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FATHER DRUMMOND

AND HIS ORPHANS

CHAPTER I

o
«Xo hosom trembles for thy doom ;
No mourner wipes a tear;
The gallows’ foot is all thy tomb,
TFhe gedge is all thy Dier!
* #* #*
A long adieu! but where shall fly
Tly widow all forlorn,
When every mean aand eruel eye
Regards my woe with scorm ¥
CAMPBELL,

Winex T look baek from my present peaceful re-
tirement upon the worlkd T have quitted, and the
snares and dangers I have eseaped, tears of love and
gratitude often flow from 1y eyes, at the thought
of the guardian angel, “who delivercth me,” like
Jacob, “from all cvils;” and of that sweet and hely
Mother, to whom, from my carlicst years, T have
had a peculiar devotion. Blessed be God, who has
given me such proteetors | “who has given kis an-

wgels charge over me, to keep me in all my ways;”
and who, as a proof of his execeding love for man,
when dying on the eross, gave me, with 8t. Jolin,




FATHER DRUMMOND

to his blessed Mother, saying, # Woman, behold thy
gon.”  May they watch over me til] the end !

I was born in Scotland, at a place which T shall
call Clearburn, but my parentswere Irish. Tscarcely
remember either my father or mother, though I
have a faint idea of being taken to a small misera-
ble looking room, where a tall man prossed me in
his arms and kissed me, while the tears ran down
his eheeles: I remember this particularly, because I
was quite amazed at a big man crying, baving
thought it was only children who had sorrows. I

also faintly remember a pale woman, who used to -

wateh by my hed at night, and sing me to rest with
pious hymng, but she did not remain with me long;

.and after that I was placed under the eare of the
good priest, from whose recital T glial] give my paL
rents’ melancholy story,

My father and mother were both of respectable,
though poor familics, in Connaught, They were
brought up togother as ehildren ; and when grown
up, though they had nothing with which to bhegin
the world, yet, as he was an oxcellent laborer, and
she a tidy and industrious girl, their parents made
no objection to their marriage. Pairick Whé]zm,
as my futher was called, soon after took his wife to
England, where he got employment on a new road,
that was being made by government. Here, a9 he
had good wages, they lived very happily for a time,
until a new overscer was appointed.  This mat,
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whose pame was Jenkins, was of a brutal and sa-
vage disposition, and had a particular hatred to the
Irish, My poor father was singled out as the chief
object of his tyranny. Nothing he could do was
satisfactory ; reproachesand curses were heaped upon
him; and what my father’s naturally proud spirit
felt still more, the other men, emboldencd by the
overer’s example, jeered and laughed at him
continually. Fortunately, there was a gnod priest
near, whose injunctions prevented my father re-
turning their insults with blows—but, little by
little, his spirits sunk under this trcatment; his
temper hecame soured, and now and then ke went
to an ale-house for consolation.  The pgood priest,
pitying my poor mother, who was just going to be
confined, did all in his power fo save my father
from the 1uin which threatened him; but, for zome
time, his exertions were fruitless, as, thongh my
father made good resolutions, he had not courage
to keep them. At last, one evening he returned
home so much the worse of liquor, as to strike his
poor wife, who had hitherto never reeeived a harsh
word from him. In the morning, ‘his grief and
shame were so great, that the priest took advantage
of his good dispositions, to join with his wife in
persuading him at once to give up his situation,
and use the little money he had saved to take his
family to Seotland, where be might obtain employ-
ment of the same kind.
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Shortly after the arrival of my parents in Seot
land, T was born. My ‘father had found emnploy-
ment on the road near Clesrburn, where ho tookya
room for my mother. The other laborers were
cl.neﬂy Irish, so that he was no longer exposed to
his former annoyances. Tiotween the reformation
of her.husband and the birth of her ¢hild, my mo.
ther was one of the happiest women in existence:
a.nd Mr. Drommond, who was priest there has:
since told me, that for two years both my pa;‘ent's
were an exaiple to the rest of his flock.  Ah! i);’
th.mgs had continued thus; but God willed it other-
wise,

The third year of my parents’ residence in Scot-
land had scarcely commenced, when an event ha
pened, which changed all their circumstances : — tl:li;
road on which my father had been employed in
England, being finished, Mr. Jenking was sent as
overseer to Clearburn.  The old system of pers‘e:
cution now recommenced ; and though, there beine
many other Irishmen among tho laborers, my futhe:;
d}d not hear the effects of his tyranny ;Llone—he
did not feel it the loss from secing the sufferings
of his friends and countrymen. U;on the slighte‘zt
pretext, Mr. Jenkins would turn the Irishmen oug
?f employment, and substitute Scoteh or Linglish
in their place. The consequences might almost
have been foretold : those who remainedn combineti
together against the overseer. My f'uthe}r, knowing
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that 23 » member of a seeret society, he could not
receive absolution, no longer attended to bis duties.
The meetings of the combined men were held in
an ale-house, and it may be supposed intoxicating
liquors were not spaved. It was resolved that Jen-
Kins should be waylaid and beat, as a warning to
change his conduct. My father and two others
were appointed to give him this punishment, and
an hour was fixed, when he would be returning
from n friend’s house, with whom he was in the
habit of spending the evenings. My father and
his companions were well plied with whiskey by
the othier conspirators, to give them courage, and
at the appointed time they scized the wrotched
man, and beat him so severely, that he never reco-
vered : he died the nest day; aftet accusing my fa-
‘ther of heing his murderer, though whether ke
really had reeognized ‘him in the dark, or merely
suspected him, as one likely to foel iHl-will to him,
T do not know. My father was tried, found guilty,
and eondemned to death. DMr. Drummond, who
constantly attended him, did all in his power to
procure a mitigation of his sentence, on the ground,
of the murder being unpremeditated; but the ill-
will existing botween Jenking and Patrick Whelan
was too well known, for this plea to be believed.
My father, who had never hoped for snccess, re-
cetved the news of his final condemnation, with the
wtmost resignation: he preparcd himself for death,
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with sentiments of the most profound contrition

and guffered the last sentence of the law, in perfecé

copformit.y to the will of God, besecching him to

aceept the shame he endured and the pai;s of his
. body, in atoncment for the sins of his soul,

My poor mo her did not long survive her hus-
band; and at her death, as my Trish relations were
too poor to support me, Mr. Drummond, who had
promised my dying mother never te forsake me
took me under his own care. ’

CIIAPTER IL

#Oh! our childhood’s days are ne'er forgot
On lifo’s dark sea;

And memory hails that sacred spot
Where'er we be.” :

D. Wz,

T 'was not the only unfortunate orphan whom
the good priest had adopted. Though most people
would have thought his income barely sufficient to
gupport himself, yet by dint of the strictest econo-
my, aided sometimes by the contributions of his
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friends, he Lad made good Christians and useful
members of society out of many, who withont hin
would probably have porished. At the time of my
mother’s death, there were three other boys under
his cave. (One, called Tom M'Donald, was about
twelve years of age, and the other two who were
brothers, were as little as myself We were all
four under the charge of Mr. Drummend’s howse-
keeper, o kind-hearted, but sowetimes eross old
woman, called Nelly, who used to teach us all sorts
of houschald work.  We alse lewrned o make our-
selves useful in the garden; o neighboving Catholie
proprictor having built a nice house for the priest,
in the midst of two or three acres of land, within
five minutes wally of the chapel. How I love to
ook back to these dear fields, und the happy hours T
have spent in them! Wewsed to rise at six o’clock,
and go to the chapel to mass at soven, where Tom
usually served, though on Sundays we were all
taught, even the least of us, to join in the proces-
sion, and behave with decency and reverence.  After
mass we ran home, and got as much porridge and
wilk as we could eat for breakfust: Mr. Drummond
used then to study for & couple of hours in the li-
brary, while Tom M’Donald, with Nelly’s assistance,
swept out the house, and we little ones played about
them, ready to run errands, or now and then to
dust anything with which we could be trusted.
Al twelye o'elocle the Angelus bell rang, by which




FATHER DRUMMOND

T forgot to mention, we were also awakened in the
mornings, and after saying the prayer, we proceeded
to the library, where Mr. Drummond taught us our
lessons for an hour and a half. He then went ont
to his sick ealls, and Nelly to the kitchen, while
Tom tanght Joe and Dick Byrne and myself to weed
in the garden, where, in case we should be huagry,

