle. \The bright wood fire,
the antique, highly-polished brass andirons

glistening upon ihe marble hearth, filled the

‘room with delicious warmth and brightness,
while a cluster of rich autumnal roses and

other fragrant -bloows, which pious hands had

that morning arranged npon Mrs. Dare’s ora-

tory, dispensed a subtle aroma around, re-
minding one of the sweet influence of the holy
Maid of Nazareth, whose festival the Church
that day celebrated. A mocking bird whistled
and trilled his summer memories, half hidden

~ in his capacious eage by the eamelias, Egypt- . -

ian lilies, and seentless geraninms which fitled
a southern bay-window with luxuriant foliage
and rare blooms. Near the fire a s(it white
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i \ g ittens which
cat, purring over four softer kittens wh

frisked around her, reposed in state upon a

fieecy sheepskin, blinking her great green
sleepy eyes at the sparks as they jﬁashrild up-
the broad chimney. All the gloom of that

November day was without, notwithstanding

which, the discord of Agnes Dare’s discontent

found utterance, disturbing the harmony with-

v - . “ . ‘_
in: “Ii s too had " she exclaimed. Rain

"ing and blowing, and so damp and disagree-

able. Pshaw1” B .

¢« What nonsense, Agnes !” said Mrs. Dare,

laughing softly. o -
« Tt is very easy for you to say, ¢ what non-

sense, Mamma, it is not gow who are d]s:?p—

‘pointed in a delightful game of eroquet with

_ your dearest friends. “Why the lawn looks

Jike a marsh already. I expected a splendid
time to-day, I did so;” sbe said ._petu}antly.

# Hope for sunshine to-morrow, little one.
What is that, that Sister Rose is always say-
ing? Agnes laughed. ' - |

¢ Indeed, Mamma, it is too provoking

though, and I am glad that Sister Rose isnot .~

here to tantalize me with her constant ‘offer
it up, dearce, offer it up.’” Just as if our Lord
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cared for such litt'e things :”.answeréd Agﬁea |
[11 ‘
He does care for ‘little things,’ Agnes,*

. Y .

replied Mrs. Dare gently.

“Now ' Do vo ’
y, Mawma! Do you suppose cur

Lord cares for such nonsense as a dead kitten't
Fo.z: the otlier day when I was storming and
- crying over my prettiest kitten torn to pieces
by ;I“horhthe old brute —in walked Sister Roge
looking as placid as & May-morn, and wit‘ho;t

a Wor hy, s 53 | :
£ d of sympathy, she patted me on my

shouider, and said ; ¢ Offer ;

T, + “Offer ‘ [

S oulds st i up, dearee, offer
“ And did you

‘ . » )
‘How ridienlous, Mamm. what, ofter up

the kitten?” ‘
| f‘ Not the kitten, Agnes, but the ti'ial. The
I un you felt, on seeing your pretty kitling so
< cuelly hart, combined with your emotions of
anger and the desive to avenge her wrones
- uipon poor old shaggy Thor, who but obe: :;d
-aninstinet of his dog-nature when he tor'ng;it
o1 .he_z',. altogether formed quite a tri‘a,l "'o;
which Sister Rose was ‘only anxions that s on
:ould receive or win the merit, by oﬂei‘ingit-
up. Sh? knows well, that the best defence of
he soul in-all of its confi’cts with natare, is in
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¢offering them upy whatever they may Le,

great or small.” | 5
“ Oh, but, Mamma, she is a Sister of Chari-
ty,-and almost a saint you kﬁow’,‘” replied
Agnes, with a pretty little petulant air.
«That is true,” answerad Mys. Dare., “What

 day of the month is it, Agnes?”

“ The 9th, Mamma, The feast of the Pre-

sentation, I declare. I was so fall of my cro-
quet party that I forgot allabout it. T amso
sorry,” said Agnes Dare more seriously.

« What did our Blessed Lady ‘offer up’ in
the Temple, when she presented her Divine
Babe at the altar? Was it gold or gews, or
‘feankincense, or crowns, or the kirgdoms of
the world 2 What was it, Agnes ¥’ “
 «Tyo white doves, Mamma,” replied Ag-
nes, Hushing up. - : '

“Yes, two white do.es, a small offer'ng,

- guch as the very poorest biought thither on the
like oceasions; but in this case, we must con-
sider who brought thew, and for whom they
were ‘offered up,’ ” said Mrs. Dare. |

~ «T never thought o * 1at belore, Mamma,”
said Agnes, afterafew m men.’silence, “The
Holy Virgin bought the doves, and t™. 7 were
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offered for her Divine-Son Jesus, J esus and -
Mary ! and the great splendid Temple, and

two poor little trembling doves, bought for a
few pence! Well, Mamma, T am very wild

and thoughtless, and fond of amusemerts, and
like dearly to hzwe my own \}vay ; but I shall”
not langh at Sister Rose any more, no matter

what she tells me to *offer up.’ I think I
- shall begin a little to offer things up of my
own accord,”

“Tt will lighten hfes burden, child, and

there is nothing like bewmmng with ¢ little -

things,’ to énsure success in the effort to ¢ pos-
sess your soul in patience.” Do you remems

ber the story of the man who laid a wager,
that he could carry an 0x upon hig shoul- "

ders ¥

“1 should think that he was a goose, and
lost his wager for his pains,” . said Agnes,
laughing,

“Not so. He began with little thmo's ?
He bought—so the story goes——»a young ca]f
a few hours old and bore it horae upon his
shonlders, and every day until it reached ox-
hood, he lifted it-upon his back and carried it
a certain distance, thus accnstoming his.
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s*reno'th ‘o its growing welght “uutil it was
fally grown a veritable ox; and wou his

W ‘ln‘{l” ”o

“Yon sm'elv do not beheve such a thmg as

that, Mamma ?”

: 1
“ Weil » said Mrs., Dare, “however mnch

one may doubt the story, it symbolizes re-

markably well the wisdom of gmall begin--

While Agres had been listening to, and
conversing Wlth ‘her mother, she had unfas-
tened a. small sandal-wood casket, which stood
upon Mrs. Dare’s work table, and opened it.
It was tilted wi'h curious Rosaries, which she
Tifted one after the other upen her finger, and
thought there might be enouga’ of thewm tosup- . -
ply a Convent. ‘ ' ' . y

t Thatit does, Mamma. Ishall begin forth-
with to 1ift my calf oy resigning myself with-
out anotlier word to the bleak dav——»how the

rain pours——and my mbanpomtment But
dearest mother, where upo.. earth did you

~get all these Rosaries from ¥ Agies’

always sald “Mosher,” when. very -much
in earnest, proving that the precions word
_is from the heart’s owa voc abulary
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“ They are all souvenlré darling,” answer-
ed Mrs. Dare, looking with softened eyes upon
the bright and: truthfol face- of her child ;
“and strange to tell, all of them, except one—.
were brou orht to me from abroad by Protest-
ant fmends and relatives,”- :

“How sweet in them to have thought of

. you in this way,” said Agnes, as she held up.
against the bright fire light a glittering ros-
ary of garnet and gold: _“ Who bought you
this, mamma §” T -

CHAPTER IL

“Jon’s TmARS.”

w

T % That,” said Mrs. Dare, while Agnes still
A - toying . W]th the glittering rosary, watched
' -~ with delight the red flashes of the garnet
beads, “was brought to me years ago, by your
cousin Delmar. - “When she, accompanied by
i ' - her hiusband, went abroad for her health, they .
i © spent several weeks in Rome, and although
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ghe swas too stannch a Presbyterian to attend
a recoption at the vatican, she 'did not forget

her Catholic friends at home, but ‘p,r'oughlt
"many devotional souvenirs of thlS sort to them,

which, throungh a friend who knew Cardmal
Storza, she got blessed by the ‘Holy Father
hinaself.” ' ’

“The idea!” exclaimed Agnes, “of ] being
in Rome, and declining an andience with the

" Pope. Well, Mamma, I should think he sur- -

vived it. But look at. this against the. fire-
‘mh*——-dld you ever see any thing glitter sol
the stones look like beads-of wine!”  Agnes
1aid the rosary back in' its combmtment and
lifted daintilv, from the casket, one composed.
of Roman pearls and silver., “ Oh, how ex-
quisitely pure and beautlfulx where may theca
bé from ¢ |
“From Rome, also. Gaptain Crandele
brought me that when you were only a'few
days old, Agneés. It was blessed upon the

- tomb of the Apostles, by Pope Gregory X VI;:

sad b was about your neck when you were
pantized and dedicated to onr Blessud Lady.”
“How bea.utlful altoy recher!” said Agnes
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. % 22 a bados of mER, and a \symb‘ol of the
innovence and purity of your soul, newly

washed in the regenerating waters of baptism,. .

it was indeed a beautiful end appropriate
adornment,” revlied her mother,

“Ah,” mammal if every‘ bead ‘h‘ad only

meant a virtue and a grace for your baby!”
raid Agnes, passing the lustrous white rosary
slowly throngh-her fingers. .
“The tulfiliment of that aspiration depends
- tnainly upon yourself, my child, The prayers

of faith, believe me, have never béen wanting

to that end,” said Mrs. Dare, softly.

“Tt is very hard to be'good, mamma!” said |

Agnes, with a sigh, as she lifted another ros-

ary from the casket. Full of surprise at its -

. richness, she exclaimed: “ What stones are

- these? Tt is perfectly gorgeouns!’ where -did

~ you get this, mamma #”
“ Those are agates, the chain and setting of
gold. It was brought to me by a gay and

fashionable young friend who spent nearly two

years traveling in the south of Europe with

her father. It was blessed by the present.

saintly head. of the church, Pope Pius IX.
She brougkt me also a serap of the coarse

N
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sorve vastment of Blessed John Eerchmemns, -

which was given to her by Cardinal Bamabo. ‘
She could not wnderstand the preclous’ value

ot such a relic; it was to her only an old piece
~ of black serge, and she actually laughed when

s C ot 6 P antd
she saw my delight on receiving it,” said Mrs.
Dare. ‘ L ] .
. «Tt is petfectly splendid!” exclaimed Asg-
nes, as she -hung the rosary about’ her necx, -

“indifferent to the relic of the. Blessed Bereh-

manns:  see how lovely it looks! Doletme

wear if, mamma ; I will take the best care

of it - :

«T am sure of that, Agnes, but I doseriovs:
1y object to such things being worn as orn-
ments. I keep them put away as sacred
sonvenirs of religion and friendship, but have
never used thewm for devotional purposes, be-
canse they arc too showy,” said Miys. I.)::z-ro. .

~« T think I could pray all the better, it Thad
such lovely rosaries. I don’t think if wou}d
distract me one bit,” said Agnes, with a dis-
consolate air. . : .
© «Tt might distract others, though, tosee thﬁ
glitter and hear the jingle of such bead.s-., :
answered Mrs, Dare ; * then when attention
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is attracted to them, might not you feel _]u%t a
little vain-glorions at having them

“«T might,” said Agnes, nonc,stlv “Indéed
L think that i snould but I'd lme-—-—trustm;
to Providence—to have them all the same,
mamma. But, see heré! here are rosaries,
plain enough, and ugly enough, to suit the

“most fast;dmus pemtent .Tndeed mother I
don’t mean to be irreverent ; why, Feseph La- :

bre himselt might have 11-ed them with-
out the smallest eompuuction of conscience.
Where dia this come trom ? What curious
little brown beads, stvung upon a red silver
cord, with a great criirson q11k tassel at the.
end, and such an odd eross: why it looks il
sork, set with bits of mother.of-pearl.”

“I value that very highly. It was brougl:

F ]

to me by your father’s 1'ela.t1ve, Mr. Ravens,
whe was & chaplain in the United States
- Navy, While the Cycene lay in one of tl:
‘Medl‘rterru nnearn porta, walting for the storc -
ramp, Shazk, a putiy of the cih(,er:, anien;:
tnem Mr. R&venal gol leave of absence, wits
perinizsion to go tDJ erusalem, While thets,
e, L. wnal frwa;ght of us, and boaght this
28Ty L...r.u w native Chrigtian, who suuported

‘ . ) ) ' »
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himsgelf by makmq articles of this sort and sell-

ing them to pilgrims. Tt was blessed upon the
altar of the holy sepulchre ; and attached fo
th1s rude and homely little cross, is an indul-
gence for the hour of death. Iiisa full ros-
ary of one hundred and eighty . beads.”

« This is very interesting and devotional ;

‘but P’m afraid, mamma, that 1 should prefer

either of the others—the garnet, the pearl, or -

the agate—I am not particnlar which,” - said

Aqn% laughing, “ But, here’s another
curi ,—the beads look like sandal wood, and .
Trere’s a quaint ] httie puarl CToss. What isits
history

“'l}mt is also from -the Holy Land. The
heads are made of olive wood, cut from Geth-
semans, and it was blessed upon the Altar of.
the Nativity, at Bethlchem, It was given to
me several years ago, by Rev, Father Rey-.
nolds, whao brouwht it himself from the. Holy
Tand, I went, w1t]1 a friend, to pay him a

visit in the qunaint old house, bmlt many long
. years ngo, by the Prince-Priest, de G‘ralhtzm

who is wor llnlv called the Apostle of the Al
leghanies. L‘very thing remains as in Fa*herl
Galht.zm g lifetime, ’only grown dark with
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age, and made more holy by all the sacred .
memories. and -associations of the spot. He
ave me, also, a little book of French hymns,
Zrom the old library, in which, to my great
joy, I found the autograph of the holy manto
whom it had belonged.”

“Where is the Prince de Gallitzin’s houge,
mamma ¢’ inquired Agries, forgetful at the
moment of the rogaries.

“ It is situated upon the broad Platean of
what is known as the ‘Great Alleghany,’

- within a mile or two of Loretto Springs, in
Pennsylvania, and included in the Mrge. tract
of country which he—the Prince de Gallitzin,
-then a priest—purcliased when it was all &
dense wilderness.” -

“Who was he, mamma ?” asked Agnes,

“He was a Russian prince, who, becoming
convinced of the truth of the Catholic reli‘gion','
sacrificed fortune, title, friends, and country,
with all things worldiy, for the love of Christ,
While in exile in this- country, he felt the
priesthood to be his vocation ; and while pur-
suing his theologica’ studies, he was inspired
by an earnest desire to carry the Gospel into .
the wilderness, whicl he afterwards did, lit-
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erally; for his family, who received from tho
Emperor of Russia his confiscated estates, sci t
him large sums of money, from time to time,
which, after his ordination, he applied to tl.e
purchase of an immense tract of land lying Le-
tween Newry and Ebensburg, then aprimeval -
wilderness, where the Indian, from time to
time, still pitehed his wigwam, and where not

more than five or six white families liad settled,

wide distances apart. Ile invited Catholic
ernigrants to lis domain, and had the happi-
ness, before his death, to see his colony num-
Lering some thousands, and to see, literally,
the desert' Llossoming like the rose, and the
waste places made glad. 1 stood in the rude
old wooden chapel, where he used to celebrate.
mass and preach the word to his people, and
upon the spot, in. the small room, where

“he fell aslecp, resting from his labors, and re-

coived the exceeding great reward that he had
s0 nobly won. Ie was known as ‘¢ Fathex
Smith * during his lifetime.  Only a few knew
the secret of his iljustrious birth—an insiguiti-
cant thing when cowpared with his move il-
wisteious Lifo and death.  Dat I forget mysaf,
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my chﬂd I fear that T have tired yon w1th
g0 long a narrative.”

“Ne indeed, mother. There is. something

grand and hemic in such g life ag that, and it
sounds gnite like what one reads of in h]StOI‘ y
and in the lives of the saints. You know

when sister Rose was ill, she made meread tc

her the life of St. I'rancis Borgia, who was a

great and powerful Italian Duke, who sold all - |

his goods and gave the price to the poor, and
abandoned lis rank, title and power, to ke.
- eome a poor Jesait priest.”

“ Aund a great saint ¥” added Mrs. Dare.
“Yes,” said Agnes, once more intent on
* the rosaries, “1 believe he was. * But, mam-
ma, here is.a rosary that beats every thing I

-ever saw in all my life for uolmess rustiness’
and forlornity. Where in the wor ld did you
get it ; and whom did it ever belong to ; and‘

what ig it made of #” :

¢ It is made,” said Mrb. Dare, lapw‘nmo' “ot
beans—beans commonly known as “J ob’s
Tears.” It isstrung upon brass wire, and it
belonged to an old slave of my father’s. That
old rusty, forlorn looking rosary, Thave every
veasol, to believe, has been the means of the
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saﬂvaﬁon of many. It was certainly the
meang of first bringing a knowledge of the
trne faith to some of my father s f'amlly, my-
self among the number.”

¢« Mother! That old rosary ?
% Yes ; this old gray rosar )7 sald Mrs.

Dare holdmg out her hand for it, and press-

ing it to her lips.
“ Job's Tears !” said Agnes, mumugly.

i)

CHAPTER TIL
PHE 'NARRATI--VE.

“ A snggestive name,” said Mrs. Dare, smil-
ing at the expression of her danghter’s coun--

. tenanee: “most sna,g,estwe of tribulation, pa- -
" tience, and final victory.”

«J ghould like to hear a‘bout it al] ” «md
Aones Dare, gravely.

“T don’t ]know that it would interest you,
wy child. These records of grave and sorrow-
ful experiences have but slender interest for
the young and gay. What T have t¢ ;:falate ‘
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has nnthmg of the eerie ramance and olamour
of the “Lay of the Brown Rosary®” it is no
gliostly fiction, but a trie narrative of the
straggles of a poor negro slave, with the in-,
firmities of her. nature and the sins of her life;
“who, disheartened by fr equent failure, and the
evil consequences of the great sin of” hor life,
abandoned the sacraments of the church and
‘everything connected with her religion, except
devotion to the BlObSGd Mother of J esus
Christ.”

“Oh! Mam{m, indced I am not so frivol-
ous a8 you think me. I do feel interested in
subjects of this sort, notwwhatfmdmg my non-
sense, and I Qhould very much like to hear
more about this old gray 1'0ba1'y 1 Sd]d Agnes
Dave.

«“ Ver_y weﬂ , darling, bat don’t ex_peet either

_Wnl‘d-pamtmg, heroies, ‘love or marriage ;

theve’s nothing of all that in it My dear

mother wrote all the circnmstances of poor
Mary’s life, years ago, and if yon desive it very
much, you shall read the manuoseript.”

Mrs. Dare opened her escritoir, and takmg

W ——

* By Elizaboth Browring
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out a small roll of manuseript, gave it to Ag.
nes, who kissed her mother, and with a grace-

ful ¢ Thank yon, dear mammw,’ ran away

with it to her own room. She stirred the

~ smouldering Cumbeiland conl, which emitted
‘5 cheerful bhze, threw back the eurtain froin

the western window, curled herself up in a
¢ushioned chair, and opened-the papers.

- While Agnes Dare is reading the contents
of the mdmubcmpt we will relate the events,

,t;aoed long ago by a dear hand now folded

in the pea,ceful stillness of death.
In the old days past and goune, when slavery

was the dark blot upon our national fame,"

there lived in a town not very remote frown
Washington, a gentleman named Cowden,
whose liberal means enabled him to carry ouy
practically, many of the 1mpulses of a gener
“ous and benevolent heart. Mr. and M,
(lowden owned quite : anumber of glaves. Mre,
Cowden‘s people were the descendants of those

“who had served her forefathiers through several

generations, and came into her ownership,
without a question of right or wreng, as anat-
ural heritage, and who were wont to look back
Wlth 1o htﬂv pride to the Del‘l()d whenonr ai
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fectionate consins, the English, brought their
ancestors from some ©far place beyond the
seas,” and landed them “way doun thar at

St. Mlgoes They lived happily and with-
out care, being well treated, and identified.

themselves with the interests of the family in

prosperity, in joy and in sorrow. But of these

we have nothing much to say beyond the facs
that they were all liberated and provided for
many years before abolition set the world on
fire. 1t ig of the slaves who were purchased
from time to time by Mr. Cowden, and par-
tienlarly of one of that number, of whom we
have something tosay. Mr. Cowden and his
family were Protestants, and aithough they
were intellectual and cultivated people, well
read and well informed on most subjects, they
were as ignorant of the Catholic religion as if
they had speit their lives somewhele near the
source of the Nile. They had heard of such &
thing, but it was as a myth to them, a pillar
of c-]oud not only by day, but also b) night,

But they were full of human kindness, wore

true- friends, kind nelghbors, good- eitizens, -

und served God faithtully acwrdmg to the-
light they had. . Mr. Cowden had always jelt
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‘adeep interest in the misfortunes of the en-

slaved race; and did all that he could within
the reach of his influence to ameliorate and

improve their condition. This was well un-

derstood by the negroes for miles around, for
they liad, even in those days, a mysterious
way of ‘transmitting news in every direction, -

‘of interest to themselves. Mr. Cowden was

not an agitator, such things were not in vogae
in those comparatively primitive days; he was
simply their friend, to whom'they always came -

~orsent in their difficulties, whe never turnec
‘them away empty, or “gave them a stonc

when they asked for bread.,” Their appeals
were never in vain, so that wheo now and then
a spendthrift master was obliged to sell one,
two, or-three of his slaves to pay his debts ;
where an estate was settled and the property
divided amongst the heirs, szmdenng parents
and children, hnsbands and :wives, or when .
(as ‘was rarely the case) some bratal owner
having driven, by cruel treatment, his slaves
to desperatlon, gave them perrmssmn to seek
new owners——the price of course comirg to him
—Mr. Cowden was their hope and refuge.
How, 1 will illustrate by one or two incidents,
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“which will bring me to.old Mary, whose s}
gular devotion to the Blessed Virg'n I Liave,
mth my own eyes, seen rewarded.

Mr. Cowden was one day seated at bis din-

ner table with a number of invited guests,

~when a servant came in and whispered to him
that a man wished to see him,

“Tt is impossible for me to see him now, ,

said Mr. Cowden.

« He *pears to be in great dlstress, sir, ”s-ud
the servant,

“Tell him if his huameqs is uro*ent to come
early to-morrow morning, that it is impossible

for me to see_him now,” returned Mr. Cow-

den. : .
The servant went ount and-delivered the
message, and Mr, Cowden resumed the conver-

-sation, which hdd been interrupted. Sud-

denly a scuffle was heard, the dining-room
door was thrown violently open, and a tall,

well-formed negro, with every appearance of

the deepest distress upon his countenance,
_rushed into the room and threw himself at Mr,
Cowden’s feet, exclaiming : “ Pardon me,

Master, but 1 couldn’t wait, sir.” I’se to be

sent to Georgy this evenmg, 'way from my

’

lifted from his poor heart for ke Well knew

THE OLD GRAY ROSARY. 25

wife and children,
for God’s sake, sir.”

“Why, John, said Mr. Cowden, much af-
feeted, for he knew the man; Lms is & bad

Bujr me,;Master, buy :me,

‘business. Why did,you not come to me be

fore ¥ ’ : .

“I didn’t know it, Master didn’™ know it,
sir, ’till the  nigger buyer rested me a half
hour ago and told me I was to go souf with
him. ' The papers wasn’t quitesigned, sir, and
Master , hie couldn’t help it, sir, he’s deep
in debt and the sheriff was threatening of himj;

‘he told me I had two hours to try and get’

somebody to buy me. For God’s sake, Mar’s
Cowden, just think of mypoor wife at home
and the two little boys!” exclaimed John,
while great tears were rolling over his dusky
chieeks, and every nerve- of hls face was twitch-
mw with agony.

“ Ixcuse me, gentlemen, for a short time, »
said Mr, Ouwden, rising ﬁom the table, “‘En-
joy yourselves ;-1 will rejoin you Very soom.
Come, John.” My, Cowden led the way to
his study, followed by John, who somehow
felt as if & heavy burthen was about being
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that no onein the like circumstances had ever
appealed to Mr, Cowden in vain, Mr. Cow-
den geated himgelf at his study table and drew
pen, ink and paper towards him -

“What's the price, John ¢

“ One thousand dollars, sir.”

Mr, Cowden wrote busily for several min.
utes, signed his name, folded, sealed and di-
rected the letter and handed itto John,

“Take that to your master, John. I have
offered thirteeni hundred for you ; but, look

here, John, understand one thing before you

oo. T own, you know, some ten or fifteen -
men, bought under pretty much the samestress
‘of cirenmstanves as in your own ease, but they

‘knew when I bought them that there wzas a
year of jubilee ahead for each. There’s the
game for you. I am conscientiously opposed
to holding slaves; I look upon my people 2s
being simply in bonds for a term of years; I
expect them to. serve me faithfully during an
allotted term, at the expiration of Whlch they
go forth from my service free. I shall re-
quire six years’ service, John, from you, if
your master -consents to let me have you.

Now hurry off with you, and let me have au
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'answer as quickly as possable._ I hope tha,t

you will serve me faithfully.”

“ 8o help me God, I will, masterf” said the
poor fellow, with a wreat sob of joy.

It wag all he cou]d say, and hurried off
with the precious migsive, and Mr' Cowden
1'emrned to his guests.

Of course John became the property of Mr.
Cowden, to the great disgust and rage of the
“ 1110~crersbuyor,” who had expected to realize
a proﬁt of at least five hundred dollars on
him, in the then distaut slave ma.rts of

~ Gecergia,

- At the time I am wr;tmrr about, the word-
abo]monlst had never been h(,ard in the land,
yet in all the border States were thousands of
men and women conscientiously opposed to
slavery, who, some, while still living, and

many by will, after death, hced their people
| 1111L011d1t101m]1y ‘

‘But we have no design of writing upon-
thig Vexed questlon farther than to say, know-
ing, as we do go well, the feeling of the peo-

~ ple of the border States, that had the subject

not been so fanatically and unwisely agitated
by the phllanthroplsts and politicians of the
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N orth, they wotld have purged themselves of |

the reproach and tribulation of slavery long
before it was abolished by fire and swerd.
But let us thank God that abolished it is, and
look into the future for a better prosperity
than we have yet known to arise from its

ashes.  Let not the nation have passed through '

the ordeal of Medea’s cauldron in vain..
One evening, Mr. and Mrs. Cowden, with
one of their children, were seated . anether
near the =indows of the back parlor, th(,h,‘
opening to the floor, revealed in the dusky
“twilight the rich clusters of flowering plants
whose fragrance filled the room. They were
cnjoying each other’s society, and the artless
<hattering of their little daughter, who was
full of some childich plan for the following
Any. Suddenly a woman, with an infant in

her arms, and holding a little boy by the

hand, stood before them, quite close to the
window. :
“Who are you, and. what do you want ? ¥’
asked Mr, Cowden. .
- %1 want you to buy me, Mar’s, 1f you
~ please,” said the woman, hoarsely.. ,
%1 declare, Mr. Cowden,” said his wife, in
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é,n u-ridertone “you'll certainly be ruined if
this gees on. Don’t!” '
7T pelieve I shall”? he replied, in French

- “put I shall have to answer to my God for

my manner of deahng with these unfortun-
ates who seem sent to me, Where are you

from ¥ 'he ‘asked the woman, Who stood mo-

tionless beforé him,

. T belongs to Mr. Benson, up de country,
3onder¢ by de falls, but he beats me almost to
def, sir, an’ 1 won’t stand it - He drew me
off to-day, an’ told me to go an’ sell myself

an’ young un’s, if I didn’t he’d ghoot me,”

“ Why does he beat you, and why does he(‘ |

wish to sell you ?” asked Mr. Cowden.

“ Well, you see, Mar’s, I got a right hot
temper, an’ sometimes when I don’t get enuff
to eat——I wmight as well tell de troof—I gets

| to drinkin’—-den Mar’s he gets mad an’’buses

me, an’ I sarces him peertly—den he flogs

if somebody don’t. bny me, T'1l frow myself

‘an’ dese two niggers in de "Tomae river.”

*You give a bad account of yourself ” said
Mr Cowden. '
“It’s de troof Mar’ s,” she said, in a hope-

L

-me. He's tired on it, an’ I’'m wuss tived, an®
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less tone. Just then her baby crled and'

~ hushing it with a erooning sound, she fum-
bled among the rags that covered her bosom,
-and held it tenderly to her shriveled breast.
This touched Mrs. Cowden’s materna,l emo-
~ tions, and she arose hastily, saying :
~ ¢ Go to that side- door there; I will open it
and bring you in.© You must rest and have
something to eat.”

“An’ will you buy me, Mar’s #” she per-

sisted, withont notmmg Mrs C'owdens kind:

ness.
“My poor woman,” replied Mr. Cowden
“I should be glad to help you, but, accordmo*

to your own account, I fear that you'd give -

me and my family tlouble, snch as we. have

never known. 1In fact, I fear that you’d '

keep s in hot water all the time.”
“Try me, Master, for God’s sake, try e,
I’ll do my best. I wasn’t always so, Master.

“Try me, oh! for God’s sake, try me.” T’ll do.

my best I” she wailed, with a sndden outburst
of entreaty, as, if her all of hope in this life
were crowded in what she said. Mr. Cowden,
Ly one of those sudden impulses which seems
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like obedience to the mandate of an tnseen
and superior power, 1*epl1ed :

“ For the sake of trying to save }owa, body
and soul, I will see what can be done; but if
I 4nd vour case hopeless after I buy yourself
snd children, 1 shall be. compelled to turn

yom adrift.”” - A
“May God and the Blessed V1rgm——-—-

- she began.

“The who® asked Mr. Cowden amazad
“The Blessed who?”

.¢T means de Mother of Jesus, sir,” she
gaid, in alow voice, “L’m drefful bad, Mar’s,
but she be mighty good to me; an’ I -was "
-gwine to ax her to. get her Son to repay 7011
for befriending such a poor, misable limb o’

Satan as 1 be.”
“J snppose you are what is caﬂlcd a Roman

“ Catholic #” asked Mr. Cowden.

“T is, gir, by baptism, I done told you,
Mar’s, what a sinner I is—" ‘

“«y ery well, very well. Go to Mrs. Cow-
den and get somethmg to eat.” Tell her what
sort -of work you can do, and - to-morrow L
will see your master and make the necessary
arrangements to buy you for at least a term: .
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of years,” said Mr. Cowden, now inspired
‘with the hope of converting this woman from
the errors of a creed which he imagined be-

darkness..
“ Come here My, Cowden 7 said his wife,

Ius study, Two wax candles were now lit
~upon the teartable, and their light shone down
upon the ‘miserable creature, whe crouched
zpon the floor at Mrs. Cowden’s feet, reveal-

covered with welts and bruises, her features
‘were swollen and bloody, and her ragged gar-
ments were stained here and . there with
blood.

~ “Make - her comfortable my dear, make
her comfortable,” he said, hurrymg out, more
than ever determined to endeavor to have her
taught what he considered ¢ Gospel truth,”

Creator of all, and believed in the redemption
of man, beyond which the thread of faith was

around hin,

nighted the soul w1th 8 worse than Ecryptla,n_

as he was passing through the dining-roora to -

ing a sight that sickened him, Her face was

He worshiped God as the supreme Being and

tangled and lost in the wilderness of doubt
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CHAPTER IV.

% co’s YoU ENOW, MISSIS, SHE'S DE REFUGE
| OF SINNERS.” ‘

«Make her comfortable, wife,” said Mr.
Cowden, hurrying out to' escape the painful
spectacle ; “ make her as comfortable as you
can.” - : : ‘ o

Poor Mary was soon made comfortable.
Mrs. Cowden gave her and her little ones a

plentlful repast, which they ate greedily, hav-

ing been without food all day, after which -

_she conducted them to a vacant room over

the kitchen, and, assisted by her maid, soon
cleansed the unfortunate creaturg’s bruiged
body from head to foot, then dreSsed her in
suft, clean clotiing, ‘while another—the nurse
of the family—bathed and put clean waarments'
upon the forlorn little ones.

‘We will not repeat the sad story of Mary’s

sins and sorrows up to this period in detail;

u; ig elp,oucrh to know that t,hey were many
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and stormy. One light '-.had risen -upon. the
darkness, one sweet leaf of balm had Dbeen

cast upon the bitter waters of her destiny.

Her, old mistress, the mistress of her child-
hood was a pious and fervent Catholic, who
‘bad all her slaves baptized and reared in the
one true faith, with the same congcientious

care that was bestowed upon her own chil- .

.dren, But the “old Missis ?.died soon zpf't:ei-

Mary reached womanhood, and when the .
estate wag divided, she fell to' the lot of the
eldest son of the family, a man full of gener-
ous feeling, but possessed of all those exag--
cerated ideas of the - superiority of race and .-
the immaculate prerogatives of caste, which,

he imagined released him, by their adventi-

‘tious pretensions, from ‘all moral and religions

responsibilities, whenever he found it con-

venient to ignore them in the pursnit or in-
dulgence of his evil passions ; errors not 50
. much to be wondered at in one who had long

. Ago abandoned the practice of his 1'ehg10n |

cmd coward-like, became ashamed even of his
baptismal birth-right. Having thus, by his'
own free will, become an outcast from this
“ higher Iaw,” he gave hmlself up to the in-,
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dulgence of those vices of which the human
law takes mo- cognizance. He drank to ex-
cess, and when maddened with the fumes of

“poisonous liguors, he inflicted the most brutal

treatment upon his slaves. These were his
“goods and chattels,” aceording to law, and
except the outspoken indignation of his newh-
bors, who were, like himself, slave-owners,
there was no person to restrain him or to-de-
fend them. Nor did they fare much better
when his drunken frenzies wore off, for they

‘left him morose and irritable, Wlth intelli-

gence enough to purzue a more 'deliberate
system of 111 treatment towards his oppressed‘
people. Degraded by ill-treatment, Mary, in
the mistaken idea that it would drown her
SOTrrOws, followed her master’s example, and

- began to drink.  Her two little children~—
~for she was now a wife and mother—once a

-gource of happiness to her; the grief and re-
~ proofs of her good and honest husband, who

.was the slave of a neighboring planter; the
recollection of all the religious instructions
she had received under the care of her pious
mistrags, were wu:hout effect in restraining
her downward conrse, . She was in the habit
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of saying: “If master got crazy wﬂsh hquor,
so would she she’d be even with him; if he -

bused her, she’d ‘buse him; if he ma.uled_.
her, she'd manl him.” Aund she kept her
word—kept it so faithfully that her master,
either from a cowardly fear that she wonld .
kill him, or that he would kill her in some of
-their erazy—drunk fits, ordered her to quit the
plantation andfind another owner, This was
after he had given her an unlucky blow in
one of their fierce struggles, which had Icft
her apparently dead for hours.

- Bobered and terrified in view of the conse-
quences which would ensue- if she died, his

relief was inexpressible when she gave signs.

of returning consciousness;. and as soon as

she recovered sufficiently to leave her bed, he

drove her and her little ones out; on the high- .
- way, with the choice of finding some one to
buy them within a week, or of belng sold: to
a Georgia “ nigger buyer ?  The time had
. almaost expired, anid her search for a new mas-

‘ter had, up to the very last day, been fruit-
less, when despairing and almost famished,
some stranger who, touched by her Wretched,
appearance, stopped to offer her relief, and

Ay
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eﬂ:er hearmcv het mleerable Story, old her of
Mr. OOWden. C |

We have seen how she was received by
these true philanthropists, who, having heard
much more in detail from herself of tha

“events of her life- than we have related, pur-
‘chased herself, her husband and children,

paying a full price for them, but holdmg

them only as bondsmen for a term of years. .

“ Can you sew, Mary ¢’.inquired Mrs, Cow-
den, a few days after Mary and her famlly

‘were settled in their new quarters.

“ Yes, Missis, coarse sewing.”
“ Can you cut out ¥’ _
“ Nigger’s clothes, Missis; I been used to
that.”
- “T amglad to hear that, Mary, for I am

_ sure that you can be of much assistance to

me. This room, which I am glad to see kept
so tidy, belongs to ‘yon and your family, I
shall expeet you to cut out and make the
men’s working clothes, keep your children
well ‘clad 4nd clean, and your quarters, as I
sec them now. Your master gave my hus-

‘band a bad aceount .of you, Mary, but nof, -
- much worse than you honestly gave of yonr-
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self; but let the past go. T trust, with Gad’%s
help, you will begin to lead a new hfe i Sa.}d
- Mrs, Cowden, gently.
. “Pm gwine to try, Missis, with the help of
God ‘and the Blessed Virgin,  I’'ve been
mlghty bad, I know, and what makes it wus

is that I know’d better all the time, My old .

Missis, she gave us ‘all a chance to be. good ;
she took great pains with her niggers, she had
‘em christened as soon as they ‘were born, and

‘structed by a prlestr as_soon. as they were big

enough ; and she was good to us, good to us,

was missis, but she went and died, and we was

seattered ‘mongst the heirs, and I fell to the
lot of the wust one of the lot, and *fore God.—

¢ Try and forget those miserable times, Ma~
ry,” said Mrs, Cowden, as she saw Mary's’

blood-shot eyes gleammgwwh savage fire at the
thonght of her cruel master; © God las been
very good. to you in casting your lives in a
better place, and the best Way'you can ghow
your gratltude to him is by striving to for-
give, while you try to win his favor hl.mbly
~and truly.”

- “That’ar is all gospel truth Missis 3 I don’t.

\ den ¥ it, and I'looks to the Blessed Vlrwm tohelp
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me, Yeos yon know, MlelS, that she is the
3 5y
‘Refuo'e of sinners?’ And I’m a great sinner

‘to be bruog up as I was)’ ’ replied Mary, with

simple pafho while she nodded her ga.lly tur-

baned head emphatlcdlly
« Poor, benighted.soul,” thonght Mrs. Cow-

‘den, after she had reached her room, “we

must do all that we can to win her 1rom her
errors. Her idolatrous religion has done but :
little for ber so far, we must ‘teach her a bet-
ter and simpler way.”