Nelly always supplied each of us witha great Jump

of bread and cheese. At four, Mr. Drummond
came home to dinner, and after dinner in the sum-
mer cvenings, we always played in the fields il
seven, when we threo little ones got our supper and
went to bed, though Tomr got leave to stay up later,
. and when it was not a confession night, had a Latin
lesson from Mr. Dyummond. What a kind old
“man he was, and how we all loved him!  ¥le used
to come out to sce us play sometimes in the after-
noons to our great joy, and though Nelly, thinking
on such oceasions, that we made too much noise,
used to reprove us, he never would listen to her
complaints.  “No,no, Nelly,” he wouldsay, “don’t
keep down the poor bairns; let them play, let them
be happy. ‘They arc all most especially the chil-
dren of him who is the Father of the fatherless ; and
will not his loving, futheriy heart be well pleased
- to see his little ehildren at play?”  Then, when
* we were tired, or on the winter afterncons, when it
was too dark to go out, he would call us round him,
and tell ws holy and simple stories, befisting our
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tender years, t‘n“inspire ts with love towards the
infant Jesug, and Lis sweet Mother. He would
tell us of two little boys like oursclves, who went
cvery day to serve ab mass, and who while waiting
for the priest, used to play in the sacristy, and eat
the cakes that their mother had given them, They
used o see a little boy who stoed with his mother
in a eorner of the sacristy, and one. day they asked
Lim to come and play with them, and get a share
of their enkes; after this time he joined them always,
and they shared with him whatever they had; but
they wondered very much that he never gave them
auything, One day they teld all about it to the
priest, and asked him what they should do, and he
dogired them to ask the little boy himself what was
the resson.  Accordingly, the next time he came
to play with them, they said, “‘why is it that your
mother never gives you any cake to share with us?'’
Theun the little boy replied, “my mother is going
to give a great fesst soon, and she bid me ask
you to coine to it,” and he told them what day
the feast was to be, and it was the fifteenth of
Augnst.  The two little brothers ran with great
joy to the priest, to tell him they were bidden to
the frast, and the priest desired them to ask the
little boy if he might go also. They did so, and

. the little boy said he might. The day at last ar-

rived, and the little brothers came joyfully to the
churcl to serve at mass before going to the feast,
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When the priest had finished mass, he came down
to the fvot of the altar, and with one of the little
boys on each side of him, turned round to adore

our Lord, when at that moment the lifcless bodies.

of all three fell down on the steps, while their

happy souls went to keep the feast of their glorious

Mother in heaven on Lier Assuuption,

Such were the means by which our good Father
Drummond inspived us with the devolion, which in
after years has been our guard and protection in
many temptations and trials.

It was his especial care 1o render religion a plea-
sure to us. Thus, whenever he had any little pre-
sent to give it was produced on a feast day. On
every feast of the Blessed Virgin, we prepared an
altar in ker honor, not only in the church, but also
at home, and as we grew older, and were each able
to take care of his own little gavden, it was oup
pride and pleasure to try who could present the
sweetest flowers to our dear Mother. Each dif-
ferent season of the year had its espectal devotion;
at Christmas time we were taught to offer up our
every action in honor of the child Jesus, and to be
even more than unsually attentive to the ealls of
charity. 1lappy he among us who could find 2 fa-
mily of beggars, consisting of an old man, a woman,
and a little th]d for such, in honor of Jcsus, Mary,
and Joseph, were always brought into supper, and
waited upon by ourselves, We were encouraged
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frequently to make little sacrifices.  Once, for ex-
ample, T remember Dick Byrae, Lad raised some
carly strawberries in his garden; there were only a
few of them, but they were the first of the season,

-and when they were ripe, he called a gengral con-

soaltation what should be done with them.  #Done
with them !’ cried Tom, “why send them in to
supper!”  “No, no,” eried Dick and T in a breath,
#thiere are too few, give them all 4o papa Drum-
mond.” Al this time little Joe had not spoken,
but his eyes were filled with tears, and when we
turned to Dim, he tlrew his armg round his bro-
ther's neek and cried, #Oh, dear Dick, give the
first and best of everything to little Jesus and his
Mother.”  With ene consent we ran to the altar,
and Dick with a heightened color, lnid upon it hig
beautiful plate of strawberries.

At four o’clock, as usual, Mr, Dinmmond came
hack to dinner, and the first words he said on en-
teting the door, where we all met him, were ad-
dressed to Nelly -4 Is there any frait ripe, Nelly?
I want to send some to that pdor wowman, Mary

"Neale, who is ot long for this world, and fruit

seems the only thing she can fancy.”

Peedy sir,” replied Nelly, “there 's no’ a berry
fit to eat, if it be na in Dick’s bit garden: but, I
daur ‘;ay the bairng ha'e caten them &, for T saw
them pu'in’ them this mornin’.”  To this speech

‘Dick replicd nothing, but taking Mr. Drummoend by
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the hand, led him into the library to the little alter,
showed him the plate of strawhberrics, and told bim
the whole story.

“And now sir,” he said, “do you think the
Blessed Virgin will be angry, if T take them again
to give to the poor woman

“No, my dear child,” said the good man, #T am
sure she will not; on the contrary, I think she has
shown that your little offering has been accepted,
and has sent yon as a roward this opportunity of
doing peod.  After dinner you shall all run to the
village, and leave the strawberries with poor Mary,
and I am sure that will give you more pleasure than
if you had eaten them yourselves a hundred times,””

%
CHAPTER IIL

“And as I watch the line of light that plays
Along the smooth wave tow’rd the hurning west,
Tlong to tread that golden path of rays,
And think 't would lead 10 scine bright isle of rest
Monrz.

SEVERAL years passed away and found us all in-
creased in bealth and sirength, with the exception
of poor little Joe; though the youngest of our fa-
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mily, ke promised to be saperior to his brother in
height, until his ifth year, when he met with an
acoident, by falling off a tree which he had elimbed
to pull some apples for a poor beggar-child, who, in
passing had begged for them; the poor fellow was
wuch bruised, but no ene thought anything serious
had bappened to him, and indecd, Nelly, as she
dipped some rags into arquebusade, to apply to his
wounds, gave him a good seold for his stupidity.
But when some months bad elapsed, and the child
grew thin and pale; and when both Dick and I shot
past hirs in height, 3. Drummond became seri-
ously alarmed, and determined to get bettor advice
for him than that of the country apothecary who
used to attond ayy he accordingly wrute to a medi-
cal friend in (lasgow, and the following Sunday he
arrived at-our cottage.  Little Joc was called in to
Lim, sand examined, but when he came out he could
tell nothing about the doctor’s opinion, though he
kuew that he had promised to eome out now and
then, during the swmmer. In the evening when
Doctor Forbes was gone, and Joe twas in bed, Mr.

~ Dvummond called us all into the study, and told us”

Le had sowething of importance to say tous, My
dear children,” he said, “you have hitherto been
very good boys indeed, and I hp® rarcly had oe-
casion o find fault with any ¢f you. T am now
going to tell you something whick, T hope, may
hind you closer to cne another than ever.  Doetor
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Forbes tells me that thongh he apprebends nothing
immediately dangerous in the case of our dear little
Joe, that he must never expect to regain full health
and strength, and will, in all probability, be de-
formed all his life. Before sending bim to bed T
told him so, and the dear child is quite resigned to
the will of God. And now, my dear boys, I tell
you all this, beeause, were Iio die, T know not
what would become of Lim, In such a case I have
already made arrangements for all of you, that you
should cach be taught that to which your inclina-
tions prowpt you; for the poor weakly child I can
do nothing but commend him fo the earc of Jesus
and his blessed Mother, and to the affection and
- brotherly love of yow all.  'Will yon then promise
me, that whether I am dlive or dead, this little one
will be your charge? 'To you, Tom, especially, as
the eldest, do T recommend him; you are already
well advanced in your studics, and by the blessing
of God, I hope, in a few years, you will be ready
to serve him at his hely altar. But all of you,
however young, are able to love and eherish, in an
espeeial manner, one who lag so many elaims upon
you; for though Dick is the only one who had the
same parents with him, you ave all brothers in the
sight of God, and equal in my affections.””
I shall never forget that night. Not one of us
had any idea before how seriously ill little Joe was;
and the lntelhgenee affected ug all to tears, which
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were even inereased on hearing our kmnd father al-
lude to the possibility of himself dying soon. T
Lelieve there was not one of us who did not men-
tally resolve that little Joe should always be his pecu-
liar care; for thore is no cold prudenee in the hearts
of children —no fear that they may suffor from the
want of what they give to others; they have come
lately from their Creator’s hands, and still retain
some little resemblance to his infinite love.