And Mary that night in her simple prayers
—perhaps the only prayers she uttered, said :
« Pleage hear me, my Missis in Hva,ven, the -
Mother of Jesus; and for the love of your Son -
hanum upon the eross-tree, convert these good
_people, Massa, ¢ and M1ssxs, to the true Cautho}le |
Faith. Never mind me, sweet Missis, for I’se |
& great sinner, but tarn your blessed eyes upon -
them that lifted me out of the mire, and out |
of hell. That’s it,” she ‘muttered, rising np
from her knees,  lifted me out of hell for if
Massa Cowden hadn’t bought me, I was gwine
to fling myself and them ’ar young ones into
the ’Tomac river, the [Jor have mercy on my

SOH 2 v
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treatment crowned her days-with contentment
and her nights with rest,  With her hushand.
and children about her, and no heavy, unwo-
manly toils to wear down her strength, with-
" the privilege of going to ehurch once on Sun-
days, and with a restful feeling brooding in
-her soul so lately tossed and perturbed by evil
passions, and a partial retarn to the counsels

of her “good ole Misses dead an’ gone,” it is

strange that old sins should ever have dis-
‘turbed her again; but alus for weak huian

nature ! ever stumbling and falling into the

thorns and mire ; Mary was no exception to’
the rule, as we will show. - But we are antici-
pating,  Mr, ‘and Mrs. Cowden' pitying her
for what they eonsidered her spiritual blind-
ness, endeavored to influence her to attend
the Methodist mesting house, but upon this
point she was firm, and in her peculiar Tingo
declared that she was de*ermined not “to ran
after strange gods.” -

“ You know, Master,” she said, “ T'm a great
sinner, I don’t protend to be nothing else, but
that *ar sort doi’t suit me, - You and Missis

. . : . .
Mary was very happy in ber new home,
where peace and plenty reigned, and humane
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s mi oghty good, but I don’t think it are that
. o - . s
teligion that make you so, and I'm mighty

32d, but my religion don’t make e so, nei-
‘:her. - T was christened and brung up a (Eaiw;ho-
lie; if I can’t be that I'd ruther be Ithhf;Il%’.
I don’t mean no offence, Master, but that’s

" what I feel to say.” And in some such mans

per she answered whenever she was advised

togo to “meeting” QOccasionally she went.
to Mass or Vespets at the quaint old' chureh _.
on the hill, and ore pleasant Sunday in Octo-
- ber asked Mrs, (owden’s permission to take
little Janet, Mva. Cowden’s only dg.ug;htﬁl', to

Vespers, with Jer. The child, with all the

eager curiosity of her sex, was wild to go to
N L , A
“Aunt Mary’s churéh,” and her mother, who

" rarely deoied her anything, consented, |

“0Ohl thank you, mamma, Did yn»g‘kno?v
ghat there wdre beautiful pictares and ‘music

and lights to be seen there, mamma, and that -

the miinister dresses inlace andsilk andgold$

Oh! Pm so- glad to thiuk I shall see it al’l,”l."
cried Janet, as she put on her little pelisse an
_ chinchilla hat, her heart and imagination fill-

‘ed'with a medley of those things in which her

wsthetic natnre tuok such keen delight, She
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had never been ms,lde a Cathohc Church be-
fore, and when the altar, blazing with many
lights, and filled with I‘l{,h hued flowers, all
_ dimly seen through clouds of inéense, arrested
" hersight ; when the sweet, solemn tones of the
organ floated out in mysterious music above
her head ; when she saw behind the altar a
picture of the ascending Saviour, surrounded

by rays and ¢louds of splendor; when she saw
the priest bowmg reverently in his glittering

robes, worn in honor of the King and High

Priest he zzcrved the ¢hild shrank close beblde-

the slave, and c]uno* to her arm, awed beyond
anythmo* she had ever expemeneed before, but
feeling in her heart a delicions rapture as new

as it was stran € “This,” she thought ¢ must,
5%" .

be like heaven.” ~ After a while she looked up
to see what “Aunt Mary” was ‘doing amidst
all this splendor. She was doing nothlng but
kneeling, and, like herself, gazing at the
- solemn spectacle yes, she was doing some-
" thing with a string of old gray beads which
she shpped one by one, throucrh her fingers,
while her thick, African lips moved as if she

were praying, - This was the way Janet Cow-

-den told her motherall about it that wenmo
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“ And mamma,” * she added, “ althomrh every
thing was 80 11ch and so - lovely, there was

- something else that I can see whenever Ishut
my eyes. They were painted upon ‘the gal-

lery on each s1de gust over ‘the place Where
the minister was. ‘
“ What was. it, d arling % _‘
% Pictures, mamma. There was a book in
one, with seven seals, and open ; the back of
a book was a lamb bound. Then there was
& light all around, and gold clouds with beau-
tiful little faces peeping through. In the

* other was.a lamb with a cross upon his back,

and something that looked like a little flag ;

‘there was a golden light all around him, and
‘lovely faces in the clonds. Oh, mamma, I

don’t know what it means, but I shall never,
never forget it while T live.” )
And shenever did.
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CHAPTER V.,
£ oy L rey
SHE WAS A TTUMAN.
Cne of Mrg. Cowden’s servants—the cook<e

fell into ill health, and her utistress, in .view
of her long and faithful services, gave her her

freedom uneconditionally, and establiched her.

in a small and comfortable house, with one of

bher grown up daughters to take care of her;.

and assist her in tending a small miscellaneous
shop in which Mr. Cowden had invested for

“her some thirty dollars, - Until something bet-

ter could be done, Mary was put into.the kite
chen, and proved to be a mueh superior cook
fo her predecessor. . She strained every nerve
to please her master and mistress, and never

had their table been so well provided with de-
| huomly ¢ooked food, and they determined to

wive her permanently the situation of cook.
'lhls was ap interiuption to Mary’s somewhat
independent mode of life, which she did not

relish, although she acquiesced in it, yet she
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brooded ard thought over it, until she began
to feel harself quite injnred and her hot Afri-
can bloed fermented to fever heat.
~and silent, she gave’ short, sharp answers to
-all around ber, and when Mrs.

Morose

Cowden, in
the gentlest way, reproved her, her compune- -
tion and rage together worked herup to such
a frenzy that in an evil moment she sought to

-agsuage it by indulging in some of those fi ery

draughts which used to madden her, and which
she got when she went to the store-room fhat‘ }
mght for flour for the next morning’s break-

fast. The night happily concealed her fault,

but her appetite was whetted ancw for more,
and although she knew that Mr. Cowden ex-
pected several dlstmgutshed gentlemen to dine

' with him that day, she drank secretly, draught

after dranght, until by the time dinner was

. cooked, she scarcely knew what she was do-

irig, - Never had such a dinner appeared on -
Mr., Cowden’s hospitable table. ‘Some of the 4
viands were scorched almost to erispness ; some
were nearly raw; the soup was like brine, the
entrees were blackened mysterles 'which Would
have sét Soyer mad. Fo erown all, one of the
gervants bronght from the china c,loset a p1le .
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of F'rench china dinner plates, and gave them
~into Mary’s hands to wipe before they were
sent into the dining-room. With a growl of
drunken rage she dashed them upon thebmd{

floor of the Iitchen with all her might, and

broke them into a thousand pieces. Mrs. Cow-
den had just entered the kitchen. She turn-
ed very pale, and there was a o*Ieam of fiery
‘anger in her eyes, but contro]]mg herself, she
said: “ James, go round for Sophy Lee (her
old cook) and ask her to come here immediate-
ly, if she is able. Mary go instantly to your
room.” She flounced out, and up stairs, where
she seized her children, and after beating them,
she threw herself upon the ﬂoor in a dead
drunken sleep. .
IMary awolke in the morning to sober-ness
and to shame. She crept out of bed, where,
her husband had sorrowfully laid her, W(ashed
herself, put on a ‘clean, homespun. smt, and her
large linen apron so quietly, that neither hus-
bhand or children awoke, and shpped down
- stairs to maka the kitchen fire.” It was scarce-
1y dawn and not a soul was stirring in the
“house. She lit the fire, and looked around
her,. In the usually cle(m aud neatly ayrang:
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ed kitchen, everythtag was out of place, and
in the direst .confusion, The dinner party had
occupied the servants so late that by the time
their own work was finished they were too
weary and sleepy to do her’s. Therelay piles -
of unwashed dishes, pans of greasy water,
rerimants of broken victuals, bones, vegetables,
in short, the. debris- of a feast, while chairs,
tables and cookmg utensils were strewed
around in indescribable disorder. -In one cor--
ner glittered a heap of broken china. Seraps
of rich gilding, fragments of rare colors, shone
out in the red firelight. ~Mary saw it, snd her
swarthy cheek ghwed her heart swel led, and
a great compunction and shame overcame her,
dlld she burst into teavs. - .

“ My doin’s, my doin’s, ” she mnttered cov-
eritg her face with her apron, “1I ain’t flt to
live—innther to die. Oh! please, my good
Missis Mary, pity me this one time more; I'll
try again ; with the help of younr ’sistance I'll
try. They’s been mity good to me, all of
‘em, and me to go and do this. ‘Oh, Lord,

Tord! hear your blessed miother’s prayers for

this poer sinner that she may learn to walkin |

the narrer way. -Oh! you m&’aei‘, you bad,
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or, Jrateful mgger if the Blessed Missis don’t
pity you, the devil is sure and sartin to burn
you forever and forever,” she exclaimed, beat-
ing her breast and Walhn(r piteously.

WVh@n Mrs, Cowden awohe that mormng;,

her temples were throbbiug, her limbs aching, |

and worse than all, her heart sank wearily,

not only at the prospeet of the physical fatigues
before lier, but at the moral. cares and dis-.
quietndes to be contended with. Butshe must-

arise. Some one must begin to plan order

out of disorder, .and dispose of the wrecks
gtrewed - ar@und her.. hoﬁsehold altars. Her

‘servants were all willing to work, but there was
only one head to devise, and. that was the
" head then throbbing and aching upon her
‘weary shoulders, Mr Cowden had risen and

pone out for his usual morning walk, and with

' ‘ead forbodings as to the sort of breakfast that
lie wonld find wpon his return, she walked
- wearily down towards the kitchen without .

meetiﬁg any of the servants who were engaged
in nther parts of the house.

slie looked at the clock as she passed

thrmw’ll the dmmo- room, where everything

was in its usnal eIegant order, and saw it~

Mary ¢

Master come, ma’am
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was fwent v minutes of breakfast time; A great
throb of pain almost blinded her, but ¢hé- Pase-
ed on to the kitchen, and with trembhno hand,

“opened the door. Was what she saw a dream? 3
Everything clean, shining and burnished;

tables and chairs, white and in p]a,(,e every

shelfin order; every pot and pan inits nook;

a bright fire, a delicious breakfast, and Mary .
standmg, with downcast eyes, clean and tidy,
and neder a pretense of examining her rolls,
shunning Mrs. Cowden’s eyes.

“(Oh! how very nice,” exclaimed Mrs. Cow-

“den, inﬁnitely .i'elieved s Y s breakfaét ready,

2

“Yes, Missis,” she rephed humbly “Is
2”

“He will be here presently. This is a
great velief to ‘me, Mary, to find you at your
post, and all going on so well =W1th you this
morning.” 5

A I‘orwwe me, MlSSls, I’'m mlghty wicked.
I told youso. Il tryto do better. OnlyI
‘spéets to fall again, I’m afeard on 11:‘.‘ Eut
Il try,”

“ That ig all, my poor. friend, that the best
of us can do. Iwill try to help you hy being

¥
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‘patient, and we must try and ask God’s
assistance,” said Mrs. Cowden, Wlth a much
lightened heart,

Mr. Cowden, il smarting under the morti--

fication of the day before, had bat small faith
in Mary’s promise of amendment. He had,

during his walk made up his mind to- send.
her and her family to a farm he owned in.
Prince George’s County, but Mrs. OOWdeD.l

wished to try ker a little longer. Az a cook,
_ she could not supply her place; then she was

kind to the children, obliging to the servants,

and never spent an 1dle moment, \

“ Well, my dear, do ag. you plea,se I hope -

‘she Won’t break another hundred dollars
worth of china,” he replied.

“T hope not, indeed.- We" must gnard

 against that when the spell is upon her, Do
you know that Janet has taken such a fancy

‘to her that I can scarcely keep her away from
her, and she appears equally fond of the child,

Oh; if we can only cure her of thig vice—"?
“Well, well, my dear, I wish you suceess in

your home_‘mlsszon. Break her of this miser.

able habit, then cire herrlof her idolatrous
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rehglous notlons,” said Mr. Oowden, Ieawng

the room. - ‘
Things went on smoothly for some time.

Mary became reconeiled to her position.in.the
kitchen, and was consequently cheerful. - Her
husband and children were happy, an_d her

humane employers enjoyed not only her de-

licious cookery, and the comfort arising from
regularly served meals and a welloxdered
kitchen, but had the hope that Mary would
not only abandon the vice of her hfe but
become & good Protestant. _
One evening Mrs. Cowden went ir%o the
kitchen to give an order for breakfy ¢ Mary
was sitting beside the clean hearthupon which
burned a cheerful fire, for this was before the

. days of cooking stoves. There was no other
- light in the room. IIer eyes were closed, and

she was apparently dozing. * Everything shone
with cleanliness. The bright fire-light danced
over glittering rows of tins, and the gay-co- -
lored kitchen china; order, neatness and com-
fort: prevailed. I]ven the big Angora cat,

~curled up at” Mary’s’ foet, asleep, looked as

white and silky as if she had Dbeen bathed in
mllk and drled on ﬁne hnen. Mus. Cowden
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paused on the threshoid while she cast a
gl(m(,e of content and admiration around her
in fact it was a scene to delight not only the
eye of & thoronghly good housewﬁe but of a
Flemish painter.

Mary lifted her head zmd opened her eyes.

% Ah! Muary, I am sorry to disturh your
‘nap,” said Mrs. Oowdeh; “I was admiring
your nice kitchen.”

“ T wan’t asleep, Missis, thank you, marm.”

“I hope that yon were having pleasant

‘thoughts, Mary. You deserve them while

resting from labors so well done.”

“Ah Y Missis, my thoughts is lmghtlly mix-
ed up ; some sweet, some bitter,” she replied,
as she slipped a string of somethlng that rat-
tled and leled into her pocket. |

“What is that, Mary, a necklace ?” af-ked
" Mrs. Cowden, thinking that- it ‘was some of
those cheap irinkets which the plantation ne-
groes were go. fond ofl
% No, marm, It’s my beads—my priyer.
beads,” said Mary, drawing out a rosary
made of a sort of gray lLean, valgarly called
s Job’s teals strung upon plated wive,
“Px,ayer beadsl I never-heard of such a

’.
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thing in my hfe,” said Mus. Cowden, takmg
the rosary in her hand.. © What upon earth.
do they mean? Do you understand them, -

- Mary &

“Yes Missis, 1t 13 one of the things my ole
Missis was mighty perticular in ‘struction of
us in,” replied Mary.

“ But how do you pray upon besuds ? it
soems like trifling to me.”

“1t be phm to me, Ml%SIS, but I’mn feared
T can’t make it plain to you, marm,’

“Try, Mary, for upon my word I never

“heard of such a thing in all my life,” said
Mrs. Cowden, passing the rosary through her

fingers and looking with serions eyes upon the

]mlp brass erucifix suspended from it.”

% 'Well, Missis, you see here’s the crucifix

fisst of all, to mind us, 1 spose that Jesus
ought to be first and fo’most in our thonghts, |

‘ beeause He died for our sins. Then coines

‘the Creed, Missus, the 'Poistles” Creed; T
s'pose you know that ; (no, Mrs. Cowden did
not * know that’) this bead stands for ¢¢ ; this
one for the Lord’s Prayer; these three is Hail

- Mary’s; this one for Glory be to the TFather

and the bon and to the Holy Ghost; ther
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heres ano'ﬁher ‘Ouwr TFather; then ten Hail

Mary’s ; then one Our’ Father and 5o to the
end.”

“ But, Mary, why aot go direct to God;
why pray to the Virgrn Mary at all??

“I'll tell you, Misswy, 1 prays to her for her
sistance, *case I's a druadful sinner, and ’case
she was a human® once herself, and knows

how to feel for me. God is mighty holy,

Missis ; He makes me wfraid, and I’'m glad

to hm_re suffin to stand *twixt her Son and
me,”

“Ah, my poor Mary, Jg,sus Christ is our -

_only help with God the lather,” gaid Mrs.
Cowden, kindly and reverendy.

“ Yes, Missis, so I'was larn’t, but He’s to
be' my Judge in the great day, andit’s a good
thing, honey, to have His Mother to plead for-
ue as she sets at His- right hand, for she was
a human, and she knows the good for-nothing.

ness of sueh smners as I be.”

S Arm——a

O

_ @ This was her way of expreasing * human belog?
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CHAPTER VI

¢

TOW MRS. COWDEN WAS PUZZLED

“ What do you mean, Mary, by Apostles’
Creed ¢ mquued Mls. Cowden. " “Js it a
prayer %7 :

Mary uttered a Jow chnckle —not disres-
pectfully, but it was too much for her that

‘this well-born, rich, educated, and beautifnl

white lady dld not know the Apostles Creed,

‘a thing that all “ole Missis’ little niggers could .

say by heart before they were knee high.

© Well! well ! well P’ These were her thoughts,
~but she said :

“It are not a pmyer, 1 belteve Mmms it’s
what we b’lieves.”

¢ Can you say it, Mary P

Mary repeated it.

“Very well, and very gond » ﬂﬂ o rht Mrs.
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Cowden, “There’s nothing about worship-
ping idols in that. Now, Mary, tell me what
you mean by your ¢ Hail Mary @ < flere,”

“thonght Mrs. Cowden, “the cloven foot will -
manifest itself.” ¢ Is Hail Mary ail that )oul

" can say ¥ sheasked.

“ No, MlSSlS, the}e 8 more of it.”

“ Will you repeat it, Mary, if you. ple‘xse [
¢ Sartain, Missis.”

Mary repeated the Hail Mary.”

It suddenly oceurred to Mrs. Cowden-—for‘ '4

just at that moment a shriek from ome of
Mary’s children compelled. her to run up to
her room to see what was the matter—that it

- was not a good work that she had set out for
herself, this endeavor to distnrb the faith of -

“an ‘ignorant slave. What if she succeeded,
and that sonl in new and strange lines, should
become shipwrecked? Suppose this creed of
which ske was herself so ignorant, should have

more of truth init than she dreamed of ? What

* was there wrong in the prayers of the beads ?
There was the Apostles’ Creed, What was
that? A declaration of the faith of all Chris-

tians. She believed every article of that, There

was the Lord’s Prayer. What was that ¥ The
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prayer, taught by Jesus' Christ Fliasclf; the
Prayer of prayers, Theu the Doxology, Wiiat
was that? A declaration of faith in the most

oly Trinity. But there was the Iail Mary.