The wext morning when we saw little Joe, we
all remarked that a ehange had come over him:
thougl his disposition had always been sweet and
kind, from this time he was move like a little angel.
It seemed as if, knowing - that he was not fitted to
cncounter the storms of this world, e had deter-
mined to lose not a moment v preparing himself
for his heavenly home, lle was no louger able to
play with us in the evenings; but he used {o come
out and watch va, sitting on the bank, and enjoy-
ing our games as much as if -he bad joined in
them. In general, there wag an expression of me-
lancholy on his sweet fage, but on these oceasions
hiz morry laugh might be heard as he encouraged
one or other of us, Though unable to compete
with us in bedily exercises, his miud was far in
advanee gither of Dick’s or mine; be conld not study
hiis Jessons long, but he seemed, with little labor, to
comprehend what we never could master, till Mz,
Drummond liad gone over it with us, Thoeugh I
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was not old enough to appreciate the wisdom of
this babe ab the time, T have since heard Mr. Drum-
mond say, that his remarks used to astonish every
one. It appeared as if that blessed Mother, whom
he 80 loved, had determined that even on carth no
one should doubt he was with her a favoriie child.
Great part of his time was spent in prayer; indeed
it was impossible to tell how much he praycd, for
often when he thought no one observed him, we
used to see his lips moving, and lis little hands
clagped together,

The summer passed away, and instead of getting

any hetter, Joe gradually lost the little strength he .

had. Dr. Forbes came now and then to see him;
but the remedies he ordered never did him much
good, though the poor child was most exaet in doing
evory thing'he was bid. At last he beeame so weak
as searecly to be able to walk at all; but Mr. Dram-
mond got him a little garden! ch.ul in which Tom
uscd to pull him about the garden, and to the chapel
to hear masg; or if Tom was engaged otherwise,
Dick and T could manage it~—one (Il’LWl!l”‘ and the
other pushing behind. All this time we had no
idea that Joe's iliness was dangerous, and we used
often to talk of what we would do for him when
we should be grown men.

One Leautiful antummal evening, Tom had heen
gent a message, apd Dick and I had harnesged our-
selves with picees of string to Joe’s garden-chair;
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we were waiting imputiently for his coming out,
but it was a long time hefore he was ready, for Dy,
Forbes had been sceing him, and when he was gone,
My, Drummond kept Joe in the study to speak to
him. At last Mr. Dramond eame to the window
and called out to us that he was afraid Joe would
bo too tived for his drive that cvening. As this
was the first time we had thought of playing ut
horses in the chair, we wero much disappointed,
and begged hard for him to come for a very little time,
promising to talie- great care not to futigue him.
“What do you say, my child?" said Dr. Drum-
mond to Joe, who was beside him. “S8hould you
like to go or nos?”  “O yes, dear father,” he re-
plied, “or poor Pat and Bick will have Lad sl
their trouble for nothing.”

A winute ufterwards, Father Drammond caivied
Joe down stairs, and placed him in his chate.  Both l
Dick and T noticed that he had hoen shedding tears;
but we did not ask what was the matter, for he
looked perfoctly happy.  After two or three turns

up and down the walks, we got out of breath, and

stopped to rest. “Joe,” said Dick, “Pat and 1
Lave been quarrelling which of us is to have you
to live with us when we turn big men; now, if you

“will promise to eome to me, Tl give you the pret-

tiest little carringe you cver saw, with two hesutiful
white ponies to draw it, just such ponics ag I was
telling you I saw go through the tewn last Satur-
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day; oh, so beantiful and milk-white [ ¢ But, Joe,”

interrupted T, “T’1 give you black ponies Wlthout
one white hair, and then they’ll never look divty
and yellow like what Dick'swill.” ©But they sha'n’s
look-dirty,” eried Dick, ¢ for they shall always have
beautiful dry voads to go upon.”  “So you'll have
poor Joc at home all the winter time —will you,
Dick? Much good your carriage will do him in-
deed! No,no, Joe eome to me, and you shall ride
about hoth sunimer and winter.”

Dick was so vexed, he was almost like to cry,
but little Joe took 2 hand of each of us, and said,
“dont mind, desr Dick—be good, dear FPat,—1I
ghould be very happy living with cither one or other
of you; not for the sake of the ponies, for I never
shouid like them half as well as the two dear good
ponjes that have drawn me to-night.  But I don’t
think I can go to cither of you, for somehody else
wants mo.”

“Do yon mean that yon want to shay always with
Father Drummond, or to live with Tom?” asked
Dick, while hig face got red, and the tears came
again mt;rlﬂﬁ_ cyes.

“No, no, " replied Joe, “I don’t mean either of
them, I men ” ’

TBut before he could finish his sentence T sriatehed
away my hand from bimgand cried out--“and
you would leave us for strangers—would you?
Joe, I never could have helieved it of you; come
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away into the house, Dick, and send Nelly for
him; be don’t eare a rush for us.”

86 saying, I ran down the walk, and Dick was
Just going to fullow me, when we were stopped by

little Joe’s voice, “Oh, Pat!” he eried, “Oh, Digk,

don't leave me! Listen to what I've got io tell
you. Sure you know [ wouldn't love strangers
better than you.”

We came slowly back, but when we saw the tears
in the poor chill’s eyes, aud when he held out his
little wouth to as, neither of ws conld resist him,
and we kissed him over and over again. “And
now, dear Pat,” he said, “let me tell you what L
mean. It is not to strangers I will go, but to our
own dear mother, Mary; she wants me to go and
live with her and little Jesus, and be always happy
—aye far happier even thun T conld be with you,
my own dear brothers,”

Diek and I looked at one another, frightened.
“What do you mean, Joc?”

«T mean that Dr. Forbes says T won't live here
long—that T am poing to die. DBut den’t ery so,
dear boys. Dear Pat—stop, my own darling bro-
ther, Dick. Don’t you both wish me to be happy?
aud, ok, how happy I shall be! and instead of your
pretty little carringes and ponies, I shall ride about

-on some of these golden elouds, and in the evenings

I will come just abore you, and watch you playing
in the garden; and if ever you quarrel with one




FATHER DRUMMOND

. anothor, you wiil think that your own litile Joe is

looking, and is vexed to’see you not good friends,
and then you wiill kiss one another, dnd I will
laugh and elap my hands, though may-be you won's
hear me.” ‘

But all Joe's promises had no effeet, the shock
was so sudden.  'We had mever thought he could
leave ws. It was not till Mr. Dremmond, afraid
of tlie night-air for Joe, came to seck us, that we
summoned courage to retwrn to the house; and T

believe the anly one in the house who slept sound.

Iy that night wus little Joe Limself,
;
R el

CHAPTER IV,

% Weap not for those whom the veil of the tomb,
In lifie’s early beauty, hath hid from our eves,

Ere siu threw a blight o’er the spirit’s young bloomn,
Or carth had profan’'d what was born for the skies.

¢ Dieath eamie o'er the fountain exe sorrow had stain'd it,
"I was frozen in all the pure light of its source,
And bni sloeps till the sunshine of heav'n has unchain'd it,
To water that Eden wiicre first was its source,”
T. Moous,

AurryN pagsed away, and winter came on-—
cold bleak winter—and as the leaves foll off the

)
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trees, Joe hecame thinner and paler, and still weaker
than Lefore. Xle soon gave up his fides in the
garden chair; & little while after, he could not leave
his roont, and in another little while, he was con-
fined altogether to bed. But, oh how happy and
contented he always was! and, if now and then a-
tear in hiy eye shewed how much he suffered, he
would smile the moment after.  We all loved to
be boside him, and would never have left his roont,
had not My, Drummeond frequently sent us out to
the fresh air. T bave said before, that Nelly was
sometimes cross to us, but she seemed quite changed
during the lutter part of Joe’s illness; Le bad always
heen her favorite, and now her Iove for him heeame
greator than ever.  Father Drommeond had to hire
another woman to eock, as ne peysuasions could
mduce Nelly to leave Joe’s bedside, excopt for ene
or two hours rest during the day. She always
called him “her ain bairn,” and, though naturally
hasty and impationt, no mothey eould have attended
mere closely to his wishes, ern to us, she was
no longer cross: I think our Iove to little Joe, had
touched her; for from that time her temper became
much milder, and when she reproved us, it was
“more in sorrow thin in anger.”

Clristrns was now fast approaching, and Joe
used often {0 speak of this his best loved feast:
“Do you remember how we kept Just Christmas 7
he asked us one day; “what a npumber of poor
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people we bad at dinmer that day! Do yor know
thore was one old woman, the stranger with the
curious eap, and the beautiful silver hair, and when
she was going away, she let full her stick, and
though I had not been well, and could not wait at
table, T was able to run and piek it ap for her.

Well, she pat ber hand on my head, and stroked

my hair, and I asked her if she was very old, and
she said, “Yes, my bairn, T am very old, an’, as
God wills T shoald be here—1 am contented —
but dinna pray for a long life in this wicked world;
rather ask the blessed bairn that was born this day
1o take you to himsel’ while you are a hairn also.”
1 remember so well every word she said, and I have

often thought sinee, little Jesus will not leave me .

herc after he comes next time. O how sweet it
would be to die on Christmas day, and to see how
they keep it in heaven !

Nelly never liked to hear Jue falk of dying, and
the now stopped him, saying, “'Whisht, whisht,
my bairn, dinna speak that way'; yon was naethin’
but anld wives clavers; wi' (od's “help, and the
Blessed Virgin's, by Clristmas ye'll be pettin’
strong.”

Joe sheok his head; “No, no, dear Nelly,” he
said, T shall never get strong again; at léast I
hope not, for now that I have once made up my
mind to leave you all, death seems sosweet!  And
when I get to heaven, Low I shall pray for you!
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You must each tell me what you want most fo get,
and I'will give your messages to onr dear Mother,
and never let her forget them till sho gets all you
want from her Son; eome, Nelly, do you begin;
what shall T ask for you?”