That puzzled her. She knew nothing about
it ; and she thought she had never leard it,
and imagined it to be some idolatrous popish
nonsense or other, to impose upon the igno-

‘rant, such as poor Mary. Just then Mary,

havmg pacified. her child and hushed it to
sleep, returned. She uncovered her yeast and
took down her -bread-trencher and said :

“ Missis, does you want biscuits or rolls for

' breaktast ¥

“ I wigh Just now to hear your ¢ Hail Mary;**
replied Mrs. Cowden, smiling, and fee]mg as

" if she was about to spring 2 mine under this .

poor papist’s faith. ~Mary repeated the * Hail
Mary ” slowly, reverently and distinctly, Ah!
there was much for her in that blessed
Mother’s prayers. She knew the sorrows of
human kind, for she too was earth-born, and
had tasted the bitterest cupof all. Mrs, Cow-
den heard each word, and strangely familiar
did they sound, "It was all in her Bible, whicii
she read daily. The fivst chapter of 8t Luke's .
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Glospel was one over which she had been wont

to linger—all her reverence for God, all her-

strong faith in the divinity-of the Son of Mary,

all her deep.thankfulness for the coming of

the Redeemer, blended with her own mater-
nal instinets in sweet sympathy for the gentle
Virgin. Mother bending above the humble erib
of Bethlehem. IHow often had she pondered

- over it; how often had her eyes filled with

tears while thinking on the poverty and hu-
- miliations of the most aungust Morusr and
Sox the earth everknew! "And the Ange1 ap-
peared unto Mary and said :
“Hail ! full of grace; the Lord is with
thee ; blessed art thou amongst women.”
That was all in her Bible; not only that,
but the salutation of Elizabeth to the holy

Virgin when she went. up to the hilly coun- -

try to visit. her kingwoman : : :
. ¢ Blessed art thou amongst women, and
“blessed is the {rnit of thy womb.

Not only that but much else of what passed
‘between the Angel and Mary, and Mary and
. Elizabeth. The papists certainly had Scrip-
ture for that much, but she never wmet with

the last part in uny portion of the New Testa-
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ment. - Holy Mary, Mother of God! But Lad

not God found her “full of grace?” hence she -
was holys He had made hw the Mother of
His Son because she.was holy. Mother of
God! Yes, she understood that. It was in

“her Bible, but what she could not eompre-
liend was the prayer, which in the fervor of

her love for Jesus Christ, the Church, His
spouse‘ added for the lelp of her children who
“struggle and weep in this valley of tears:”

% Pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of -

our death.,” Z%at seemed idolatrous to her.

She forgot how often she said to her old pen-

sioner, Mrs, Meade, “ Pray for me, be sure
you pray for me,” or whenever anold preacher,

‘Leld in great repute b} the Methodists, came

to see them, she was in the habit of s caymg :,
“ Pray for me, Father Greentree.”
But by one of those mysterious freaks of
thought, or rather,’ laws, whieh brings thlngb
coherently together, which have a relative at-

traction, she thought of it now. Was shs
© guilty of idolatty. - Didshe do that which de-

prived God or ‘his Son of their glory by ask-
ing human beings like hergelf to pray for her?
And yet, because this woman betore he,r, in
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.the humility of her low estate, ever stumbling,

halting and falling, veiled her face from the

eyes of an offended God, and besonghtherupon

whom His almighty favor had vested; who
had guarded his infuncy, brooded with wonder
and adoration over [lis silence, and gazed
with ineffable awe and tenderness 1115011 His
miracles ; who had suffered in her sonl‘all that
Fe suffered on.the ragged wood of Calvary,.
to “pray for her a sinner, now, and at the
hour of her death,” she had judged her idola-
trous. Mrs. Cowden had sat down beside the

litchen fire, her chin leaning upon her hand; -

her eyes fixed in thought, upon the glowing
flames. She had never thought of the Blessed

Virgin in that way in all her life before, any

more than she had thought of Sarak, of De-
borah, or Miriam, or Judith, or Esther, or

Anna, nor in fact as wuch, because in their

lives there was a grandenr, and swrrounding
them a nimbus 1it up with a glory from the
lightnings of Sinat ; but Mary, who was slie ?

“A simple Hebrew, maiden, poor and hum-
~ble, who embroidered and waited in the Tem-

ple, but who had done nothing remarkable for.
her people; it is trug that she was the mother
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of Jesus—" Here Mrs. Cowden stopped. -A

“crowd of thoughts like a huge billow, swept

through her mind, undefined, strange and
mysterious, yet all blending together in these
words: “Mother of Jesus” Nazareth was
there; Bethlehem was there ; Eoypt was there;
the streets of Jorusalem, the hill of Mount
Sion, the Sea’ of Galilee, Mount Thabor, the
shouts of a multitnde casting their garments

and hailing their king; Mount Olivet was -

there ; Grethsemane ; the rabble athirst for the
blood of the Son of Mary ; the hall of judgment;

the Oross and Calvary ; amidst it all wag the -

Mother of Jesus. We know how mysteriously

- swift is thought, swifter than light, or the .

swiftest wind, ubiquitous, seeing from afar
wondrous things of the past, and dimly out-
lining the shadowy mists of the future; so it
was at this moment with this Protestant lady ;
amidst incongruous surroundings, and prompt-

-ed by the simple unpremeditated words of a

Catholic slave, there came into her soal a
new light, showing her glimpses of a truth of

‘which' she had never dreamed before. She

roused herself from her strange reverie, told

Mary what to make for breakfagt, hurriedly

.
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~ bade her good—mght and returned to the

,drawing-room i a more than usually mought—

ful mood.

'CHAPTER VIL.

S | ,
¥ 5HE PRAYS BLOAUSE SHE IS A smNER.’

g Have you heard how theJMayor’s'si'ster ,
ts ” asked Mrs. Cowden of her hushand one‘

day in the course of conversation.
“ She is no better. - I was at his office yes-
“terday to see about getting that alley closed

* and inquired after Ler health. It is a most.

remarkable case.”

“T hear that she has been bed—ndden many

vears, and is a great sufferer said Mrs.

CO“V d\,ﬁ ‘ ) N .
“ Yes, the Mayor told me that her present

attack is snppused to be mortal; it seems im--
possible for her to survive it. Her back in

ecovered with ulcere and she is so feeble that
when her bed is made, four persons have to

- lift her in the sheet, holding her up by its four

1
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corners, until it is shaken and émoothened.
She is perfectly helpless :

“ Her case excites much sympathy ; such g
lingering, helpless sort of sickness is one of

‘the things I most shrink from. I heard a

lady say . yesterday that she eats little or

- nothing and is perfectly emaciated. The skill

of the most eminent physiciang in Washmg—
ton is baffled, and they regard her case as one
of those phenomena in ‘medicine, which de-
fies ‘all diagnosis; and they simply eall it a
¢ complication of diseases,’ ” replied Mrs. Cow-
den.

“Itis-verysad,” observed Mr, Cowden “bus
the. saddest part of it, wife, is the fact that
they are Roman’ Ca.thohcs, and consequently

without that v1ta1 religion which sanetifies all

. trials.”

“We should not _]udge them to be w1thout
that, becauise they are Oathohcs,” said Mrs.
Qowden, quickly.

“Well, I should not, and I know it sounds

‘unehamtable, but for something the’ Mayor
- told me.! He said that there was no earth]

hopes of his sister’s recovery, and they had




64

THE OLD GREAY ROSARY.

counted a worker of miracles, and were going
to have some sort of religious ceremony con-

“ducted by their -priest and certain friends for -

her cure, as soon as they hesr from him. I
~felt a curiosity to hear more about it, but

through delicacy, asked no more questions.

It made me "sad, however, for error and su-
perstition in high places do incalculable mis-
chief by the conspicuous example they afford.”

- Mrs.- Cowden made no reply, but seemed tc

be absorbed i in turning the heel of afine wool- -
en sock she was kmttmg, and Mr. Cowden re- |

sumed his newspaper. Everything was quite
silent. The fire crackled merrily on' the

hearth, while, like swarms of golden bees, the

sparks flew up the wide-mouthed old-fashion-
ed chimney ; and now and then the bitter win-
. try wind dashed the sleet against the window

‘panes as it whistled shrilly past. Suddenly
a confused sound interrupted the pleasant

siience, and angry discordant voices were

heard in wrathful discussion, growmgj louder
and shriller, until it seemed as if the Whole
“house were a bedlam. ‘

* Prince Hohanlohs.

written to some German Prince,* who iz ac
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¢ Tt is Mary, I am sure,” said Mr. Cowden,
laying down his paper witha frown, “Itwas’
an unlueky day for us, wife, when she came,
but this shall not be permitted. Pull the bell-
rope, will you #”

Mrs. Cowden gave the oellnlope an ener-

| getlo pull; there was a sudden: cessation of

the wrathful sounds, but the Inll was only
momentary, for ere the bell ceased to jingle,
they arose more furiously than before. - By
this time Burgess, the coachman, reached the

sitting-room. He was a middle-aged, respect-

able and very delicate negro, one of Mrs. Cow-
den’s slaves, with more of the Anglo—’SaxOn

~type in his face than the African.

* What is the meaning of .all this uproar,
Burgess ?”. asked Mr. Cowden. ‘

“ Well you see, sir,” replied Burgess, in hls
low.toned, gentlemanly way, ¢ Hetty, she’s
Deen tormenting Mary in respect to gome sort
of prayer- -beads—1I think they call them—and

. jeering of her like; and Mary, she ups and

boxes Hetty’s jaws, and in course, sir, Hetty’s
as mad as & March hare.” ‘

“That will do, Burgess. Tell them hoth

 to coie up to me.”
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“Yes, sir.) SR —

Mrs. (JOWden understood 1£ all at once, and
while there was a flash of vexation upon her
cheeks, there was a merry twinkle in her eye,

and in her sweet heart, she thought that Hetty .

well deserved her chastisement.

Both women entered the door, looking like -
faries, Mary’s swarthy, brown cheeks glow-
ed like heated bronze. Hetty’s orange-color-

ed skin, scarlet, except where Mary’s hand
had left a erimson imprint upon her cheeks,
Mrs. Cowden looked at them both sternly as

they stood panting just inside the door, and

- did not speak for several minutes, during
which time the belligerents grew more com-
posed, and both began to feel a little ashamed.

“T don’t wish you both to speak at once
when I guestion you,” said Mr. Cowden, at

lagt, “ Mary, what is the meanmo' of such %

row in my hounse ¢

“ Well, Mar st I wasn’t gwme to stand;

have’n that saucy jade thar a worrie’n my life
out irom mornin’ to night, makin’ all manner

ot fun of the Blessed Vlrgm, and a singin’ her . ;

pert songz at me—,”
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“ What did she do? Be quniet, Hetizy,”s‘aid
Mr. Cowden, gravely. ' ‘
"« She was all the time smo'm’ ¢ Hail Marry,
old contrary,” and soine. more such stuff, then
she took my beads and put’em round the -

* cat’s neck, and sot her up in the chair, with

my best head hankercher 'round her neek, so
I slapped her jaws;” said Mary shaking her
head and fist together at her foe. :

‘Is this troe, Hetty 2 asked Mr. .Cfowden,
Mr. Cowden had taken up a book, which she -
held open ‘before her face, pretendmg to read,
but ‘in ‘reality to hide the smile with whleh‘
her keen sense of the r1d1 culous dnnpled her
face.

S Yes, Marg’r T did,” answered Hetty w1th
a saucy air, “I dldn’t b'lieve in any body’s
religion that goes and gets drunk in bed, and I
thought them' ar’ beads would do the cat as

. much good as her. = Then Marg’s shemade fun

of us, too, she went and said onr meetin’s al-
ways mmded her of a frog-pond w:th a Jadc-
238 4 bravmo" in the middle of it, so I tore off
her head hankercher’ and punched heér eyes.”

“ Shame upon both of you! Let me hear

o more of such quarrels. I do not beheve
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ir the Oatholic religion, but thats no reassn

why I shonld allow one who doss, to be per-

scenied under my roof.  If Mary hopes to be
suved through what it teaches, : she hus a richt.

to it, and she shall not be OYposed to any, un-
Lmdness on a,ccount of it. Remember th: at,
Hetty You,who are a class- metwher, and give
“in your experience at love feasts, and prfess

full justification through faith, to bebave in

this unchristian, unmmuerly way, instead of -
setting a good and charitable example to your
fellow servants. 1 am asha,med cf you,but go -

both of you and sin no more.’

Mr. Cowden’s remonstrances were, Wdl in-
tended but ineffectual, for as soon as the two
women got back to the kitchen, they closed
the door and without ubtering a word flew at
each other like two enrarred catg, the result of
which was that in a few moments Hetty beg-
ged for quarter,

- Then: Mary’s fevered blood and savage na-
ture cried out ravenously for drink, and day
atter day, sullen, half drunken and at times
turbulent, she tued Mrs, Cowden’s patience
beyond expression. Then at last the speil

passed off lu{e the tadness of soul at the
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sound of Davrd’s hfnrp ; the ﬁery shadows
rolled away from “her brain, and unto the
daughter of David she once more uttered her
. penitence, and besought her mter(,essmn Mrs,
Cowden had promised her to be patient with
her, and fdlthfuﬂy she kept her word. She’
pitied her, for in the house, except herself and -
- Janet, she was without a friend ; the rest look-

‘ (-Jd‘upqn her as a hypocrite and idolater, and

in a thousand. nameless ways made her feel

their scorn and dislike, which she was not

slow. in returning. ."Then, independent of
moral considerations, Mary had become indis-
pensable to.Mrs. Cowden, so much so'that a
week or ten days’ discomfort was move than
compensated for in Mary’s intervals of sobriety,

when her thorough knowledee of her business -

relieved her mistress of all -fatigujg, and wea- -
rying responsmxhty |

“She is incurable, wn‘e,” M. Cowden said .
once ; “ but have your own way, the Burthen

falls on you, the discomnfort on all.”

“ Let ns hope for her amendment, dear hus- '
band. As strangely as it may sound to | yo

“do you know that T firmily believe that M:dlﬁ' g

with all of her mults, has true and devout T
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ligious instirict.: ; her devotlon to those beads,
and her strangely inteHigent but peculiar 1deas ,

of the Virgin Mary are full of a stmng, yet

hamble hope.”
“ My dear wife, it'is sheer 1dolatr ,but I

believe in the posmblhty of there being sober
and industrious brethren, and 1 hope your pa-
tienco will find its reward in at least reform-
ing Mary’s morals.- Blessed Virgin, indeed !
What is she any more -than sany other good
woman #” gaid Mr. Cowden, earnestly.

“ She was the Mother of Jesus,” said Mrs.

Cowden.in a loud voice. ¢ The Mother of the

¢Word made Flesh; His only true Mother,
blessed among women, and full of grace.”

Mr, Cowden started, and looked earnestly

at his wife, then gathering up his law papers,

" which were shewed over the hbra,ry table, he

Teft the room, but her ‘words rang through and

throngh his bram, hisheart, his soul. They were .

from the Bible, every word ; and yet, as much

as he read the sacred book, they had never had
the same deep meaning before; and from that

Lour he always thought, and spoke of the
must Blessed Virgin with a f’eelmw near akin
io veneration. .
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And little Janet now and then got permis.
_siom to go to Vespers with Mary, and;wondrous
wers the things she related to her mother,
when she came home, and the two would bo '

talking together in 1he gloaming, with only.
the ruddy firelight to make a glow amidst the

~shadows. And the child’s dark eyes had a far.

off expression in them, as she talked of the.

‘solemn musie rolling through the white clonda
~of incense ; of the lights gleaming through
- the floatiyg, misty fragrance upon the pictuve
.of the crntified Christ behind the altar; and:

of the great book with the seven seals, and of .
the lamb resting theron, and' the faces of the
cherubs smllmg throuan the glory-tinted

' Llouds.

“Tt seems to me, mamma,” said the chhd
as she sat leaning her golden arms-upon hw

- mother’s knee, and looking earnestly into her

i%e “that God is there, and that the altar is

- His throne Why is. there no splendid place
nade for him in our church ¥

“ We believe, my dear, that a pnre and hur-

‘ble heart is the best throne we ean prepare for

Him,  Outward things are of small avail, if
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¢he goul is not rig‘ilrt.lgefore Him,” gald Mes.

Cowden. _

. “They do, too, I reckon,” m;d Janet, “f'm'

oh, mamma, they pray all the time, and ook
.80 reverent ; unly they pray with their faces
- towards the throne, and the priest in his gar-

ments of gold and silver, rising and kneeling,

and swinging the 'silv’rer urn of incense, and

chanting those solemn tones, reminds me of |
what I read- m Revelations oi what John BawW’

1n hig v1swn

Y 2\Mrs. Cowden’ 5 heart t‘nrobbcd with emotion )

;a8 she gazed upon the glowing face of her
‘ehild, all alight with a rell/\iginus enthusiasm,
Yof thch she was herself un'conscious ; and she
drew her closer to her side, and pressmg her
cheek close to hers, said: =

“ Janef, my child, it is all very beautlful

but there’s danger in if, because that is not.

the true and simple faith of Jesuz Christ, bug
-a corrupt and superstitious religion.”

“ Oh mamma ! if it is that, what is it makos
me foel so rested andsatisfied when Tam there
‘kneeling before the beautiful throne, and lis-
tening to the solemn chants? . And oh,
1mmma! wherever I tum thare are plctures
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of Jeaus, shewmg Him all the. way trom the ‘

. Garden of Gethsemane, to Mount Calvary,

anid the Sepulchre hanging against the pillars,
There is one over just where Aunt Mary and
1 sif; and it makes me cry whenever 1 lUOk at
t?! ' / “
% What.is 11', my child ¥ -

“ He—the Lord-—is sitting upon a 1'011gh |
bem,h in a sort of a cour t-yard and the Ro-
man_ =oldiers are pressing the therny crown

“hard down upon his ‘temples, with thick knot-
‘ted sticks, and the blood is streammg down

his white checks, and oh ! He looks so sorrow-
ful! and thefe stands before Him a Roman sol-
dier mocking him, and puttmg ont his toncrue

~at Jesus,  Oh, mamma' what made hlm 50
. patirnt ¢

9

“ Because He loved us, my child, and came
to redeent us ; and for that he suffered meekly

. the cruelties of the wicked ;” Mrs. Cowden said,

quite forgetting her pr e_]udlces in the .slmple

and true pathos of the ¢hild’s words.

: “And when I go toour church now, marm-
” cotinued Janet, “I feel so lost, every-

, ‘ﬂung looks so bare and cold, and ][ hear

[
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nothing but talk, talk, talk that I can’t under-
~etand, until my head grows dizzy.”

“Tho you nnderstand the Latin you hear at
the ehnreh-on-thehill, my danghter® =

- “No, 1 dont underptand _La,.,m, mamma,.

that sounds like gibberish to me, but I do
understand the pictures, and the something,

. that makes me wish tolove God and‘be nearcr .

‘to Mim, that comes into my heart there.
And, mamma, the one thing that puzzles me
most i tosee Aunt Mm*y kneelmg on the bare
floor all the time, praying, praying, and count:
ing her beads as if she had to do so much of
it befor‘e she died.. Then, I wonder how che

can be g0 bad at home Sometnnes, and so ﬂ'ood

in church.”
“TIf sinners do not pray, my dﬂﬂmg, how
could they be iorgwcn (i

“ Oh, yes, mamma,” said Janet, Tor doubts

all at once cleared away by this simple elucid-
ation ; ¢ that is it. I understand it now. She
prays so much, becanse che is such a sinner.