Nelly burst into tears; “Oh my bafrn! my ain
dear bairn, gin ye maun leave me, ask that my un-
gratefu’ heart be conformed to His will.  But oh!
1t °1f he a sair trfall” )

From this time, Nelly used often to speak in
private with Joe, and so, indeed, did we all; for
we each had some request to our holy Mother, that
we wished to send through him. .

Clristmas eve at length arrived; Joe had been
very unwell for several days, but this everiing he
folt a little bettor, and at length persuaded Nelly
to leave him a little, and seck the rest she so much
needed. Father Drammond promised to sit beside -
Lim until it should he time to go to the ehapel for
the midnight miass; when he would be agnin relieved
by Nelly. Joe was very quiet all the time Father
Drommond was in the voom, and when a little after
eleven, Nelly came in, he thinking the child was
asleep, stepped gently to the side of the bed, and
made the sign of the cross over him. “I am not
asleep, dear father,” he said; “will you come in
again and see me, after you come back?. and oh,
dear father, will you say mass for me?”

When Mr. Drumnoend, scecompanied by Tom,
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Dick, and myself, had left the house, Nelly took
hold of Joe's hand, and was alarmed to flind it
burning. “Ye're no' sac weel, my bairn,” she
said, ““try an’ get a sleep.”

“No matter for sleep now, dear Nelly,” he re-
plied; “T am going! the little Jesns will come for
me yory soon! I shall live till after Father Drum-
mond eomes back; but I would not tell him how
ill T was, for fear he might think of me in my little
roo, instead of Jesug and Mary at Bethlehem.”

By the time we returned te the house, Joo's
appearance was so much ehanged that Mr. Drum-
mond delayed not » moment administering the
last sacraments. After that, Joo scemed to doze
for a little, while we all watebed around, and re-
peated the prayers for the dying. At last about
half-past threc o’elock, he once more opened his
eyes, and looking around, said to us, “Kiss me all,
gaick! quick! they are waiting for me! lock how
beautiful she is! Dear, dear little Jesus, T am
coming! See, my Mothor is going to help me
up " and g0 saying, he half raised himself, stretehed
ont his little hands, and with a Iovdy smile upon

his face —expired.

AND IS ORTHANS.

CIIAPTER V.

“ o leathe we part from all we love,
From all the linles that bind us;
S0 turn our Liearts, where'er we rove,
To those weve left behind us!”
MoorE.

I srranan pass briofly over several years that fol
lowed the death of little Joc, and proceed ab once
to the time when I, 2 stout lad of eighteen, was
about to Ieave the Rind friend who had sheltered
my childhood, in order to make my way in the
world for myself. Tom had long before-proceeded
to college, to study for the priesthood, and within
the last two yewss, Mr. Drummond had, though
unwillingly, yiclded to Dick’s exceeding desu'e to
go to sca. I was therefore the last of our family
at home, and though I know my kind father would
fain lrave had me always with lim, he was aware
that it was for my own advantage that I should
early be able to support myself.

It now only remained to choose an owupamon,
and on that point my mind was already wade up.
I was passionately fond of riding, and had been
in the habit, from my childhood, of running up to
the great hou%e 26 overy opportunity, and tfﬂung
the horses to water, &o.  Of lute years, also, I had

% :




T

|
.

TR I e e

30 _ FATHER DRUMMOND

taken entire charge of a horse that had been pre-
sented to Mr, Drommond by his people, on aceount
of his great labors and advancing years. In spite,
thorefore, of various plans, much more advanta-
geous, proposed to me by Mr. Drummond, I still

‘persevered in any wish to be & servant in & small

family, where one or two horses were kept, of which
I miglit have the entire charge.

T shall not soon forget the day on which the
good man fold me my wishes were accomplished,
as he had procured such a situation for me as I
desired, int the town of A——. © As I was required
to seb out for my future master’s residence immeg-

diately, my preparations were hurriedly made. The

morning of my departare from Clearburn, Father
Drummond once more galled me into the study

where T had often been so happy, and addvessed

me in the following manner: — _

“My dear hoy, you axe now going to leave me,
and enter upon & world of which yon have hitherto
scen but little.  You are young and sanguine, and
look forward to a happy carcer, and it will probably
depend on yourself whether your anticipations be
corréct or not.  In this I do not speak in a merely
worldly point of view, for you may perhaps meet
with many misfortunes through no fault of yoar
own. But if you act up to the principles T have
always inenleated, you will live and dic well, even
though your days be spent in ‘toil and weariness,

AND IIIS ORTHANS. 31

You have, T am happy to say, & tender devotion to
the blessed Mother of God, and this devotion is a
most precious gift from her divine Son; for she
never has abandoned those who have had recourse
to her, and will not abandon you, my son, as long
as you vegard her with fillal confidence.  And now,
my desr boy, there is another “subject on which I
mnst speale to you: your principles are good, and
you have an excellent heart, but yow are casily ex-
cited and cast down.  When your foclings araa'p-
peated to, you arc in great danger, for you know
not how to vesist, and you cannot bear to e faunted
or laughed at; yow are passionate and hhsty, al-
though, to do- you. justice, you never bear malice, ©
Now, my dear boy, these are very dangerons faults,
and Ineed only remind you of your gwn poor father,
whoze natursl dispositions were uch like your own,
to induce you to aveid any thing that may tend to
excife the passions,  Will you then, Pat, make me

@& promise never to taste ardent spivits? It may

appear no great sacrifice to you at present, s you-
have never been accustomed to them, but before
binding you it is but fair to warn yoa of the temp-
tations to break your promize to which you will be
cxposed. You are fond of society, and will often
niect with other lads of agreeable manners, who will
offer to treat you, and expect you to do the same
for themi in return, and who, if you refuse, will make
game of you for your f&mpe-mncc. Now, my hoy,
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if you believe you can resist such arnoyances ag
these, you will escape one of the greatost dangers
that witl probably assil you throngh [ife. thab
do you think, Pat? Will you venture to make the
promise? - It is much casier never to begin a bad
habit, than to break it off after it is comj'aetcd.”

Without hesitation I would have made the pro-

mise, but again and again did Mr. Drummend warn
me of the temptations to which I should be exposed.
At last, however, sceing me firm in miy resolution
he allowed me to give hin my word that I wnulci
never knowingly taste ardent spirits, and then be.
stowing on me hiz blessing, he ones more, with
tears in his cyes, implored me to be devous to the
holy Mother of God, and dismissed me.

Betore going down stairs to say goad-hye to Nell ¥
I stayed & moment at the door of the study to rei
cover myself, and 1 heard my kind father, who be-
lieved me gone, praying fervently for me, at the
foot of the little altar.

“0h, my God,” he said, “Thou gavest me this
ehild pure and innoeent, and pure and innocent do
T return him, now that he ean no longer be under
my care; watch over him during his périlons jour-
ney through the world, and bring him safely to
thy kingdom, to be thine own child. Ob, holy
Mother of Gad, forsaké him mot; obtain for him
the grace always to love thy dear Son, and to be
thy true and loving scrvant,”

b
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Here the good man's voice became choked, and
almast blinded by my tears, T hasteued down stairs.

1 found poor Nelly weeping bitterly when I went
to sy favewell, for she had dewly loved us all, es-
peciaily aftor the death of Joe.  As T was leaving
the housc, she attempted to thrust some money into
my land, the fruit of her little savings. 1 assured

© ber that Mr. Drammond had provided whatever T

should reuire. ) .

“Weel, weel, my bairn,” she said, ““it’s a’ ane.
Whatever T leave sall gang to you three, an’ the
anc that wants it maist, sall gob the raist, sac when
ye ncod what I can gie ye, come an’ ask it.”

Tt was with a heavy heart that I mounted the
eoach whieh was to carry me to a new abode, and
fur from all T Joved; but the refreshing merning
brecze and the change of seene soon ingpired me
with more cheerful feelings. I remembered that T
was now going to suppoyt wyself, and therely enable
Mr. Drummond to spend upon others the money
that had been Litherto expended in my support,
and T thought with delight that I might one day
e able to save enough to maintain some other little
orphan as mournfully situated as T was when first
received by my kind father. These thoughts soon
cheered me uwp, so that I could enjoy the /lovuly
scenery through which we passed during o great
part of our journey. Jt was on the evening of the
gccond duy that I arrived at the residence of my
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future master. It was an old fashioned building,
at the outskirts of the town of A , with a large
courtyard and exténsive garden. I was kindly

-welcomed by Mr. Murray’s housekeeper, who gave

me supper, and showed me a little bed-room where
T was to sleep, telling me T had better He down at
once, and be ready carly next morning to meet my
master, who was 1ot then at home.

Tlie day following, immediately after an emrly

breakfast, T was told that Mr. Mumay desired to -

speak with me in his study. When I entered the
room, he looked at me for a minute or two without
speaking; and though I was not 86 rude as to stare
at him io return, I shall describe his appearance,
as I became familiar with it afterwards.

Mr. Murray was a tall, thin man, about sixty
yoars old; the greater parh of his head was bald;
but where the hair remained, it was protey thick,
and a mixture of black and white. At fist, I
thought he looked harsh and stern; but when he
smiled, wlich was rarely, the expression of his
countenance became very beaatiful. He was o
little tame, so that he scldom or never walked, and

. almost all the exercise he took was on horschack.

After inguiring Lkindly about my jouriey from
Clearburn, he said— “ What is your age?™

I replied—%T am eighteen, sir.”

“8o young!” he said. “You are well grown.
How long bave you heen with Mr, Drummond 2

i
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“As long almost as I can remember, siv,” I

" answered.

“0f course you are a Catholic? Well, well,”
he continaed, 2s T was aboat to reply, “we shall
agree very well in spite of that, T dare say. From
all T hear of him, Mr. Drummond is 2 man of too
much sense to make yon a bigot.”

“I hope I am not » bigot, sir,” T answered ; “but
T would rather dic, than in any way eompromise
my religion.”

Mr. Murray raised his eyebrows in surprise.

%80! he exclaimed ; “howover, if you do your
duty to me, I shall not complain, I shall take
care that you have an opportunity of going to cha-
pel every Sunday and feast-day; but reeolleet, that
if you negleet taking advantage of the lhours at
which you can well be spared, that is, if you do
not go to the early rmass, T shall not keep my other
gervants at home on your aceount in the forenoon,
And now, with regard to your duties, you have two
horses to take care of, and you must go out with
me frequentiy.  The housckeeper will inform you
of your other employments. I shall not keep you
longer at present. You will not find me a hard -
master, provided you do your duty; and, above ail,”
he continued, sternly, “never tell me a lio.”

I replied that T hoped T should never beh guilty
of =0 mean a viee.

“Tt is well,"” he said; and T left the room.
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CHAPTER VL

& Martin.~1 shall be fuddled anon
Daniel—And drankeoness T held to be a very despicable
All=—0" a shocking vice. (Lhey drink rewnd) [vice,

Peter—Inasmuch as it taketh away the understanding.
Diantel—And makes the eyes red.
Peter.—And the tongne to stamumer.
Dandel~~And to blab oul secrets.”
Cearies Laws.

Mg, Murray, as T afterwards heard from the
housekeeper, Mrs. Hope, was the younger son of a
very old family. e had early in life offended his
relutives; so that when his older brother died with-
out children of his own, Le passed over my master,

and left all his fortune to be acenmulated for Mas- |

ter Henry, Mr. Murray’s only child, until he should
-come of age.  Thoe young gentloman was now nbout
cighteen, and at college. Mrs. Hope scemed very
fond of him, and said he wag beloved by every one.
“To tell yon the truth, Pat,” she suid, “itisa
great expense on my maister to kecp his son-at
. Oxzford, and he canna very weel afford i, Ye may
see yersel’ how plainly he lives; the only kind of
pleasure he has is his horses; and that, considering
his lameness, he canna wecl want.  But wha wadna
do as muckle for dear Maister Henry.”
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Mrs. Hope used to give me a great deal of good
adviee, particnlarly against bad eompanions, as she
tuld me many of the lads in the neighborhood were
idle nud werthless.

“An’ T advise you to teke care of yersel',” she
ardded ; “for, thongh Mr. Marray scarecly evergpeaks
to ony of the folkk bereabouts, yet, somehow ot other,
maething secws to happen without his knowing 1.7

1 said nothing in reply; but I thought to mysclf,
“1f I never do any thing thut I am ashamed of
wy guardian angel zeeing, T shall not be afraid of
any thing Mr.. Murray can know.”

Before I-left Clearburn, Mr. Drammoud had
given me a yery bedutiful print of the Blessed
Viegin and ebild; and I hang it up opposite my
bed, that T might see it the first thing on awaking
cvery marning.  Mrs. Tope had never seen any
thing of the kind before, but told me she liked it
very meh, only shie hoped I was not so jznorant
as to pray to a picce of paper. I teld her I always
sadd my prayers before the.pictare, but that 1 only
did #0 to awaken my devotion to Jesus, and love
to his holy Mother, as I knew the picture itself
eoull neither hear nor see me.  This seemed to
siibisfy her; and indeed I fonnd ber very kind with
regurd to every thing eonneeted with my religion.
Mr. Murray had desired her always te prepare lsh

_for e o Yridays; and she herself bade me always

teid foer an other days when abstinenes was reuived.
1 .
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T lived here very huppily for some time, riding
out behind my master every day, for he never
minded the weather. We used to go myny mniles,
galloping over mountain and moor in every direc-
tion, for Mr. Murray was a femless rider, and he
goon gaw thab T was never afiaid to follow him.

Every Sunday and feast-day I attended the seven
o'clock mass, and once a fortuight T went to my
duty, and reeeived the holy communion.

One Baturday. I bad been out till very late ywith
my master, and coming home tived, I was too fazy
to go to confession that night, thongh it was my
unsual time. I intended rising earlicr next morning,
and going to the chapel in ﬁme before mass; but
T slept too long, and had afterwards to wait in the
vestry until several others, who were before me,
had made their confessions, When at last 1 wag
finished, and entered the chapel, T found mass half
over, the belt for the clevation having just rung.

As there were only two priesis in the town, and .

the sccond mass was to be at eleven o’clock, T could
not wait thon; but T received the holy communion,
and went home with no-fear of missing mass, as [
was sure either Mra, Flope or the housemaid would
stay at home in the forcnoon, and rather go instead
of me in the afternoon, to oblige me.  Aceordingly,
Jessic very willingly agreed to do so.

1 wag coming down stairs, en my way to the
cleven o'clock wass, when 1 met Mr. Murray.  As
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I stood zside to let him pass, he noticed the hat
io my hand, and a.bld.d where I was going.

“To chape] sir,” I replied.

“What! he said.  “Did I not desire you to go
to the carly mass, and allow the others to go out
at cleven o'clock P77 ‘

“Youn did, sir,” T said; “but I was too late this

morning, and 85 I am bound to hear mass, Jessie

bas kindly agreed to smy at home, a.ud rather go
ovut in the afternoon.”

“1 care not whether she has agreed or not,”
said My, Murray; “my orders must be obeyed.
Whether she stays in the house or nof, you must
not go out, If it ix against your conscience not to
hear mass, you will be more earcfal another time.”

I went back to my room, and wept bittc'l]_y, for,
from the time I was old enmlgh to attend church,
I had never before missed hearing mass on 2 day of
obligation, and now I had done so, by my own fault.
As the best reparation 1 could make, T knelt down
before the picture of the Virgin Mary'and child,
and hanging up my rosary and eracifix beside it,
I opened my Missal, and read over the service of
mass, offering up my intention in union with that

cof the pricst who way then celebrating the divine

mysterics in the town; with that of my dear Father
Drummond, wheo, I had no doubt, was even then
remembering me before the altar; and with that of
every one throughount the world, who wes thea
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hearing or saying mass devoutly; I then besought
our hoty Mother to offer up my prayers to her di-
vine Son, and obtain from him pardon for my fault.
Althoagh, at the time, T thought Mr. Blurray harsh,
yet, I owe to him, that ever since I have learned
the lesson, never to pub off till to-morrow what
should be doue to-day, especially, when guch ne-
gleet, might in any way interfere with the duties of
1y religion.

_There was a lad in the servies of a geutleman in
the neighborhood, who often used to come in my
way, s he also had the care of horses, and we fre-

quently met when taking them to water. There.

was something very agreeable in his manners, and
they particularly took my fancy, because they re-
minded me of the free, open, and carcless gaiety

that distingnished Dick, before he went to be a -

sailor; but, stil}, [ rather discouraged his advances,
for Mrs. Hope had warned me that le was an idle
1ud, who would teach me no good.

One evening, Mrs. Hope told me, that she had
been invited out to tes, ot the house of a tyadesman
who gerved us, and that she had got Ieave from Mr.
Murray to take mo with her. I was rather sur-
prised, on cniering the room, to find Ned Buarns
there before me, and still more so, when I saw what
a favorite he seemed to be with every one. e
wag the life of the party; took care of everybody,
handing abeut tea and cakes, and afterwards pro-

1 B
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viding amusement, teaching us games, and every
now and then, singing in a manner which-T thought
beautiful. As for Mrs. Hope, who had never
apolen to him before, she was quite delighted, and,
when on coming away, ke secompanied us to our
own docr, she said he was one of the nieest lads
‘she had ever scen, and that she thosght these who
gave him the character for being idle, had botter
look to themselves.

Brom this tinte I used to seo Ned every day, and
as Mrs. Hope no longer made objection to our being
intimate, I found him too agreeable not to enjoy
his soeiety. Hu offered to teach me to play on the
flate, and until [ could buy one for myself; to let
me praetise on his; and be promised when I could
play a little, he would got me elected a member of
a musical eclub, where he had great influence,
“But in that cage,” he said, “you’ll need to make
Interest with the old lady, to say nothing to Mr,
Murray about your staying out at night.”