I am glad itisin her heart to pray, ain’t you,

mamma ¢’ |
“Indeed I am, Janet, There iz hope for
“all who pray.” ' :
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“Al), T like so much to go to that chmoh »
gaid Janet, szrrhmg

b Becmusc you enjoy everything beautiful,
my child.  De you remember all the splendor
and wlitter at Unele I1.°§ when General LaFay-
ette was his guest; the foreign ministers in

their Jewded decomtions, the Ia.dles in their

rich 'satins and diamonds and femt.lem' -and
the new chandeliers with long erystal drops,
and the large mirrors, 1mn0rtad from Irance

for the occasion ; all sp(uklmg and flashing to-
“getherin a mass of brightress ; doyou recollect

how dédlichted, how ecstatic von were, and how
L4 ’ ¥ s

you went almost wild with joy, when General

LaFaycite smoothed your curls and kissed you
before all the company #” |
“QOh, yes, Mamma! I remember all thar,

R and & hdl never forget it as ]mw as I live, but

it was another thing to what I see in the old
church-on-the- hill: and the feeling is quite difs
ferent, you kiow. T don’t know how to tell
you exactly what th» ditference meuans, but it
issomehow so. The Blble, Mamina, says, we
must ¢love God above all things,” and when I’

am at the church-on-the-hill, I feel that; but

when I was at Uncle I1’s I didn’t think of any-
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thing but LaFayetté, the erystal chandeliers,

“the fine ladies, and the dancing, and the stars
and things upon the coats of the foreigners;
that was all very different, Mamma, and gave

‘me alight fever, you know, but the other rests
me and cools me.”. Yes, that was the feeling
she had while sitting nnder the  shadow ot the

- great Rock in a weary land,” but it was only

after many years that Janet Cowden undcr :

gtood it all.

“Well, good night, my daﬂmg Iam gldd
of anything that makes my darling happy,
but 1 can’t have you getting. to be a little
papiat,” said Mrs. Cowden, kISSIHU‘ her, as
they sepa: ated for the night.
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CHAPTER vm.
MA.RY AND HER MISTRFSE.

“¢T wonder what Papist means?” ‘thonght
Janet; “it.sotinds as if it had something to
do with paper; maybe, Mamma thinks if I
go to church so often with Aunt Mary, I shall
et to look like the little girls who. work in the
paper mill,. so many of them come there,
dvessed in little sun~bonnet‘s and white cotton
aprons,”

Innocent little Janet! she was 1101, aware

that Papist was one of the derisive names 3

g:ven by its enemies to that fold of whlch she
was even then—without' knowing it— one.
“[ think,” said Mrs. Cowden to her husband.

‘a few days after as they sat together in the Ii- .

brary afier dinuer, ¢ that I shall pay a visit

to the Oathohe Church some Sunday after.

noon, and see what ‘they do there. Janet s
80 e,m,hanted with all she sees and heal” there,
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that T really feel some curms*ty to judge for
myse]t _

“I.have no fear of you, wife,” said Mr.
Cowden, gravely; “but I think it sextremely
injudicious to allow Janet, with her quick per-
ceptions, her keenly aest.hetlc tastes, and im-

. pressible imaginzation to go there so often, Seed
sown in such natares take very strong root.”

True, Mr. Cowden, the seed had already
taken deep root in your child’s soul, and
through it she was the last Protestant daugh~

ter of that old Protestant race. _

“T feel a little uneasy, myself, sometimes,”
replied Mrs. Cowden; “but she is only fen
years old, pru,oelous in intellect, it is true,
but a mere baby yet, and too young to undex-
stand anything save the pleasure which the
‘musie, lights, pictures and all that, affords her,
But whom do you think I was introduced to
to-day at Mrs., Wolf Tone’s 7%

4T haven’t the slightest idea.”

“To a Roman Catholic devotee—a Mis'
Nei 11e W—, who is said to be & saint, canon-

e —— o otiin

#The widow and family of the Irish putrict, Wolf Tone, were uelgh-
sors of the Cowdena,
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ized by the Pope because she has made twelve
converts to the Clinrch, and they say it is posi-
tively trae, that the Pope rewards all Catho-
lics who can bring converts into the Church,*
by solemnly eanonizing them.”

“ What stuff and what superstition,” gaid
Mr, Cowden, exhaling a volume of cigar smoke
from his lips, which wore a smile of scorn and
amusement over the folly and childishness of
Catholics.  “I hope, wife, that she 100ked
inore like a saint than Mary does?” ‘

“ Not like our ideals of sdints, at least,” said
Mrs. Cowden, “for she did not.sit with her
eyes rolled up and her hands folded on her
bosom ; neither had she a halo abont her head,

. but a frightful black bonnet with a bow ‘on
" the front like the sails of a wind mill; ~ Her

eyes were kindly, quick and cheerful, and her

small, shriveled hands were not stﬂl for an

znstantm :
Just at this moment a lady wag ushered in,

"a legitimate friend of the family, and after
the usual salutations were over, and they lad

all resumed j,hen'-seats, Mr., Oowden said that

o+ This is & commop Mea &mong I’roteatants, and whut is relzmd

“Thee i8 striclly true.
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his “wife had just been describing & Roman o

Catholic Saint she had met.”

“ Miss Nellie, I am sure!” gaid the lady, -

langhing, “If the blessings of thie poor can
mal\e a saint, Mr. Cowden, and a life of devo-

tion to ker- rehglon, ghe is surely one. There’s

not a poor hove! within her reach that she
has not hrichtened with her charities, Late
and carly she s amongst- the poor, First atca

baptism, then beside a death-bed, now eom- .

forting some poor widow,now visiting and be-
f mendlng the orphan, clothing thenaked, feed-
ine the hungry, bearing comfort to poor prie-
oners; [ ean’t tell you the half she ‘does,

but her hands are never idle in the service of

‘the poor and suffering.”

% That is a panegyrie to be proud of at any
rate,” observed Mr. Cowden, pleasantly. .

“And she is a Cathohc but do tell me one |

thmg, does she pray on beads P’ agked Mrs.
Cowden so earnestly tha¢ her husband’s eyes
twinkled with mirth. ‘ o :

“Beads! my dear. T wish you could see.

the string of them she has! They are as large
as hickory nuts, and reach from Dan to Bar-

sheeba, Catch Miss Nellie without her beads,
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a,nd you mlght think the end of the World-
drew near.”

“B0,” thought Mrs. Cowden, “not mﬂv the
ignorant but the educated a.nd refined use
prayer beads, and pray to the Virgin,”

Miss N ellie W—, of whom they had been
speakmg, belonged to one of the best old famni-
lies in Southern Maryland, and in her youth
possessed all those accomplishments and graces
which give elegance and tone to society ; but
for the love of Christ she had eschewed all
worldliness and devoted herself to religion and

‘works of mercy, and lived far into old age,

the faithful servant of the poor and gorrow-
stricken. She rests from her labors, and if
one may judge of such a life, she is crowned
with eternal peace.

Their visitor sat some time with ﬂmm chat-
ting merrily of the on dits of the day, and

“among other things referred to the extreme

illness of Mrs, M—-, the sister of the Mayor of
Washington, whose case, from the respecta-

bility and position of her family ez zcited very

general interest. ,
“T hear,” she said, ¢ tha,t ‘she is sinking
slowly, and there is no ‘earthly hope of her
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getting Lotter. The, 8- told me yesterday 1liat |

- she might die at any moment. I heard that
her faniily and friends are about having some
religious ceremony, or concerted prayers—I

don’t know what ‘but it is to last nine days-— -

~ for her recovery.”

« Tt seems to me that it would be a greater
miracle to restore such an one to health than
il one were raised from the dead,” observed
Mr. Cowden. * It is preposterous, the idea
of such a thing, now that the age of miracles
is past. It would be sensible to resign them-
gelves to the Divine WilL” '

% (Catholios have nneommon faith,” observed
the lady, “ birger than a musmrd-sced Mr.
Cowden, and I (,onfess it St‘i.(!fg eis me to see it.
I don’t know anything about their peculiar

belief, but they are devoted and very much in -
- earnest abont their religion. But T must say

good-bye, as it is growing dark.”
“ S0 are the Mahometans and the Bhuddists

very much in earnest abount their religion, for ~
that matter,” observed Mr, Cowden, after she -

went away., Dut Mrs, (Cowden thought there
‘Was Some. dlﬁercnce between the Mahometans.
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the Bhuddlsts and thc Catholies, ashﬁ,t]e as
she knew of the latter.

And so these good, cultivated and mtelh-
gent people, full of the best instincts of hu« -
manlty and religion, went groping along amidst
the shadows, touching now and then the por-

“tals of Truth, but ignorant of their nearness
to.it, and turning off again to wander throngh

the mazes of error. There are thousands stlll *
doing so, who are pre] indiced against the faith,
only iﬁrouglz, ignorance of its dog;mas, to Whom
a clear, simple definition of it, such as the Cat-
echism of the Couneil of Trent gives, would -
do more to convert than all the learned argu-
ments of all the most learned theologians who
everlived. Some I have known who were
versed in all the knowledge that science and
learning affords, who knew the Catholic reli-

~gion only through perverted lListory and the

popular Jeremiades against the Dark Ages—
dark indeed to some—and I have seen some
of this class bronght to know the TFaith by
finding out, or learning by accident, some of
the very simplest rudiments of the belief of
Catholies. DBut' this digression shall not be
prolonged ; for we will relate a little incident
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“that oceurred abont this time, Whiéh softened _

Mrs. Cowden’s heart yet more in behalf of
her Catholic slave, , |
Mary had an oléi ‘worn-out.C aLh‘oli_e prayer
bock, which had’ onbelbelongod to her old
# Mistress,” and one Sunday afternoon, on the
way to church, she confided the secret of ity
~ possession to Janet, who forthwith volunteer-
ed to read it to her whcnever he wished her
to do g0. Mary did not care for the prayers

much, but the hvmns delighted her and she.

never tn'ed of hea.rmg Lhem read. One Sun-
day night, when  Mr. Cowden and the other
members of the family had all gone ot to
- church, Mrs. Cowden, who was sitting in-the
nursery, thought she would step down to see
what had become of Janet. She was not in
the drawing room, thé library or dining room.
The kitchen was an interdicted place to the
“children, and the cook had standing orders to

pin a dish-cloth to the skirt of every little ad- -

venturer who straggled thither, who, uncon-
scious of his appendarve, wandered innocently
up “stairs and down stairs,” until he came
into “ my lady’s chamber,” where the circum.
- stantial eviderice that he borve slong wusunally

L)
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brought him to grief. But kitchenward Mrs,

Cowden went, and as she approachcd she
thought she heard a low sound of singing, and
stepping softly she soon reached the door, and
saw Janet and Mary seated at the kitchen ta-
ble—the lamp between them-—singiug from a
book—the old prayer book. J: anet’s clear,
treble tones rose distinetly above the hoarse,.
tremulous voice of Mary, and they sang the

~ quaint and devotional old hymn, begmmn

*Baw ye, my Saviour 7 Saw ye, my Saviourand God ?

Oh, He died on Calvary, to atoue for you and me,

And to purchase our pardon with blogd.”
And she'stood listening to the old monastic
hymn until it ended where the Lord, “ embalm-
ed.in spices sweet, was in a sepulehre laid 1?
she had heard the whole pathetic rtory of
Calvary, and tears coursed unbidden down
her chiceks, as they sang of his bleeding
wounds, His thirst, His last words, His dy:ng!
There it all was ; her child need go to hear
no elaborate sermon to learn how her 8aIVa-
tion had been purchased ; there it was all nap-
rated with tender and simple pathos in the

old Catholic hymn; Mrs. Cowden looked at

the twain, and thonght of Una and the Lion;
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'o‘f‘Be‘auty and the Beast; of Philip and the .

Ethiopian servant of Queen Candace; and
when their voieces ceased, she turned away si-
lently, went back to the nursery, resumed her

scatb beside her sleeping boy’s side, and opened

. her Dible. - Her eyes fell upon these words: .

“But oné in Council rising up. a Pharisee,
named Gameliel, a Doctor of the Law, and re-
speeted by all the people, commanded the
men to be put forth a little while. And he
said to them: ¢Ye men of Israel take heed

to yourselves what you intend to do. touching.
these men.’ Tor before these days rose up-

- Theodas, affirming himself to be soniebodV‘ to

whom a number of men, about four hundred ‘

joined themselves ; who was slain s and all that
believed in him were seattered md brought
to nothing. After this man rose up Judas
of Galilee, in the ‘days of the enrolling, and
drew away the people after him ; he also per-
ished ; and all, even as many as conuentcd to

him, were dispersed. And now, therefore, I

gay to you, refrain trom these men, and let
“them alone; for if’ this counsel, or this work
-be of men, it will come to naught. Bat if it
be of God, you cannot overthrow it; lest per-
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“haps you be found even to fight against God.”

And Mrs. Cowden tonk the lesson to heart.
Not only wonld che place no impediment in
the way of Mary’s faith, or in any mannertake .
advantage of her right over her, as her slave,

+“lest ¢he should be found to fight even against

God,” but she would from heuceforth lend hex
a helping hand, and make opportunities for
her o attend her church more frequently ; and
as to Janet, well, if it was God’s work, it would
g0 on in spite of her, if it was not His work it

Would surely come to nanght.

Mary was a sore trial at times, an anomaly,

a barthen vo her spirit, and full of contradic-

tions, but even while she pitied her case, and

had cause to gird up her patience, Mrs, Cow-

.den felt convinced that the tenacity of pur- |

pose which she manifested in her religions be-
lief was no sham, but the result of a deeply-

-seated faith, and with the needful assistance
* all might )et be well with her. She was mo-

rally, not spiritually blind, and must not be

left to wander at will among the pitfalls of

the wilderness, but be softened and hedged in
with kindness and care; ‘she must be more hu-
mamzed by sympathy, and she hoped that at
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last the little, ¢hoked-up seed, would spring
up and bear good fruits.  If her religious faith
-eould produce so saintly a character as Miss
Nellie W—, who prayed to the Virgin on beads
and was affluent in all the hest Christian works,
why need she despair of Mary ?. .
Mrs. Cowden songht an opportunity to ask
- Mary some questions, which elicited the fact,
that she was not at all a practical Catholic,
‘and had not been for many years; that she
neither went to Mass, to Confession mnor to

Communién. She had -held on only to the

‘Faith through her devotion to the DBlessed
Virgin and her Rosary, this was the ouly tie
that saved her from utter shipwreck, " Poor

soul!l her trust in humanity had been erushed -

out by the cruelty of man, and amidst the

rain of her better self, all hope, leaving eonso-

lation aside, had been nearly blotted out. - In
‘her new hoine, she had felt the patient kind-
ness of her Protestant mistress with softened
gleams of gratitude, but the servants, all sleek,
proud mulattoes, who planmed themselves on
having always, for several gen e;‘atiohsi, belong-
ed to “ the same old family,” who had a certain

refinement and intelligence, which really rais-
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ed them above the generahty of ’rhelr clasg—

looked down upon her, scoffed at her religion,

and would not associate with her. These were
Mary’s daily frials, which, aetmg. on her mor-

' bid and evil nature, lowered still more her self.
" respect, until it was almost extinet. Like
- swarms of venomous gnats, stinging and blind-

ing her, she was ever on the defensive, exaspe-
rate and defiant; to strike out blindly arcund

her, careless of who and what was hurt, so that

somebody was. Mrs, Cowden adwsed her to
o and see her priest, which she promised to

‘do, but whenever she had made up her mind

to go, some fresh ontbreak made her lose cour-

“age, and put it off to o more convenient sea-

gson. DBut all of her duties to her kind mis.
tress were faithfully discharged ; the fulfilling
of them had become a sort of religion to her
which she serupulously observed ; then at in-

- tervals, her rosary indicated that her soul

could not be satisfied 'Wlthout a higher serwce,

& more spiritual devotion.

Ah! if the soul’s struggles eould be written

‘and its deep mysteries unveiled, how guickly

would the pious cease to be scandalized in ax -
overwhelming pity and compassion, how swiftly
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would their charity be kindled to witness

the keen remorse, the weakness, the aspiration,

the bruises, the sorrowful outeries of their tor-

tured and tempted brother! instead of cold, re-

proachful looks, and a drawing of the garment
closer to avoid contact with the sinner, speak
kindly and forbear gently, remembermg all
the time these words:

“ It I speak with the tongueof men and an-
gels, and I have not charxty, I am become as
sounding brass or tinkling eymbal, And ifI
should have prophecy, and should know all
mysteries and all knowledge; and if I should
have all faith, so that I could remove moun-
tains, and ha,ve not charity, 7 am nothing. And
if I should distribute all my goods to feed the
poor, and it I should deliver up my body to

be burned and have not charity, it profiteth

‘nothing.”*

PV

*(Corinthidns, xitf, 1, 2,8

i -
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CHAPTER IX,

“PAITH AS A GRAIN OF MUSTARD gpmp.”

Mrs. Cowden had not only questioned Mary

“and given her opportunities to attend Mass on

Sundays, but advised her to do whatever her
chureh required of its members. But the old
slave-apathy, with a sense of her own short-

.comings, kept her back from the Saeraments;

her old gray rosary, and her devotion tothe
Blessed Virgin, were truly the only outward

- vestiges left to her of the piety of her youth,

This woman’s faith, living through the better
fortunes: of her oppressed and suffering lite,
and the peculiarly depressing influences of hu‘

low estate, convinced Mrs, Cowden that to her

at least there was a vitality in it that was not

ot the *“ earth earthy,” and she promised her-

self over and over again mever to attempt dos

- ing tha least thing which wouid tend to extine
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guich i¢, but breathe kindly upon it into a flams
in the poor, harassed, tempted soul. DBut Mary
got no further than Mass and Vespers; some-
thing scemed to hold her back from the Sacra-

ments, and yielding to the temptation, she

made no effort to shake off the heavy letharg
But she clung to her beads ; this devotion was’
~ like the last plank after shmwreck, and she
never let it go-—floating above the turbid tide,
or tossed among the breakers, beaten against -
* the rocks, or sinking into the depths, she clung
toit, and would still eling even if she perished.
The anomaly was puzzling to those around her,
who saw her failings and felt the discomfort

of her humors. With their ideas of “convic- '

tion,” ¢ justification” and sanctification,” it
was like the most preposterous mockery that
such a being should presume to lay the least
claim to the smallest hope. ‘

One morning Mrs, Cowden was in her nur-
ery, engaged with all a mother’s pride in eurl:
ing the dark, silky hair of her pet child, “little
T .mue,” a beautiful boy of three years, Mary
stood near them, with a plate of warm ginger
cakes in her hand, which shehad just brought
up to the children, and watched mother and
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ehild with a softencd and pleased expression
in her nsually hard visage, for she loved them
hoth ; -the little boy especially was her great-

est pet among the children, There came a

tap at the nursery door, which opened a little

way, and the respectable and solemn face of -

Burgess appeared, and he announced that :
“ Mrs. Tone was in the drawing-room, and
wished to zee Missis.” ' :
We find ourselves usm@ big words to repre-

sent Burgess, from a desive to represent him

to our readers, but alas, no language can pos-
sibly portray his ineffuble self-consei nusuess,

the gentlemanly . gravity of his demecmnr, or‘

the look which betrayed a feeling of responsi-

bility to all creation for the manner in which
. he-discharged his functions. He was among

the last representative of the old negro gen-

. t!em an “of the olden t1me,” and th(, dying
out of his class is not a sign of the world’s pro-
“gress. - We shall hear of h1m again.