“Indeed,” I replied, “1 should be very sorry to
de so without his knowledge.”

«“What fun ! he eried; “do you reslly mean to

. sy you are so serupulous?  Well, in that ease, I

am afraid I ean do nothing for you; or perhaps,”
Le continned, laughing, “you think you will get
Mr. Murray's leave to attend the club twice a
week.”
“Why not?” I replied; « Mr. Marray would not
4%
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like me to waste my time, but when ke knows that
T ouly wish to join the club in order to improve
myself, I dare say, he will make no objection.”

At this speech, Ned was scized with 2 most vie-
lent fit of langhter, in whieh 1 ot first joined, though
I did not know why; but when he eontinued, and
his laughter becams morc and more uncontroliable,
I became angry.

“You scem casily amused,” I said, “but as 1
fear T am but dull company, not having the wit to
see the joke, I shall leave you;” and I prepared to
quit his stable where this conversation had passed.

« Hiop, stop, my dear Pat,” he eried, trying to
control himself, thouglh he still hield his sides, ¢ you
must not be so easily huffed, I did not mean to
offend you; but really, T could not help laughing.
And, now, to show you are friends with me again,
promise to ask leave to go out next Tuesday, avd
T will take you to the practising for our aunnal
concert.  You see you have converted me, don't
you hear, 1 say, ‘ask leave?” and here be took
another fit of laughing, '

Though not more than half pleased with him, I
thought it would look sulky to refuse, and, besides,
T had a great curiosity to go to the practising, of
which ke had often spoken, though he always said,
it was diffienit to get admission for a stranger.

As soon as T got heme, T told Mrs. Hope of the
invitation I had received, and she promised to get

i
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leave for me from Mr. Murray.  Accordingly, on
'Tnesday night, I was quite ready when Ned called
for me to accompany him,

The practising was to take plice in the large
room of a public-house, ealled the Three Highlund-
men.  When we entered, a good many of the
performers wore assembled, and Ned introduced
me to several; but when they were about to begin,
as he would be engaged playing, be particularly
recommended me\to the cars of a Mr. M'Evoy,
who, he said, wnul&tell me the name of every song.

Mr. M’Evoy was a thin, pale, elderly man,
dressed in a scedy suit of black, with watery cyes,
anl a red nose. I did not much like his look at
first, but he wuas very kind in explaining every
thing to me; and, as I was very fond of music, I
enjoyed the evening, exceedingly.

When the muosie was finished, I looked round
for Ned to come away; but on my asking him if
he were ready -~ Ready ! he cried; “why, man,
the fan has not begun yeb—we are going to have
supper.”’

“Then Tam sorry to leave you,” T said; “for
I know they cxpect me not to be out late.”

“Did they fix you to an loor, then ¥ asked Ned.

“No,” I replied; “hut Mrs. Hope likes to go to
bed early, and I know she will sit up for me.”

“And arc you really so simple as not to have
got a-pass-key for yourself?” he cried, , “But if
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you are determined to go, T shall say no more, and

will do my best to exense you to the others, who
‘may think it shabby to come and get all the good
of our music, without even standing treat for one
gloss after it.”

The last words had effect; T eould not hoar the
iden of being called shabby, and T gave up my good
resolution. Iowever, T gave Ned warning not to
ask me to drink, as I never took ardent spirits. 1
thought, as he tarned away, that it was to hide a
smile; bat he said nothing.

At supper I was placed betwoen Ned and Mr.
M'Evoy; and as most of the company were busy
enjoying the good things, it was not remarked that
1 took nothing but water; but when the dishes were
retaoved, and tumblers with hot water brought i,
it seemed to give great offence that T passed the
spirit-bottle without helping mysclf.

« Il up your glass, Mr. Whelan,” cried the
president ; “that is againt the law.”

“You must excusc my friend Y suid Ned, “he
is a total-abstinence man.’

This seemed to be considered a gaod Joke, to
judge by the peals of laughser that suceeedod Ned's
spoech, and by the number of witty remarks it
produced.

Meanwhile, I sat burning with indignation, and,
T must say, with shamo alse; but F happily thought
of asking the assistance of the Blessed Virgin to

¢
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withstand the temptation, and she enabled me to
do sn,

Estoodup. %A speech—a speech ! they cried.
%A speech on the temperance maovemont ! but in
a few wintes ovder was restored, and I hegan.

“Gentlemen,” T said, “there are reasons which
prevent me joining in your eonviviality, but T hope
you will aliow me to contribute to it in another
way; and on wmy way down stairs T shall make ar-
rangements with the landlord for doing so. T wish
you all a good night, with many thauks for the
entertainment you have afforded me.”” o saying,
I took my hat, and walked towards the door.

A loud murmur of dissatisfastion arose, but [
did not heed it, and walked down stairs, thoquh
with a swelling heart. Mr. M'T Gvoy followed, trying
to persuade we to return; but I wonld not, and
only got guit of him by begeivg Lim to arrange
with the landlord for my contribution to the feast.

I had oniy gone a little® way from the door when
1 beard a voice exlling after me, Tt was M'E voy,
“Here is your change,” he sald, takiung my arm;
“ you ave not so prudent in louking after yonr money
as you arc in other respects. Bat donm't think I
juin with these foolish lads in lnghing at your tem-
perance; on the coatrary, I honor you for it.  How
fow young 1en are able thus to withstand tempta-
tion! I knew one very unhappy instance of the
ovils of the fatal vice of drunkenncss, and it oe-
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curred to a young man n!pt unlike you, and— let
we see, your name is Patrick Whelan—of your
pame also; Is it poasﬁ)le you are any relation?”

1 replicd, in a voice choked with tears, that he

probably alluded fo my father.
“Your father!” he said, squeczing my hand.

My dear boy, that accounts for the interest T felp~

in you the moment I gaw you. Patrick, I loved
your father, though I saw and mowrned for his faults;
but T am kappy to see that his son is avoiding thcm

My dear boy, thank God I have met you; there are -

£ many other temptations to which you will be
exposed, and against which Tean warn you.  Always
look en me as o friend, Patrick. T shall come and
see you ti-morrow.” 8o saying, as we had arrived

at Mr. Mureay's door, he wished me good night.

Without giving Mrs. Hope the accoomt of the
entertainment she expected, I pleaded with truth
that T was not very well, and went to bed, though
I lay long awake, thinking over the events of the
duy.
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CHAPTER VIL

“Care foras!  True indeed —they ne'er cared for us yet.
Snfler vs o fumish and their storeliouses erammed with
prain; make edicts for sy, to sapport usurers; repea
duily any wholesome act established against the rich, and
provide more plercing statutes daily to chain up and restrain

,the poor. i the wars eat us not up, they will; and there’s

all the love they bear us.”
SHAI(ESPEARE.

Tue next morning early T was engaged in the
\mbln, when I was surprised by a knock at the door;
on opening it T fouhd M’ ¥Kvoy.

“Gond morning, my dear Patrick,” he said.
“Do not be surprised at this early visit, for I have
a great deal to say to you. When T left yon last
night, I went back to the Thres Highlandmen,
where they were still drinking, and T heard them
talking about .you. Some said your temperance
was all a pretence, to curry favor with your master
and the housekeeper, while others thought you were
sineere at present, but that you would not hold out
long.  Among the last was your friend Ned Burns,
and I bave como particularly to warn you against
him, as be has laid 2 bet with sdme of the others
that he will make you drunk within 2 month,”

I must sny I folt very indignant at this informa-

tion; yet, though I could not deny that my being,

1
|
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aware of such a scheme would materially assist me
in counteracting it, I did not at all like the mammer
in which T had gained the information, dnd my na-
tural prejudice against M'Evoy was nob lessened

by his having played the spy on my acsount; stilt.

he meant kindly, and he had known my father,
so I thanked him for the warning, and said nothing
more.

#Then you will avoid that lad—will you not,
wy dear boy 7”7 he sm& .

' What you tell me #ives me no great inducement

to seck his comp.my,” T veplicd; “but he has h1t]1-7

erto been kind to me.

“ How like your father!” he eried.  « With such
o heart kindness ecan do anything, but to tyrants
and oppressora you never would submit.”

1 replied that happily T had no cause to com-
plain. . ‘

“Yes, yes,”" he said, “you are right so far; you
get enough to cat and drink, and are treated with
no glaring injustice; but tell me, is it right that
one man should slave for another day after day,
receiving from him a mere pittance, while the ether
sits in idlencss and lnzury, spending on himself
what he should share wish the fiest?”

“Yon state an exireme case,” ¥ replicd; “hut
one with which I have nothing to do. I am wil-
ling to Jabor in the state of life in which God has
pleassd to place me; T lave nob too wuch to dy,
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#0 I canuot be said to slave, and I recsive the wa-
gea for which I asked; as for my master, he s nei-
ther idle nor luxurious, and instead of spending
much on himself, he gives freely to the poor.”

“Why, how hotly you tslke a thing up,” said
M Evoy, smiling. “Did I call your master a ty-
rant, that you defond him go briskly 7’

I certum]y could not say that ho had expressly
done so. .

“Well, well, my dear boy,” he continued, «if
1 do not attack your friends, you cannot blame
me for speaking ill of those who do the things that
you say your master does not do.  But some other
day we must bave a little morve conversation on
the rights of man. Meanwhile, tell me can you
play at cards?” ‘ o

“No,” I replied. ’ :

“That iy a pity,” he said; “for Ned and his
companions will be sure to inveigle you into play-
ing, and if you do not know the principles of the
gawe, you will certainly lose. 1 must give you
some lessons.  Let me sce-—are you busy now ?

“Yes,” I said; “T must get breakfiss, and im-
mediately after, go out with Mr, Mwrray.”

“Well, well,” he said; “good-bye; but remem-
ber the ﬁ;st warning I gave you, and be sure also
never to play until I have taught you bow to do
i

T rendily promised this, and he went away.

5
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As T was taking the horses round to the stable,
after having ridden with Mr. Murray, I met Ned.
He accosted me as usual, and began to joke me
about my temperance the’preceding evening. As
M Evoy's warning had not been given ns a secret,
I thought it best to allude to the subject 2t onee,
and replied —

“Hrom what T hear, it will not be your fauldt, if
T do not beeome o drunkard.”

“&o you have hoard of the bet? Well, well,
man, it is but a joke, and you need not think I
wish you to be a deankard, because T wanted you
to have o spree for once.”

“Were I to lose my sclf-respect once,” I replied,
“there would be little to keep me from going far-
ther.”

Nod, who really was a kind-hearted Jad, seamed
surprised, and said, “T had ro idea, Pat, that you
looked upen it in that light; and I promise you'te
give up the bet at once; thongh, indeed,” he con-
continued, Jaughing, “1 should have no chance of
grining, now yon are warned, I suppose it was
that old fox, M Evoy, that blabbed?”

I was silent.

“Well, well,” said Ned, “don’t tell unless you
like; but I hear him no ifl-will for it. All I say
to you ig, take eare of yoursclf, if he take a fancy
to you."”

“T think,” said I, “it would be better not to
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introduce me to acqeaintances at night, against
whom you think it neccssary to warm me nexé
morning.”

“Lord bless me,” eried Ned, “do you really
think 1 took after the eharacters of all the people
that go to the Three Highlandmen? I assure you
I’ve enough to do taking eare of mysclf.  But how
desperately cross you are to-day.  {lome, U'll help
you to rub down the horses, and then we'll have a
game at cards,”

These words rathor renewed my confidence in
M’ Jivey, as they showed me on this point, he was
correct. ‘T havo never learncd to play,” T said
coldly, '

“Weil, T'll teach you,” answerced he.

“Thank you,” said I, “T've alvcady got the
promisc of being taught.”

“From M’ Evoy, Pll swear,” evied Ned, laugh-
ing; “Pat, Put, you're done for.  Well, well,
since you won't take my help, nor play with me
eitier, I'll b off.” .

“A fine set of companions, I've got,” thought
I, ““when each one of them warns me against the
other.” ’ i

A few days after, I got an Invitationfrom M’ Evey
to walls into the country with hin; and as I did
not know whether Br. Murruy was going to ride
or naot, T went to ssk i, .

“You wané to walk into the country with a
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friend ?” he #aid; “you had better be carcful how
you choose your friends; you do not geem fo he
long in forming such tics. Iowever, from your
conduct at the club a fow evenings ago, T think 1
may trust yon. You may go, and if you are back
before dusk it will do.”

Mow Mr. Murray knew what had cecurred, I do
not kuow to this day; but the longer I was with
him, the more T saw Mrs. Hope was corrcet when

she said, nothing seemed to happen without his |

hearing of it.

As T walked along with M Evoy, he talked on
a great variety of subjects; but everything he s:fid
had a tendetcy to make me, very well pleased with
myself, it is true, but discontented with my sitwa-
tion. As we passed by the grounds of a rich pre-
privtor— “There,” “he said, “lives a man, whe,
without a zingle title, either in mind or body, ta
ouf respeed, because he possesses a little more of
that woulth, to which he is no more entitled f:h-an
we are, thinks he may look down on, and treat with
contenpt, men infinitely superior to himself.”

#Do you mean,” usked I, #to say that he made
his money in an unfair way?” )

“Tf he hiad had the wit to make his money in
any way,” replied M Evoy, “he would be more
worthy of having it than he now 14 No, no, ymhu
out a single .cluim, he received it a'll frmln his fa-
ther, who was just such another as himself. Now,
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what right have such men to roll in luxury while
others are starving? T am an old wan mysclf, but
Low can you, Pat, young, handsome, and talented,
2s you are, think of such things without your blood
Loiling at the injustioe

¥ confess that Lis flattery had so fur offect that
I replied but coldly, that T was contented as T was.

“Aye,” he said, “that f the evil; you are con-
tented, or imagine yourself to he so, when, by
little exertion, you could assume your proper place.
Listen to me; men are all barn equal, and equal
they should remain, unless raised above their fel-
low-men by their own qualitics; Lecanse one man
has distinguished * himself, must his children, asscs
and idiots though they be, fill the same sitnation
that he did?" The thing is absurd.”

Though I felt that this reasoning of M’Evoy
was subversive of all order, I eould not arrange
my thoughts fnto words, before he continued — -

“But it shall not always be so! The day will
come, and scon too, when such as these shall he
pulled down from their high places, and when the
paer shall have their share of the good things of
the land.  No moro oppression —no more taxes,
grinding us to the earth that kings and quecns,
forsooth, with their nable trains, may Juxuriate in
idleness; then those only who make maney shall
spend it—then we shall really be free !

By degroes, M Evoy explained to me, that he
o
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was a member of a socicty whose branches ex-
tended over the whole ecountry. At firgt I could
not exactly understand what were the objeets of
s0 powerful a combination. But as M'Evoy saw 1
hiad been somewhat startled by the expressions he
had at first made use of, he softencd them down,
and told me all that they wanted was to sccure
better treatment for the poor. ¢ said, the worl-
ing classes were the greater proportion of the na-
tion, and that, therefore, they were the most im-
postant part, sud ought to bo first considered; but
that unless they showed their strength by con-
bining together, there would be no ehance of wring-
ing out justice from the governmhent,

“But tell me, exactly,” I suid, “what chariges
you want.”

“In the first place,” he replied, “T would have
a fixed rate of wages for all kinds of workmen, so
that when bread rises in priee, wages shull not fall
ab the samoe time. T weuld have toxes taken off
the necessarics of life, and et tho rich pay them

for their luxurics, if they like. T would do away '

with sinceurcs aud pensions, and bave no more
patromrrc, letting -every post be open to the man
that is best fitted for it. Tastly, I would meld
down some of their overgrown fortunes, and give
to those who need.” '

«This is all very well,” said LI, “but how will
you manage these things?”
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1 cannot now remember all that M'Evoy replied
te this question; for to tell the truth, I did not
very clearly understand him. e said a greut deal
about the rights of the people, and the voice of
the people, and a stake in the nation, bub in the
cnd, I was not mueh wiser than aé the begiuning.
I thou(rht. all the changes he proposed would be
very. good, if brought about in a fair way, but T
did not comprehend how that could be, and I never
thought any other was meant,

By this time we hod walked a long way; and,
a3 we came near a little country inn, M’ }woy pro-
posed that we should dine there, :Lnd return in the
cool of the evening. T had no objection, as T had
got leave to stay out, and was rather tired; so wo
went in and asked what they had.  The landlord
seenied to be acquainted with M'Tivoy, addregsing
him by his name, and asking if he would dine at
the bar, or in a private room. ¥ would bave pre-
ferred the first, as being loss expensive, but M’ Evoy
at once replied, in a private room; he slso gave
particular directicns about dinner, which he ordered
in vory good style.

“And, of comrse you'll have a bottle of Farin-
tosh, Mr, M'Evoy?” asked the landlord.

“No,” ho replied, “I don’t eare about such
things; and as my young friend does not drink, I
won't increase his expense on my aceount.”

I thought the landlord grinned when he heard
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this speech, and T begged M Evoy not to abstain
on my sceount, 18 L slould be glad to see him drink,

though I did not join; but T thought if he were too .

delicate to let we pay for what e drank, he could
easily have managed it, by getting in a separate bill,

After dinner, M'Evoy got hot water and a tum-
bler, and wade toddy for himself, but he scemcd
very anxious that I should .taste a little drop.
When, however, he found I was deternined, he
gave over pregsing me, and propozed as it was dull
for me sitting doing nothing, that he should teach
me the game ab cards he bad promised. T readily
assented, and the landlord having provided us with
a puelz, we hegan.

- I found the principles of the game very easy,
and M Evoy paid me mdny compliments upon my
quickness in learning” e propesed after a little,
to play for sixpence, and I gaineg two games from
him, when I would have stoppl, only he asked
for his rovenge.