“ Yes, Burgess. Say to Mrs. Tone that 1
will be with her in a few moments,” said Mrs, -

Cowden, putting the child from her lap, and

* distributing the ginger' cakes with a kiss all

round, - Hetty came into the nurgery. at that

s

iy P 'x"':
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: -‘ . . : L)
moment, and she hurried down to her visitor,

who had come in in her morning wrapper, -

and with no covering on her head, except the
“elegant India muslin turban Whmh ghe in-
varisbly wore.* ‘

«T have run in, my dear, sans ceremonie,”’
she exclaimed in her genial way, as she held
Mzs. Cowden’s hand, ¢ to ask if you have heard
any of theparticulars of the remarkable event

- which has just happened in. the eity,} and ut
which the papers are full?” |

« 1 am delighted to see you, Mrs, Tone bt

am sorry to disappoint you. -1 have not looxed

into the morning papers, nor have T heard
any tidings from the outside world since yes-
‘terday evening. What is this astenishing
event ¥’

-« The -mcst wonderful thmcr of modem
times! I declare it gives me a nervous chill

to thmk of it,” emlalmed Mrs, Tone; © but I_

-
will keep you in guspense 1o 1onrver. You
”
know all about Mrs, M-—" |
¢ Mrs. M—, the Mayor’s sister, who has
. : 33
been so many years ill ¢ .
* Mrs. T(:Jne was a Protestant
+ Waghington.
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“ The same she has Deen bedridden these
many years with incurable diseases. I havs
friends who know her well,” , }

“Js she dead #” inquired Mrs, Cowden.

“No. Sheis cured. Cured suddenly yes-

wterday by a miracle, and the whole city and |

town arein a state of commotion about it. The
paper states that at least a thousand persons’
visited the house yesterday to see her. It
seems absolutely incredible that such a mira-
cle should happen in the nineteenth century,”
said Mrs. Tone, her warm, Irish heart over-
flowing with emotion. “But here is Mr. Cow-

~den; of course you have heard all about this,

Mr C‘owden ” .

“ Good morning, and yes, my dear madam,
for I suppose you allude to the sudden recov-

cery of Mrs. M—, The morning papers all

speak of it, and on”my way home I met old
Dr. 8—, one of "her physicians, who spoke of

_the case. Ilearn that crowds of people are

thronging to see her, and I hope. smcerely
there is no deception in the matter ; the well-
known piety, intelligence and p0<=1t10n of the
famlly seem to forbld even such a suspicion,”
“I think that they have simply misunder-
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stood some natural effect for a muracle.  Ihave
often heard that the most dreadful nervous
eomnplaints sometimes Ieave the systein instan-
tanconsly, Mrs. M— may have been aflected
with a comphmtzon of nervous disorders,” said.
Mrs, Cowden, as incredulons as Thomas,

¢ Dr. 8— declares not. He told me that he
had watched and tended the case for years,
and had never had one which so completely
bafiled his skill. Ile said that when le saw
- her late the evening before last, he considerad
* her in adying condition, but they were going
" on.with their prayers to the Blessed Virgin
Mary and her Divine Son, and saints, with-
out end, for her recovery. Youknow, wife, that
the Dr. is a staunch old Wesleyan Methodist,
eminent in his profession, and possessed of too
great a mnd of common sense to be carried

avmy from substantlal facts by any excéitement,

or gophistry whatever. -He told me that she
was diseased from head tofoot; that every or-
" gan was more or less implicated in the gene-
ral decay ; and he could nnputc the eure to
nothing but the power of God.”

« Tt is very extraordinary,” said Mrs, Cow-
den, gravely. And she thonght: “ They
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, ’pr‘aye'd too, to the V;i_rgin Mary. Can it be

true that her Son is more propitions to her

prayers than to the prayers of others?” but

she said nothing about her thouo hts
“ It is perfectly amazing,’ kmd Mrs. Tone,
“what faith Catholics have. I could tell you .

‘instances of it which I have known in Ireland,

which you would searcely credit. In faith

they are equal to those who, in olden times,
“brought forth their sick into the streets, and
laid ‘them on beds and couches, that when
Peter came his shadow might at the least over-
shadow some of them, and they m]ght be de-
livered from, their mﬁrmmes.’ »?

«T am a little skeptical abont Mrs. M
eure. I feur, poor lady, that her relief is only
temporary,” said Mrs. Cowden, looking out
the window as a carriage drew up. “Here

comes Editha, looking intent on something,”

the a,ddﬂd as her sister-in- law Mrs. Co]‘

~ Hel— s tepped from her carriage. In another.
" moment she was in the drawing room exchang—
ing salutations with them all.

« How do you all do? I have just comein
from Weston, and am going right over to the
city to hear all about this Wonderful miracle.

]
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" The Colonel came out Iast night in the great.

est excitement about it that yon can imagine ;

he had really Leen to see Mrs, M —, and saw

" her well aud cheerful with his own eyes,” said
Mrs, McK—, without having. stopped to ask

what they were talking about, or whether they

had héard .of the cure, so certain was she that
“it was impossible to talk of or difcuss any othu &

subject, ¢ Come, some of you, with me.”
%1 confess,” sald Mra. Tone, “that it will

. g! veiie Qgreat pleasure to go, MIS MeK—, and .
if you can wait: until I go back and change

" my dress, I will not detain you ten minutes.”
“Thank you very much, Mrs. Tone, for go-
ing with me.” Do not hurry youiself, as it

is perfectly convenient for me to wait. Then.

we will call for Mi's. Iturblde, said Mrs,

MeK—.
“They’ll come back pap1stb, T am snre,” said

- Mr. Cowden, laughing, as lie rose and palled '

the bell to order the carriage. ¢ Come, wife,
we might as well go with the rest of the world.

Go up and wake your toilette. I’ll entertain . -
,‘

Editha, and you can bring J anet, if you like.’
“ Of course, I'll go; and Lditha, if I shounid
not come down before Mrs, Tone comes in,
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we will all ‘meet at the Mayor 8, said Mrs.
Cowden, leaving the room to get ready.
They found a crowd of carriages in front of

‘the Mayor’s house, and saw a throng of peo-
Jple of both sexes, well dressed and respectable-

Iooking, pressing along the sidewalk, on their
way thither. ¢ What went they out to see?
4 reed shaken with the wind? But what went
they out to see ¢ a prophet?’ Some who wera
hurrying along felt and knew that they were
going to sce more—aye, the work of more than

- a prophet under that roof; others came to cee

with their own eyes the woman who had been
miraculously raised froin the bed of death, heal-
ed in an instant of all her infirmitics. Some
came fully impressed with the truth of the
miracle, and these believed, because they knew
that God is immutable and omniscient ; that
He is the same yesterday, to-day and forever,
and full of merey to grant the pravers of those
who have faith as a ¢ grain of nmb’card seed.”

But many of them were strangers to the Church

to whom God has given. miraculous powers of -
gupernatural i 1mp01 t, and had faith i in this mir-
acle, because|they believed their Bible, in
which the promises of Christ are recorded, the

i
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animus of their religion being a sort of gene-
ralizing toleration, which they called ¢ charity
to all.” There were others who came with
- gmiles of derision on their lips, and scofingin

their hearts at what they considered thie ere-

dulity and superstition of people who could
imagine that a hysteric illness required a mir-
acle to cure it; some thought the whole thing
asham in the interests of the Chareh ; inshort,
it was now just as it was.in the days of Jesus,
when Jew and Gentile ¢ put out the tongue,”
‘and cavilled, and doubted, and derided His
wonderful works; while many who believed
were silent through iear of ridicule and loss
of caste.

Mr, and Mrys. OO‘i'v den sent in their cards

and those of Mrs. Tone and Mrs. Col. McK—,
to Capt. C—, the Mayor, who immediately sent

~out to invite them in, and himself received -
them with hospitable welcome at the hall door. .

He condaéted them into his sitting room, the
‘only spot in the whole of the large house not

crowded with strangers, and infrodueed them

t0 one of his sisters, Miss C—, who happened
to come in just as they entered. Capt, C—

introduced them as * Protestant friends fiom
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—town,” and she WBICOmEu them in = pohte |
nd dignified manner, putting every one at
+a8e, which required no slight tact under the

- aeculiar eiveumstances of the visit. Tlen the
' ,onveraatmn turned on the dbSOlban‘ ﬂub.]ect

which oceupied their minds. Mrs. Oowden,
ull of delicate ms’mmts, would have made a
iraceful apology. for coming, but Mrs. C— in-
errupted her, saying: “No need to apoloo'me,

L assure you, Mﬂ. Cowden, This great thmg
Ahat has happﬂned is God’s worlk, and it is but
ight that it should be seen by all, that He

-uay be glorified.  Wedid not invite publi@ity

yat as goon -as my sister was cured, the news
~eemed to spread like wildfire,. fmd people of
1Al classes began to come and were admitted
.o-see her, She said: * ‘Let it be known to
he ends of the earth what the Lord hath done
or me; it is His work, not man’s.’” -
Thfare was ‘no affectation of religions fervor

o sanetimonious enthusiasm' in Miss (-

nanner, but the words were uttered gravely,
“Lmetly, and carried with ‘them a “weight of
ruth, and an impression, of simple sincerity

“ Would it be trying you too much, Miss
£—, to give us an account of the—of Mrs,

L4
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M—’s cure? We are all deeply mterested in
\1&5@ event.” ,
Mrs. Cowden would no’c say miracle.

“Qertainly not, Mrs, C—, but would you like
to see my sister first? She is receiving num-
bers of people up stairs, and really seems quite
" unwearied, while.I had to make my escape to
my brother’s here, for a few moments’ rest
and quiet.

“I think,” S’ud Mrs. Cowden anemg :

'rmmd at her friends, who nodded assent ¢ that
it will be more interesting to hiear the- panxticu-
lars of her illness and cure first.”

Capt. C— was engaged in conversation on

the absorbing topie with Mr. Cowden, in

another room, and Miss C— began :
% Perhaps you are aware that my sister, Mrs,
Mw—,was ill for some years, most of the time

entirely bed-ridden. - The peculiarity of her

case, and her extraordinary sufferings, excited
unusual interest throughout the community.

My brother being » public man, the illness of
‘a member of his family of epurse became more

generally known than had he been in private
. life. 'Within the last year Mrs, M—’¢ disease
assumed such a terrible phase of suffering, as
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toachei thb hearts of all Who Wltl’leSaBd it,

B \\1th the deepest commiseration. I cinnot

even attempt to describe all that she endured.
She could eat nothing, sleep but little, and,
except when excited to momentary stlencrth
by almost 1n@upp0rtable pains, was too Weak
to lift her head from the pillow, often too weak

to swallow her drinks. In all this time no .

murmur escaped her, and finally, from lying
so long in one position, her back became COv-
ered with bed-ulcers, and her bones Jnearly'__:
pierced through the skin. When we changed
her bed linen She had to be lifted in a sheet
and held up in that way by four of the ser-

“vants, until, the bed was made comfortable,

and ¢lean things put on.  The slightest move-
‘ment gave her the most excruciating torture,
from those angry ulcers  on her. spine and

‘ shoulders; and from head to foot within and

without there seemed to be no sound spot in
her. The. doctors came, the most eminent
medical aid was ealled in, but the case bafiled
the kill of medicine, and they all declared

‘that she wasincurable. They called it a “com-
plication of diseases,” and wondered how she
emsted from day to day. Her pat1en(,e never
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failed her, and the sacraments were Ter great-
est aud only consolation, One day, her Con-

fessor and I"ather Matthew, touched with ten-

der pity. at the sight of her sufferings, advised
a Novena —that is nine days’ prayer —
for her recovery. A number of miracles

‘had been wrought in Europe about this time,
through the prayers of the Prince, Bishop
Hohenloe, and Father —— wrote to ask him -

to name the prayers for:the Novena, and unite

‘with us in them, for my sister’s recovery ; and

he lost no time in writing to tell us that he

~would do all that we wished, and namedaday

for the Novena to begin. This day was two
days after the reception of his letter. o
Wil you please tell us, Miss ——, what
a Novena is #” said Mrs. Cowden. |
“A number of pérsons make up their minds
to pray for.a certain object during nine days.
They begin by confessing their sins, receiving
Communion, and saying the prescribed pray-
ers on the first day; every day after, until the

ninth, they visit.a church and offer the pray-
ers beiore the Blessed Sacrament; on theninth

day they confess and commune agetm, which

ends the Novena. Of eourse in tlns particu.
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lar Novena mv sister her=elf assisted as Well
as she could at home. Some of us feared that
it was injudicious, that it -would onlv excite
false hopes 3 and render the dlsappmnnnmt

‘move bitter ; many of our friends thouo*ht us
" half® crazy, to pray for what seemed so hope-

less a thing; in fact-we met with but little en-

- couragment {rom any, except the few who -
' ]omed with us in the Novena,”

“ And what did Mrs. M-— herself ﬂnnk of

-1t or hope from it ?* iz:quired Mrs. Tone,

“ She seemed to have but one sentiment in

regard to it,”? continned Miss O—, “und that

was a perfect, implicit trust and submission to
the will of* Almighty God ; neither h()pes nor
fears, nor anxiety disturbed her; she reposed
entirely in the divine will, with the most un-

- questioning and humble. faith, jWVe feared
“sumetlmes that she would not live through

the Novena; her physicians thought her sink-
ing oitentlmeb, and the ughth day we t hought

; it 1mposmble for her to survive the ni; rht Hex

pulse was so low, as to be s« arcely perceptible,

gometimes it left the wrist altogether; her
.tongug/ clove to the roof of her mouth ; het

pallid, pinched features were covered with a
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"~ eold, clammy sweat, and a gray shadow over-
spread her countenance ; the plecurbors, we
thought, of speedy’ dlssolntmn

“Y¢s,” said Capt. C—, “at midnight all”

these signs appeared to me to be the. forerun.

‘ners -of death. I had lost much rest; my -

nerves were unstrung ; I felt that I could not
see her die, so I kissed her, looked a sorrowful
farewell and went up to my room, telling my

sisters to let me know when all was over. T

threw myself on my bed, and fell. into a sound
“sleep from sheer exhaustion.”

“And,” continned Miss Gy 6 towards dawn -

she seemed so near her last agony that. I fear-
ed she would die without the holy. Viaticum,
" for she could no longer swallow even a drop
of water; the muscles of her throat had stif-
fened, and her extremities were icy cold ; she
could only turn her sad eyes, with a loving

-and imploring look, from one to another, asif -

hidding us adiet, then fix them again upon
. the crucifix which one of us held before her.
“We expected Father —— every instant, with

. the Blessed Sacrament ; and presently, to our

great joy and her’s we heard his footsteps on

the stairs. In another moment he was in the .
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‘yoom, and we were Al kneehnn‘ in adoration

of Him whom he bore with him,and who under

the guise of “ bread,” had come to eonsole the,

dying. e deposited the Blessed. Sacrament

‘on the little altar which stood nesr the gide of

my sister’s bed, vested himself in surplice and

* stole, and began the rite, when one of us thought

to tell him that she could not swallow.,”

At this part of Miss C —’s narrative a tall,
dignified, high-featured lady, dressed i black
¢ilk, came in, 'There was a healthful tint in
her complexion; nosign. of recent illness in

‘her face, which was 1it by a serene smile; and

she - moved with erect and graceful carriage,
pausing only an instant, as 1f surprlsedl to find
strangers in Capt. C—'s sanctum,

& My friends,” said Captain O —, taking her

“hand, “ this is my sister, Mrs. M —, Nancy,

these are some Protestant friends of mine,
from —town, who have come to see you and
congratuldte yom on your cure.”

Could it be that this woman, apparently in

- the fall flush of health, with a cheerful coun-

tenance, strong, graceful, erect, was the same
suffering one they had just heard described ¢

It seemed. tneredible, and like Mrs. Tone, all
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felt a nervous thrill shoot through and through -

thern,

She received their congratulatlons and all
the kind things that were said, in a cordial
way, her manner tempered by a gravity which
- was far from oppressive to her visitors, but

which struck them all as well befitting one
“who had, like Moses, been so nigh unto Ged .

in the ﬂesh and aslxed if her sister had been

giving them the partmulals of her restoration .

to health,”

“ Yes,” said Miss C—, “I 'was just deserib-

ing the ‘condition that you were in when
. Father ' ‘wbrought the Blessed Sacrament
to yon.”

“ Ah! well, there is but little more to tell,”
gaid Mrs. M—— Ler eyes brightening with a
soft glow, and uneovsciously to herzelf, a swift,
holy sort of an expression settling on her face ;
“the supreme moment was near athahd, Fa-

ther agked meif I thought Ihad strength -
to swallow the Sacrament, and mojstened my
lips with a little water. I tried ‘fo swa]low a

drop or two that had trickled down on my
parched tongue, but found it impossible, He

‘thought me dying. He feared to place the
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'Sacred Host upon my tongue I wag so far

gone, and he commended me to the mercy of
Almighty God, and would have begun to read
the prayers for the departing soul, but- I im-
plored him with my eyes, saying dﬂ I conld -

“through them, to administer the Holy- Com-

munion to me, He waited a little: while, he .
was perplexed what to do; but as I grew no -
worse, he all at onee deternnned to comfort my
departmg spirit with the Bread of Life, if pos-
sible. I saw him elevate. the Saored Host,
and heard the words: Zce Agnus Dei ; ; then
I saw no more, my sight became obscured’ by
a sudden dimness as he, with great diffieulty,

laid it upon my tongue, All knelt silently -
around my bed. Could this darkness, and

coldness, and sinking, be death ¢ Suddenly—

_assudden and swift as 1xéhtmng——1 felt agentle

shock tlnourrhout my entire svatem, and af,
the same instant a sweet moisture hke sweet-
ened water, filled my mouth a glow spread
through and through me, and immediately,
without the sllo"htest difficulty, I swallowed
the Blessed Sacrament. My soul was full

to ovérflowing of a divine emotion, 4 burn-

ing, rapturous feeling -of love towards God ;




110 . 'rHE OLD GRAY ROSARY.

my tongue was unlocked, and lifting my -

- hands, I exclaiméd: ¢Praise be to- Jesus.’

I thought of nothing else'then; this feeling
BW¢ Lllowed up. all others; but presently I be-‘

_came conscious of a great strength, of a raptur-
ous sensation of health, of a fulness of life,
tiding in regular pulsatlons through my veins,

and 11f't1n9; myself up, I crled out:. ‘I am

cured ! Give thanks to God! T am cured!
I am well?”

' Father—— Jooked as if he would faint, and

said : ¢ Be quiet, be quiet, my dear ch1ld—-

perhaps.yon deceive yourself— this may not’

be a cure. Rest composed a little while)’
My sisters. were excited greatly, ‘and were
weeping with joy. .
- <] am not deceived, my Father, I saxd
¢ am well, thanks be to God, I am well,.and
_wish to tise and dress.” T raised myeelf up,
and Father ———, now convinced, said:
« ¢ Wait, then’ my child until I leave the
room. I will ‘go and offer thanks for you in

another Mass.”

“Then,” added Miss 0—-‘-' “she got out of

bed, and dressed herself ! In changing her
under garments, I looked at her back ‘which
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a few momoants aro wag, T knew, covered with.
alcers; but not one was left, thev were healed,
and not a single scar remfnned ? ‘
“Ah!” said Miss M-, “our loving Lord
does nothing by halves.” ‘ _
“Then,” said Mrs. O—, “T ran ﬁ'p to my
brother’s room and awoke him.  He asked me

(if our sister was dying? ¢ but,” said he, ‘you

look very strangely! what’s the matter?
¢No, Tom ! I exclaimed, ‘she is eurcd; she
has got up and dressed herself, ‘md walked all
roitnd.’” ' ‘

- “And,” here put in Capt. C—, “I was so

'\ compl(,teiy overcome by .the news that the

circulation of my blood seermed tostop, and sil‘,

‘Thad to go down, and split nearly a cart-load

of wood before it was restored. Then I went -
up to see Nancy, and she was sitting at a table:
eating a breakfast of broiled chicken, rolls and
coffee, and looking better thau I ever saw her
look in her life,” :
“TIn the confusion that ﬁlled the home,

said Miss O—,  #pee breakfasts were taken
up to her at different txmes, by different mem.

“bers of the family—"

“Yes,” interrupted Mrs, M—, & and T, for-




112 THE AL QRAT ROSARY.

‘ getf'ul in my wreat joy and thankfulness of
all else, believe that I ate heartily of each s
lcertamly the food had a great relish, and, I
guppose, being so long without food, I was
hungry. B\ut I did not know Wha.t I was :
doing.”

“I must tell you a httle mmdent that w1l].
make you smlle, said Miss C—, “In the
midst of our joyand excitement, our old slave,
Mauwwy, who has not left her corner for years, -
hobbled up stairs, and stood leaning on- her
stick, looking at Mr“ M—; at last she said :
‘M'Jsb Niney, what you go do. that ar for,
honey sLeermg; me most to deff? She was’
soon pacifled though, and gave thanks to God
as heartily as any of us. Then people bee;an
to.come, first friends, then scquaintances, and
our own clergy; and others of every denom-
ination—doctors, lawyers, strangers—and they
have kept on coming; our house has ‘been
besicged with them from morning till night,
and we are all feelmg worn out except Mr@.
M—, who seems to grow stronger every hour.”

“I congratulate you, from my hear
madam,” said Mr. Cowden, oﬁ'ermg his hand
to Mr .M—-—\; ¢ your experience, has been a

i

O

M, Cowden’s hand.

‘@3 whenever you can.”
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wonderful, and I have no doubt; a eupernat-
aral one. ['thank you all very much for this.
1nterestmg interview, and hope that we shall
have the pleasure of seeing you under onr nwn

“roof. My friend, Capt; 0——- Tas prumraed that

our visit shall be refurned.”
“ Yes,” said Mrs, Cowden, “T ‘:hould be

truly sorry to think that an aeqnamt‘m ¢e com-

- menced under such auspices should end here,
‘Isuppose our being. Protestants will be no

obstacle to our better acquaintance.”
“ None in the least,” said Mrs, M—, pressmw
“ Qome again to ceo

“ Bat,” said Mrs. Tone, whohad shed floods
of tears, “ do you think you ~.ill ever be sick

“again 3”

«I do not think you die any mere o1” said
Mrs. Iturbide, in her sweet, broken English.
“I have no such vain expeetatlonb,” said.

- Mrs, Mm while the same glow and far-away
expression, that they noticed before, - hcvhted
-up her face. “None of us can hape to be ex- |

empt from suﬁ'ermrr until we are admitted

into that blessed land * where “death shall be

no more, NOr MOUrNing, NOr Crying, Nor SOrrow
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shall be any more.! Until then, God’s hely -

" will be done, whether for case or pa,m, hie or
death.” .

Mautual farewells were spoken Mrs. M—-—-
went back to the erowds who were waiting to
seo her and question her, and our friends took

their departure, variously 1mprebced by what

they Lad heard and seen, but-all of themfully
onvmced that whatever mlo‘ht be the errors
of the Catholic religien, God had here re-
wurded individual faith and patience in a
most Wonderful manner, With one thing in
their interviews with the s and Mrs, M—-—-,

they had been_ particularly struck, and that

was, the utter absence of evel'ythmg like cant
" or sanctimoniousness, and the simple dignity
and earnest sineerity in their manner of relat-

ing the particulars of this miracle, whose fame -

went abroad through the world—another con-
vineing proof that the power of God dwells

with Hls Chu“('

The foregom« account is what was im-

pressed on Janet Cowden’s memory at the:

time of the visit, and what she learned feom

" Mrs. M— and the_. O—s only a few years ago, |

L

by the miraculous eure of Mrs, M—..
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in the room where this manifestation of God’s
mercy took place, when she came back from a

'Southern home a Catholic wife, and the mother

of Catholic children. The name of Mrs.
M- confessor—a French gentleman—is for-
gotten, but he was assistant pastor of old St.
Patrick’s Chur ch, in Washington, at the time,

The whole is thiuwn inte form in this little
. narrative, to show the i ]YHPI‘BS::!OD such things

make upon the minds of Protestants as well as
Cathoh(,a, and because it formed one of those

“deep and lasting influetices in the mind of Ja-

net Cowdeén, which finally led her irto the
Fold of the Church. The C— family have a

- rwularly attested record of the miracle, which
~was printed in the Catholic and Protestant

papers of the day; and there are hundreds
still living in Washington who ean remember
the immense sensation created among a all classes

A H D

Very Rrv, E. Sorin: The 'r'nirécle related

in this chapter was the cure of Mrs. Ann
© Mattingly, sister of Capt. Thomas (”'arberry,

then Mayor of Washmgton. Everythmg is

Y
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strictly true, the mauner of my p ‘1*'{*1}%5«“ th

and all connected withi it. I Lne w Mrs, Mat- .

tingly intimately, and have heard the aceount
I give repeatedly from her own lips, {rom
.Capt' Carberry and their sister, Miss Ruth

Carberry., Mrs. Mattingly died seven or eight -

years ago, nearly eighty years of age, but

never had a day’s sickness from the-day she
was cured until her last -illness. She was-ac-

“tive and swift. in her movements, very erect,

anid spent her life in ten ling the Sanectaary,
and Altar of St, Patrick’s Church, and ix

charitable works, In haste, respectfully,

A. 1. DORSEY
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CIAPTER X.

CONCLUSION.

About this time a me]ancholy event bap-
peued in the Cowden f«umiy, in which Mary
vas innocently invelved, which led to tlre
-emancipation of their slaves , and their removal |
to Southern Virginia, | |

One night Mr ‘and Mrs. Oowden went tol
hear a celebrated winister of their sect preach
and as it was ¢ Hetty’s Sanday ous,” Mdl}:
was left in charge of the children, with strict
l[lJllnetlUnS not to (ro down stairs from theut, -
r suffer the night lamp, which - stood upen a
niche far out of the children’s 1'each to be taken
down, .
Dick, Mary’s son, & boy of twelve years old,
and very foud of the little Cowdens, who was
quiet and .gentle in his habits, and whom the

~children-loved, was allowed to come up into

i;he uarsery with his mother to amuse them
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' That day he had received, at Sunday-school,
for- his good behavior and correct lessons, a

gaily  colored picture book of the story of
& Joseph and his Brethren,” which appeared
to him to be the most magmﬁcent and dazziing
_thing that the world ever produced. He
amuged the children for some time, as they
lay in hed, deseribing the pictures, and telling

them as much of the narrative as he could re-

collect ; but this did not satisty the little fel-
lows ; they begged, and insisted upon seeing
the marvellous pictures, but Dn,k coaxed thewn
to wait until * to-morrow.”

Mary was in and out, now in. Janet’s little

room, now back by the cnb ¢rooning overthe

baby, now giving Dick a Gllﬂ—-—WhlGh he re-
" ceived as a matter of couraemfor talking above
" 'his breath,

' Unfortunately the bdby awoke and began
to fret for a drink of water, and by some
gtrange over51gnt, or ‘carelessness, none had

been bronght up; so Mury, after charging

them all not to move outof bed, and ordering
Dick to watch the baby, ran down to feteh a

p1tcher of water. She had been anxious all .

duy to speak to her hubbmd about something
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whlch she consxdered 1mportant but h~ ]md
been out, and did not return untll Mr, and Mrs,
Cowden had gone to church, so that she missed

‘seeing him,  When Dick came up he told her

that his ¢ daddy was at the men’s “ quarters,”

which stood off about one hundred and fifty -
yards from the house. Near by stood the
pump, and Mary leaving all things snng and
safe in the nursery, thowht she would * kill
two birds with onestone :” get 4.cool pitcher
of water from the pump, and peep into the
“ quarter,” a moment to speak to Ned, who
was there smoking his corn-cob pipe, ‘md chat-
ting with the other men. ,

But Mary had scarcely left the room, when

1t -entered the ‘boys’ heads that their oppor-
- tunity was come, and they forthwith ordered

Dick to take down the lamp, and produce hia

“book. Dick hesitated, but they ordered, and
- coaxed, and plead ; and he, as anxious to show

his prize as they were to see it, yielded, for thera
was no higher authority present to forbid it,
and he was sure they could take a peep at all
the gorgeous pictures before his “mammy” got
back. He sprang upon a’ ehair—the baby’s -
hwa chair—stretched up his dl‘nI}Zstandmg on
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tlp toe, and took down the lamp, which he
placed cau'efully in the middle of the floor;
and in another moment, three rosy, white-robed
boys, ranging from elght to four years old,
wete leaping fiom their low cots to throw.
themselves around it to see the wonderful pic-
. tures. But little brown-haired Jamie, who
- always skipped and danced, 1uste%d of walking,

in his efforts to get as near as possible to Dmk

flizted his nwhl—r“own into the flame of the .

lamp.. In an instant he was enveloped in

flarnes, which rose far above his head; whiie
from behind the fiery veil his a(mmzed Shnehs
rang piereingly out.

This was the sight that met Ma,ry s horror-
strick .n gaze as she entered the nursery door,
holding the pitcher of water in her hand. She
sprang forward, and emptied it on the fieica
flames, and the llttle form, but a moment ago
as falr and beautiful as one of Corréggio’s An-
gels, sunk a blackened, moaning heap upon the
floor. 'The other children were orouched
specchless with terror,.in a corner, and Dick
had disappeared. He had run down, shriek-

ing tothe quarter for help. Janet had rushed. .

to the door, where she hieard her brother’s

i
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screams, but had fallen fainting ‘upon the little
| cot, yet warm, from which he had & mowent
‘before s0 merrx]y risen.

We will not attempt to depict th@ anguish
of the fond. parents, who, being 1mmedmte[}
sent for, returned to theu' home 8o recently
left in peace and safety, to find it filled with
alarm and terror, and the fairest aund loveliest
of their children’ breathing his Jast in all the
agenies of a violent and painful death. Friends
came thronging in, and the first and best
medical men of the two cities were brought to
his relief, but to no avail. The tenderest love,

the greatest skill, the most vigilant care
could not save little brown-haired Jamie ; h:;
had inhaled the flanes as they were around
~and above him, like a fiery armor, causing
“internal injuries; which made death inevitable,
Betfore the sunlwht crept through the branches
of the old tree outside the wmdow, into the
darkened room, little Jamie’s soul was with
the great -company of glorified children in

“ heaven, and his disfigured body, lately so beau-

titul, was arrayed in the vestments of death.
The soft brown (,ur]mg hair so often smoothed,
ca.ressed and taken pride in by those nearest
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and dearest from the roots to the LI'ISP edges,.
had turned perfectly Whlte in tha.t hour of
. fright and agony.

It was many days before the exact facts of

the case could be come at, for Mary was like
a deranged woman, accusing herself of it all,
and relusing to be comtorted The statbment
of the little boys and Dick threw a protty
correct light on the catastrophe, but they conld
not tell why Mary had left thewn alone, |
The truthinl little fellows took all the blame
upon themselves about the lamp, and shed
abundance of tears, while the servants and
others did not hesitate to say that poor Mary

had gom, down, not for watef, but for sonte-

thing stronger. But as we know she was ‘in-
nocent of this, as was afterwards satisfactorily
proved to Mr.and Mrs. Cowden.’

The whisper ran around ; ¢ What more was

to have been expected when a woman of
M-wy s habits was left in charge of children ?

This idea also echoed itself in the bleeding

heart of the bereaved mother, sharpening its

natural pangs hy self-reproach, until her grief
brought her near the verge of the grave. It
© was not only abitter trial, but a terrible event’
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 in itself, which impressed a frightful gloom on

all the surroundings. .The smell of the burn-

' ing night-dress, the scorched and crizping flesh

of the child, seemed to cling W1l:h subtle -
tenaclty to the walls, the hangings, and to the
very garments of the -household, while the
piercing cries of the dying ‘chlld seemed to

.echo in every sound.

Under these circumstances Mr. Cowden de.
termined to leave G—, and settle in Southern
Virginia, where he had large business interests,
The slaves belonwuw to 111mbelf and wife were

- unconditionally emancipated and provided for

for six months; his affaira were settled as
speedily as possible, and he moved his family
to a pleasant home in an old seaport town of -
Southern Virginia, where they soon tfound
theinselves surroundud by gevial and hospita-
bl friends.

All of the emancipated sla\’_es did well, ex.
cept Mary ; and it may be of interest to soma
who have followed the homely incidents of
this litéle narrative, to know that some of the

‘descendants of Mrs. Cowden’s slaves are nmow

among the wealthiest and most respectable
men of their district, Buft poor Mery—but
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we will not anticipate—we must lose sight of
her for a little while. |

The Catholic impressions, which, strangely
enough, throngh Mary, had been made on the

minds of Mrs. Cowden and Janet, found but

little in N— to keep them alive. Itistrue that
there was a small Catholic Church there, in a
seclnded, out-of-the-way place, on the very edge
of the salt marshes, which was half overgrown
with ivy, and surrounded by great, sombre-
looking cedars, and old, gray, crumbling tombs,
bearing upon their mildewed faces the noble
names of the old French emigrés who colonized
the settlement nearly a century before. The
congregation consisted of a hundred or two old
- French Catholics, with about a score of quad-
roons, wearing huge gold rings in their noses
and ears, who had ecseaped with the whites
from the massacre at St. Domingo, their color
- rendering them as obnoxious to the blacks as
were the full-blooded whites. The pastor of

this congregation was not known outside of it

as any other than a “popish priest, full of
mystery and hypocrisy, like the rest of his

class,” who was shunned on all occasions.
When Janet inquired of her schoolanates about .
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‘the old church, she heard such dreadful things
that her heart felt faint within'her', and she.
was told that “ nobody ever went there, but
the old French people and the Guinea niggers,
and-they were all idolaters "toge,ther——abgreat
sight worse than the Jews.” ‘

This was a sort of quietus to Janet for a .

~while; notwithstanding she often felt an al-

most irresistible desire to go and see for her-
self; she longed once more to see the altar-
throne, the incense glistening with the burn-
ing lights behind it; and to hear the soft,

solemn jubilates of the organ. But she dared

not venture. She could see the old church
from her bed-room window, a broad arm of

the river running up between her and the salt
marshes around it, and she sometimes heard,
on quiet Sunday evenings, when the wind
swept in soft gnsts from the south, the solemn
tones of the organ rising and falling with it,
and dying away as if it were floating out on
the blue rippling waters, to the broad river
beyond. But she could get no nearer, Her
father’s sect were peculiarly bitter against the

'Oatholics, acd they would have considered
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him disgracead, had he allowed one of hls famﬂy
to go to the old French church. ‘
Janet and her brothers had to pass the little

house where the Catholic priest lived, every .

- day, going and returning from school, and on
sammer evenings when they espied the good;
unconseious man sitting in his vine-covered
porch, reading his office, and solacing himself

at intervals with a pinch of snuff, they would

hurry over to the other side of the way, their
hearts beating audibly, their eyes cast down,
and clinging to each other, as they crept by,

with a feeling that at any moment he might

pounce upon them, and drag them into his
den. And yet thesechildren never heard any
direct, outspoken abuse of the Catholic religion.

It was there as elsewhere (except in the old.
Spanish and Frenchisettlements) in the South,

Catholics and their religion were looked upon
with a sort of contemptuous indifference

- they were considered as a people who dellber- ‘

ately and knowingly joined themselves unto
idols in the light of gospel truth, and denied
the s1mphuty of true religion, rejecting all
spiritual beliefs; Their not uniting with the
various Protestant sects around them in their
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religions exercises, conferred- these erroneous.
ideas, They were a8 much separated from the
associations and sympathies ‘of their fellow-

‘¢itizens -as if they were walled in a moral

ghetto, in which the only bond of fellowship

known with the outside world was money or

business. I am writing now of thirty-five
years ago, since which strange and matvellous

‘changes have occurred, and the I'aith has been

“ marching on” with steady strides, inaking
level the monntains, and filling up the valleys,
unti. there ave but few left in all the broad
land who have not heard the truth of the -
“ One Yord, One Faith and One Baptism.”

But in those days, particularly in Virginia =
and North Carolina, there was such profound "

“ignorance of the Catholie religion, that I can-

not illustrate it better than by relating a little -
incident- som~what foreign to the design of

- this narrative, but which was one of the real,

and never-forgetten incidents of Janet Cow-
den’s life. '

Therewasa pmture.:que mland Vlllage about
thirty miles from N , where the Cowdens
were in the habit of spending their summers.

Besides its salubrious situation, there were

+
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two of the best private seheois there that could

be found in the State, which made it particu-

larly desirable on account of the children’s not
losing tnne in their education.
_ There was but one Catholic in this village,
the widow of an Irish school-master, who had
settled there some .years before, and married

‘the sprightly, intelligent danghter of a neigh--

boring farmer, and who was respected in all,
by the community, except his religion, which

was put in the scales with his being an Irish-

‘man, and evenly balanced. He was a first-
‘rate teacher, and that was all they cared abont ;
~ but when his wife, one of themselvea—-an

American Protestant lady—avowed herself of .

‘the same faith as her husband, every man,

woman and child in that village felt, individ-

“ually, aggrieved ; she was “ dropped from the
rolls,” preached at, prayed at, and scoffed at,
and finally let a.lone, as somethmo- wOorse than

- infidel, But, unmoved by it all Mrs, 'W——-_

pursued the even tenor of her way,. Wmmng

from year to year, by her independence of
~ character and kindness of heart, somewhat

" on the hearts of her old friends, and going
openly and avowedly twice or thrice a year
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to Norfolk or B‘altlmm e, to receive the Sfu,ra.-

‘ments of her Church,

‘Tn one of these visits to the “North ? ng

Baltimore was then called, she formed the ac-

quaintance of a bcautlful and accomplished
young lady, the sister of a Jesuit Father, who

' was her guardian, and placed her, when quite
a child, at the Ursulme Convent, at Bodtmv
- to be educated "The wvandal and savage

bigotry ; the last dying spasm of active Pur1~

- tan persecution, laid the beautiful convent in

ashes, as- all remember, and left its inmates

- homeless, Our friend f'ound Miss W-— at a

boarding house, awaiting the coming of ‘her
Rerv. brother and guardian, and. feeling great
sympathy for her lone}y and exposed position,
invited her to return home with her; and as
the time of her brother’s coming was altogether -
uncertain, she gratefully accepted, and aceom-
panied Mrs. W— home. | |
“ Don’t let it be known that you havelived.
in a convent, Katie,” said Mrs. W—, as they
neared home “our people are so bigoted,
that I fear they’d drum you out of town.
They’d feel injured enough to have another

Catholic among them.” T
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‘gelf very ¢ mfortable in S -, where her beauty
and accomplishments won her acdmiration and
friends in spite of her being n papist.

wild-fire that a Catholie priest was in the town,
and when he appeared in the stréets in his long,

held their skirts close to them, and held their
breath until he got by. He—innocent of all
thought of harm-—was on bis way one day to

" pelf close to the acadenty just as both schools

known the terror lieinspired, but such a panie
des cnbe to get out of his way, m"‘ful he was
in the deserted streets, W1th hundreds of eves

peering at him t}uouwh crevices of doors, fences
and windows. The next day he tnok his de-

- Katie 1 waghed and promized, bnt murd Leru_

All went on well until her brother, Father
W—-—, came to visit her. The news flew like

clerical dress, and a broad-brimmed hat, chil
dren ran screaming into the houses, men’
scowled at him as he passed along, and wemen

gee his sister after a long walk, and fonnd him-

poured out some two or three hundred pupils ;-
there was no retreat for }.:m, even had he

and ront took plice as it wo '“11(1 heimpossible to

left master of' the position, ahme and soh’rarv _

‘parture, more amused than angry at the curious.
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sensation he had cc-msed, and the town’s people
were as much relieved by his going, as if a
pestilence had suddenly ceased among them.

The Catholic seed planted in Janet Cow-

~den’s soul in early life, was still alive, although -
“buried under rabbish which, when the right

-moment came, turned ot to be mere ““ hay and
stnbble,” &wﬂtly consumed and glvmg place
to the harvests of FFaith. |
When Janet was in her ses vontee th'year
there fell into horham?s , by one of those curious
—some call ‘them: - chances, but we pmfer to
think them prowdences-——we will say enrious

providences, a little book called *The Papist
- Represented and Misrepresented,” one of those,

simple works, full of the logic of facts, and the

‘earnest eloquence of truth, which leaves an

effect upon the mind as positive as that two and -
two make four, and carries with it even tothe

most skephcal soul,-a weight of earnestness

and truth. It Would lerwthen this narrative
too much to explain how and where she found
the hook ; we will only repeat that it was
thronn*}' a mysterious Provxdence, but she
read it, studied it, pored over it until she
wuev, 3+ by heart. = The revelatlons of that

1
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" little book to her soul were like the risi ng; of

dawn over the dark, rugged rim of mountain
ranges, and although the day lingered behind
the shadows, it rose slowly but surely, until at

Tast the foll bright beams of the Living Truth

shone upon her.
A few months more, and ‘Mr, Cowden Wlth

his family, revisited their old home, in ——town,.

and Janet—now eighteen years old—married,
very much in opposition to her father’s wishes,

‘a Catholic gentléman, of good family and posi-

tion, whose faith was the only objection that

could be urged against him by Mr. Cowden, .

who said to his wife, when he at last 1eluctantly
consented to the marriage *
. % This is one of the Tast links, Wlf'e of Mary

and her old gray beads, and J anat’_s church-

. going. Of course the child will turn Romanist -
. —that is inevitable.” =
But he made Mr. Dare promise that he

would not, in any way, or under any circum-

stances, seek to influence Janet’s religions
opinion, a promise which Mr. Dare, with more .

human than Christian chivalry, scrapulously
kept. When Janet wonld aek hird questions
on articles of Faith, he would stmpiy refex
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her to his library, mvarlably reminding, her
of his promise, and he having never 1nv1ted
her to accompany him to chur(*h she felt a

. ‘delicacy in offering to go, but went occasionally
toaPr otestant.eluu'(,h, eswrt,ed by her husband

to the door, where she found him always wait-

" ing for her when the services were over, he

having hurried from the Cathedral to meet

‘her. There was no. religious confidence be-

tween them ; she was reticent and shy, and he,
all unaware of how every fibre of her soul-
was stretching out blindly towards the Faith,

She found Oathoh(, reading enough in the Dare .

library, and she read through all, with patient,
sad perseverance, that could exp]am the Dog-
mas of the Faith, the authority of the Church
the divinity of the Sacraments to her. - And |
she read on, holding her peace for nearly four
years, convinced that she must cither be a
Catholic or an infidel, for there seemed noin-
termediate place for her between these two ex-
tremes, until what with anxiety of mind, anda
feebleness of health consequent on the eare of -

“two babes, she was brought to the verge of

death. Human  respect, which had s¢ long
held her in thrall, WhlsPerm:r that the world
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tvmﬂd‘say;‘ “ghe had become a Catholic only

because her husband was one 2’ appealing to
her not to pain the heart of a fond father, not
to separate from her race and kindred, not to

‘place herself in the power of a religion which

demanded. constant humiliation, and made

human reason subservient .to I‘alth was sud-

denly sﬂvnced
In the great perll her soul was in, as strong

in her weakness as a giant, and ashamed only

of her false shame and cowardice, she bravely
asked to see a priest, and with courage only.
- such as the grace of God can only impart, she
did all that' was required of her, received the
Sacraments with great joy and faith, and was

now, indeed, in the bonds of that same Faith,

indissolubly united to her husband and chil-
dren by ties which neither life, nor death, nor
eternity counldsever. The tranquilizing effects
of this great step on. Janet Dare’s mind
- restored her to health and a new life.

A year or two after this happy event, Mr.

Dare received notice of an official appointment
~under the Government at Washmgton, and

removed his family there shortly. after. The
Cowdens had returned to Virginia,
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~ As soon as Mis. Dare’s household arrange?
ments were all made, and evezyf,hmo' in her
new house put in general good order and on.
a thoroughly comfortable footing, she began
to make some inquiries about the family ser-
vants ; but except a trace here and-tliore, and )
a scmp of intelligence gleaned from her rela-
tives now and then, she heard nothing. Most

_of them-had goue away either into Mmryland

or farther north ; one or two had died, and ag
to Mary, she heard nothing of her ﬂmt was

-consoling.  She- disappeaved, and every one
‘secme ] to-think it a good thing that she had

One mornmw Mrs. Dare was in her dining-.
room, which was in the basement of the homc
attendmg to some little domestic affairs, when,

" there ¢aime a ring at the servant’s bell which -

the cook answered, Mrs, Dare heard a gentle,
pleasant voice, spe:a];ing in a low tone, then’
she heard the cook siy, not unkindly: “I have
nothing. for you.” ' Attracted by the voice,

_which had in it something strangely familisr,

Janet Dare stepped to the dining-room door,

.. and asked what the person wanted. The cook:

stepped aside, and she saw a tall , Tespectably-
dressed co]oxed woman, holdmo* by the hand
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» boy about ten years old, whose ‘black satin’
kin,.and. great, soft eyes, made as handsome

1 picture of dusky beatity, Mrs. Dare thought,
" ;2 she had ever seen. Sbhe saw at once that

this woman was no common pauper; there -
‘was a refinement in her features, a modesty in”

her brown face, and a tidiness in her clean,
patched clothing, and the way it was put on ;
and above all, something so fawmiliar in the
tones ot her vmce, that she did not attempt
- to resist' the impulse to ask her in, and be
seated near the fire. Asshe passed in, she put
out her haud ‘before her, and the boy led her
along ; then Mrs, Dare saw that she was blind.

“ Now, tell me what you waut ¢’ sa,xd Mrs.

Dare, sitting beside her.

«I am hungry, Missis. T haven’t had good -
luck lately selling my work, and the little
money I had, I had to pa,) my room rent

. with,” she lephed

- Mrs. Dare made no more mqmrle , until a
hot breakfast was placed before the woman,

of which she and the boy partook as if' half-

famished ; then Mrs, Dare asked her what

‘sort of work she meant,

“I makes quilts, Missis, T}le boy here he's
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my grandehild ; he’sorts the colors and [ sews
them together. 'Then sometimes [ get coarsa
sheets to make and the like, from workmen,
and the neighbors help me by cutting out;
but I does all the sewing part. But work’s

- mighty scarce this winter.”

The voice and brown face grew more and

more familiar, and Mrs. Dare said: .

“You have good courage, my friend; and

- deserve help, What is your name ?*

% Kezziah, Missis.” ‘

“ That name is very familiar to me, 'When
T was a child, my mother, Mrs. Cowden, had
s servant of tha.t name,” s(nd Mis, Dare.

%I am the very one, Missis; and is you my
old Missis’ ¢hild ?” eried the woman, eagerly.
% Yes, T am Janet,” replied Mrs, Dare, her
eyes ﬁlhng ‘with tears, as she took the woman’s

‘hand and held it close in hers. ‘

“Ah, honey, your mother was the best fr 1end
T ever had in ail my life. ~I'wanted togo long
with you all, but Mar’sr, he "lowed that the
Taws of Virginia was rmghty hard on free nigs
gers, and wouldn’t let us go *pon that accounts
And how is they all honey?”
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“All Wel] and Wﬂl be go glad to hear of you,
Kizzy.”

“And so this is little Janet MlSSls, let me-;
. put my fingers over your face, please,” said -

the woman, - Mrs. Dare kinelt before her, the
mild, sightless countenance, looking blankly
upon her, and she traced with light touch,
~every fedture, every line, every curve of the

fair pale features which was so full of com-’
passion and tenderness for her. * What’s the.

color of your eyes, honey ¥’

“ Giray,” replied Mrs. Dare.. . “ What doyou

make of me, Kizzy?”®
“Y oumust be like your father, I noney You

hain’t got your mother’s beauty, but likely

enough, likely enough you be Wlth old mas-
ter’s handsome featmes

And then followed much talk between the |

young mistress and the old servant about the
reverses, sickness, and blindness of the latter;
then Mrs Dare heard all about Mary a.t Iast
She was in Washington, ..

“ Do you ever see her ¥’

« 0,1, yes, honey, I sces her most ever y
.day.”

: “And is she well ?” asked Mrs. Dare who
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folt almost afraid to inquire farther; “ and

how is she getting on.’

- | “She’s well, and a,’domo' well, and helps me

when she can. She lives mlghty comfortable
—does Mary.” Here was news indeed !
“I am delighted to hear this, but tell me-

all that yon know of Mary; I want to hear
.everythm.o- ¥ exclaimed Mrs, Dare, as she

stuffed a tart.into the little grandson’s hand,
to quiet his fidgeting.

“Well, you see, Missy, 3 you knew what her
failing wor, and she took on mity bad arter
you all went Souf. She jest nat’rally gave up

“everything, and let everything go to the dogs.

Ned died, and the boy Dick turned very bad;
then her other children died, and maybe ’twas

Ca geod thing th ey did. We all——the family ser-

vants—did what we could for her, but ’swas.

‘no use ; she got wus and wus, ’ill at length

half her time she was in.the Plice S.ta.tion',‘:

" and ’thother half in the Work’ns. Bless your

life, hioney, for one bout she was the life of the

- town, and the boys would ruther seen her out

reeling and singing along the wharves, than
to see ashow ; and if you b’ ieve'me, she stuck
‘that tight to- them old gray beads, she sot such
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store by, that.she’d fight anybody, man orb. ,
gbout them. They was the fust thing she
always asked for, and felt for when her spres
was over; and bless you, the beads got to be

as well known as she. DBot a turn come for

the poor thing, somehow, - Nobody could ever
make it out, for she was only a poor benight-
ed Romamst«-—- T
“T and my husband and chlldren are Ro-
man Catholies, Kizzy,” said Mrs, Dare, gently.
“ The Lord sakes, Missy,” cried the woman,

- almost dropping from her chair, “1 never did. '\
hear the beat ot that,  The fust of your

blood—"
“Nover mind that, Klzzy, go on abont
Mary,” seid Mrs. Dare kindly, and with an

amused smile, - “ You say a ‘=good-turn came -

for her— %

“Yes, Misqv, it ralally d1d ATl at oncs
she gave up drinking. ~ Nobody b’heyed in it,
at fust, but when weeks and months went by,

and she.never touched a drop, we opened our
eyes, and had more faithin her. ~We thought

she’d got religion, but bless you, ‘twasn’t tlm{
for she used to do nothing but trot, trot, upto

the old gray church on'the hill, and kneel .
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down thar  on the bare floor, counting tlem

ar beads, until you’d thought.it would set ler

crazy, doing the very same thing over and
over again But it didn’t, somehow, and

‘when she conldn’t get work to do, we used to

help her along.
“ But one drefful eold winter—ths coldest I
cver 1emember——she could get no work ; she.

~ was bare of elothes, and had no place of Liew

own to stay in; and Mary, she was sort of
proud about living around on us, though the

‘Lord knows, she worked her way wherevershe -

was, and we made no mouf at having her; but
she said we had enough to do to feed ourselves,
go she got out one cold, freezing day, to go to
the city tolook for work. She hadn’t a thing

~on, but an old cotton cloth dress, and a thin

old petticoat, with a ragged old shawl wrapped
around her head ; and shoes, honeg, so full of
b iles, that she mlght be sald to 1 ave mnone,
I1t she got no work. Noboedy wanted such a

- starved-looking searecrow as that about. their

Lionse; and night comed on freezing cold ; she
was huno'ry and hardly able to stand, lbe was

cold and empty ; but she kept Walkmu stag-.
gemn'r like, when a man run again her Wlth
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a big basket, and knocked her rigilt over ; and
who in the name of God Misgy, do you thmk
it was?”’
“ Who #” asked Mrs. Dare deeply interested.
“Burgess! You members Burgess, Miss
Janet?’ Yes, Mrs. Dare well remembered
“ the old negro gentleman of the olden time.”
“Well you knows, Missy, Burgess was a

mighty pompous old fool, but he was good- -
- hearted—was Bulgesswa,nd when he picked

up the poor cretur that his basket upsgt and
saw it was Mary, he tuk her right home, and
told her if she’d give over her drunken ways,

she might stay thar ’till she got a good howe,
and cook for him, and take care of his house |

and things ; for you see, honey, he was never
married, for the reason that he didn’t think
there was a living nigger good enongh for him.

"Then, Mary ups ang tells him that she had -
give up her bad ways, with the help of God,

long ago, if he meant drinking, for she hadn’t

tasted a drop of anythmg for mor’n a year, .

and never intended to again. Then lLe asked
her where them old gray beads wur that she
‘used to make such a bother about? and bless
you, Missy, she hauled ’em out of her bosom,
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“and told him ri&}it up and down that them ar

baads had kept Ter out of hell, and if he didn’t
hLe em, she would ‘go away, and she would,
too; she’d gone right out into the freezmo-

. night rather than stay where her old beads;

wasn’t welcome. But he told her he' didn’%
care nothmg about her beads, that she might
hang *em on her nose, and pra,y on them al] .

‘ day, he wouldn’t 1nterfere with ’em; he only

wanted her to do right. Then she stard ‘and

I'll tell you what, Missy, he ra’ally gwe her

decent, warm clothes, and she looked like .a
respéctable woman, - She kept Burgess’ house
like a band-box, and what with his pigs, his
poultry, his little garden full of vegetables,
and Mary’s good cookin , they had high livin’,

- And then Burgess, he took to goin’ to church,

and turned Oathohc, and it’s a wonder to
many how well M(uy got on, DBut the f’unny
part, Miss Janet, is to be told. You know

- what' foolish notions . Burgess had; well he _7

takes it into his head one day, that it wasn’t
pI’OpE!I for him and Maryto beliving together
in the same house, even in that respectdble

~ sort of & way, and he told her right off that
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- ¢he must marry him, or go away ; 50 she max
“ Burgess and Mary married I” exclaimes
Janet Dare, laughing until tears ran down he:

cheeks, “it seems the strangest. thing I evei

heard of.” N :

Lo ) ! : 0
“ Yes, indeed, Missy I” continued Kizzy,

“and Father Matthews married them. He

told thera first, that they’d better both be

thinking of their graves and the judgment,
than getting married ; then he give them his

blessing, and told them to make up for their

foolishnese by coming to Mass regularly and
'teﬁding to their duties ; and bless you, honey,
they does, I b'lieve they’s both strivin’ for.the
. kingdom, and I b’lieve they’ll both get safe to
Zien,” ' |

Kizzy had told her; and told her to come or

" gend every day, as long as she lived, for 'he.rl.'
breakfast and dianer, and any little thing -

she might need, and bade her see Mary tliat
day, it possible, and send her to her.

We will not describe the meeting between
¥ . . ’1 -
Mary and the young mistress, or Mary’s joy -

Mrs, Dew;x-e_‘ was delighted to learn all that
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when she learned that Mrs. Dare and her
family were Catholics, |

. “I never %spected to live to see it, honey,
bat I said many a prayer on my beads for it,”
she said gravely and decorouely. In ‘appsar-
ance, Mary was u'nal'tereé,'ahe did not look a

day older than when Janet Dare saw her

years before. There was the same cream and
eoffee complexion ; the same broad, ngly nose,
the same Lomely mouth, the same twinkling,

“bead-like eyes, and the twolittle thfts of wool -

pulled out from under her bandanna turban,

over each eye-brow; but there was a great

gravity, a vestlessness, and an unobtrusive
gentle humility about her, that Mrs, Dare
almost thought beantified her homely aspect,
and she could scarcely refrain from folding her
arms about her, and kissing her brown cheek,

“I have been a great sinner, Missy,” she |
said, and it was all that she did say then of
herself “and our Lord and the Blessed Vir-

~gin’s ' been mighty good to me.” * * #

We must conclude this, perhaps, wearisome
narrative, lest onr patient readers get utterly
weary, Mary stiil lives, widowed again, and
poor, for Burgess met with losses which broke
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Lis poory old gentlemanly heart ; but she lives
ke one waiting to be called at any moment;
. willing to live or die, asking ¢ neither poverty
nor riches,” blessing with rich blessings those
who aid her, and often giving gooed counsel
to one, who in ease and comfort, complains
oftentimes of the hard ways of Providence ;

and reminds her in her grave, genile way,

“ that Christians can’t expect to get to heaven,
except by the way of the cross. That was the
Way our Sawour and his Blessed Mother went,
and we is no better than them, honey, and
must follow the same road.” Her conyersa-
tion is full of such sentences; oné wounld sup-
pose her acquainted with every page of the
Imitation of Christ, but it is doubtful, as she
. cannot read, if she ever Leard of it Steadlly'
" she holds her well-trimmed - burning lamp in
her feeble hand, steadily she clings to her old
gray rosary, as a child to the hand of its
mother in some dark and loncly wild, fer-
‘vently she repeats her ¢ Hail Mary,” morning,
noon and night, and in the deep night watehes,
for she hopes some time or other to hear the
voice of her Blessed Mary, say: '

“Arlse, the bridegroom cometh, corae &Way

i
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With me, poor exﬂe Who have been 8o faithful

10 me, let melead you to my Son, my beloved
who will reward you with peace eterna).”
And 11opmw thus, & sweet serenity crowng

3

the old" negro’s age, which nothmw dHtlll‘bS"

she lives a ]nddeu hfe with Grod, Whmh but a

fow kuow of, and of which she does not ta,lh :

through very humility, but which we know

by its fruits of patience, faith, hope, charity,

buwility, fortitude and meckness,

'
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