“Suppose we play to see who shall settle the
reckoning ¥ he said.

I agreed, and we played a game whieh T Jost.
M'Tivoy went out to tell the landlord to make up
our bill, but came hack in a minute, snying he was
afraid we shonld have to wait a while, as thore was
a carrisge ot the door, and every one scemed busy.
He sauntered about a little~—-poured eut a little

more of the whiskoy, of which I thought he had-
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already drank a prodigious quantity, though ke
did not seom to feel it at all, and at last proposed
we shouid have another game, to while away the
time of waiting. ‘ .

Though I was quite tired of eards; as he seemed
anxious, T did uot like to refuse, und we sat down
again. For the sceond time I lost, and then
M'Evoy secned satisfied; for ho said be had been
afraid that T was going fo he o muck better player
than himself, and as yet we were cqual.  Just
then the landlord brought in the bill, which came
to six shillings, including the whiskey. Before
puiting up my money, after paying him, T asked
M Evoy what I was due for the last game, taking
out sixpence, 23 I thought we had retwmed to the
old stake. I dom’t know if he saw what 1 wag

_ going to give lim, but he replied, “Double or quits;

wagitnot? Tebwme see: what i the bill? Six shil-
lings. Well, that is twelve shillings you are owing.
Never mind just now, my dear fellow; if you have
not got it with you, I ¢an get it fo-morrow.”

I was o liftle astonished at this, as I was not
aware any swm had been fixed, but T said nothing,
We walked home, where we amived just in tiine,
and before M'Kyoy left me, T paid bim what I
owed; and though to many of my readers my ex-
penses this day may seew very insignifieant, yet,
to a lad in Lis first service, with of course small
wages, it uppeared to be no trifing amount.
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CHAPTET VIIL

# Dt times and things are altered now: and Englishmen
hegin
To class the heggar with the knave, and poverty with sin;
‘We shut ther up from tree and Hlower, and fron the blessed
sun,
We tear in twain the hearts that God in wedlock had made
"~ onel -
NEaLE.

Fros this time T saw M Fvoy coustantly; and
though I had no particular pteasure in his society,
yet from his frequent allusions to having known
my father, and other eanses, ho gl‘a.:ill{lny gained
a considerable influence over me.  Insensibly, T
agreed to many of his epinions; so far, ab least,
that T listened to him with considerable pleasure,
when he talked of the equality of men, &e; and
several times I accompapied him to hear speeches
from men in er own rank of life, on the same Lkind
of subjects. Cortainly there is no eloquence to be
compared. with that of a man whose heart and soul
are engaged in the conse he advocates; and conse-
quently, the words of M"Evoy’s companions, rude
“aud unpolished as they often were, made the great-
est impression upon me. They spoke of the in-
justice with which the poor were treated —said
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that they were regarded as a distinet race from
their richor brethren—they told how the honest,
independent tradesman or laborer iu distress had
no vesource but the workhouse, where he was - de-
burred from fresh air and sunshine, where hus-
band and wife were separated, and where, worst of
all, his spirit of independence and of hope was
erushed, where he had nothing to look forward to,
no chance of retrieving his fortunes by his own ex-
ertions, unless by again running the risk of letting
his children starve.  Of all these things they spoke
until my blood boiled, and my heart was wrong;
but the spirit that actuated me was not a spirit of
peace, patiencegend long suffering; it was one of
pride, hatred, and discontent; instead of being
moved to acts of charity, by the consideration of
the misery of my fullow creatuves, my feelings
were only exeited against those whom I thought
alone to blame. I did not consider that the best
Way for me to remedy the cvils of the existing
state of things, was by attending fo myself, by
being ready to relicve others as far as T was alle;
and instead of abusing these who disregarded their
poorer brethren, by praying that God might, in
his own good time soften their hard hearts. T be-
eame not so atientive to the duties of my situation
s 1 had formerly been, often staying out later than
Y knew was approved of, and sometimes neglocting
the work I ouglit to have done. Mrs. Iope seve-
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ral timea found fault with me, and though my

master said nothing, his kindly glance never met

my eye; and the cold stern look became sterner;

still, ag I fell into no positive act of disobedience,
I never would allow that I was to blame.

This state of things eontinued for some little
time, and though, thank God, I never broke the
promise I had made to my dear Father Drummond,
my conduct in other ways was far, far from what
would have met with his approbation. T became
very fond of eards, and spent all my leisure time
that was not taket up with the meetings T attended,
in playing. I once or twice had taken 2 game with
Ned Burns and other lads, but as M’ Evoy acquired
more influcnce with me, he gradually indeced me
to avold them, and to play only with him. Tt is
strange that though I almost constantly lost, I
never suspected this man of cheating me, for, when-
over he saw e inclined to stop, he would, like
skilful angler, tempt me on by the bait of one vie-
tory. . A% last I wos at the end of the money [
had brought with me from Clezrburn, my half:
year's wages were not yeb duc, and I was ashamed
to ask Mr. Murray for an advance.

In 2 state of preat agitation, I had just left
M’Evoy oue morning, after having lost to him my
lust sixpence, when I met Ned, e easily saw
something was the matter with me, and teased me
till lie found cut what it was. ’
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1 suppose,” he asked, “if you had a little in
the meanwhile, you’d have a good chanee of win-
ning back enough to keep you €ll you get your
wages ¥

“1 dare say T should,” T replicd.

“Well,” he said, “I'm hard vp mysclf just
now, or I would lend you something; but I don’t
woll know how you are to manage. There is a
way, to be sure, though as long as you were such
. saint, I wouldn't have ventured to speak of it,
though I can’t say 1 sec any barm in it.”

#Tell me what it is,” I said, “and let me judge
for myself.”’

“Why, there are plenty of people will buy corn
of yo.” :

“What do you mean?”’ T said, interrupting him
fiercely; “T have no eorn to sell.”

“No, but your master has. You can pay it
hack, you know, afterwards, if' you win.”

“And if T lose?”

“Why then it’s no great loss to him.”

Snatching my arm away from Ned who was
leaning on my shoulder, T set off, reuning ag bard
2s 1 was able, and never stopped till T was in my
own room, and at the foot of my picture. Ina
monent I saw to what guilt I had almost been led.
T felt bitterly bow much I was doteriorated sinee 1
left the care of wmy futher and friend; T confided
all iy grief to my Blessed Mother; and repeating

]
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that heautiful prayer of St. Bernard, “Remember,
0O most pious Virgin Mary, &, T besought her
with tears to restore me by her intercession to in-
nogence and happiness. With perfect confidence
T hegeed stréngth and opportunity to leave those

bad companicns who had been, in a measure, the

canse of my full; and after praying long and ear-
nestly, I went dowu to the kitehen with a hrrhter
Leart than I had felt for many weeks.

“Ts that you?” asked Mrs, ITope. T thought
yon had been awny a pleasurin’ as nsual.”

T Ionged to tell her that T would henceforth he
more attentive to my dutics at home; but T dis-
trusted myseH, and was silent.

“You need na trouble to bring round the horses
the day,” she continued; #Mr. Murray's no’ want-

in’ them. But be'll speak to you himsel’, and.

tell you about the gentleman that was askin’ for
you.”

“ A gentleman asking for me!” I said. “Who
can that he?”’ ]

“Ye ken that best yoursel’,” shie replied; 1
suppose you've sac mony gran’ acquaintance you're
puzzlod smang them o', Bub gang to the library —
Mr. Durray wants ye.”

IMall of curiosity, I went; and Mr. Murray told
me that he had just had an interview with a gen-
tleman from the Catholie chapel-louse, who de
sired to see me there as soon as possible, as he
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was only passing through the town, and must leave
the same evening,

“He desived me not to mention his name,

continued Mr. Murray; “but from what I see of
Lim, » friend like 7Zat is one of whom you may
be prond.” _

I felt my cheek redden —for, from the marked
tone in which Dr. Murray uttered these werds, I
kuew he was thinking of my other companions —
but I listened in silence while he told me T might
spend the whole day at the ehapel house if T pleased,
and then dismissed me.

I'lost no time in lastening into town; and
though at the chapel houwse door I did not know
for whom to agk, the servant st once showed me
into a room where a tall young man, evidently from
hig dress, a pricst, was waiting to receive me.

For a moment T Jooked at Lim as at a séranger;
the next I was folded in the warm embrace of my
dear, kind, adopted brother, Tom M’Donald.
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CHAPTER IX.

« For just expericace 1ells in every soil

That those who think oust govern those who tog,

And all that freedom’s highest aims can reach

Is but to lay proportion’d loads on each.”
GoLpsMITH.

Many were the inqguiries that we made of each
other regarding our circumstances. I found that
Towm had just retwrned from abroad, after having
been ordained priest, and that the bishop, who had
long wished to have two clergymon at Glem-i?urn,
had appointed him to assist his kind old friend,
Before settling, however, he had gone to visit some
friends in the nerth, and he was now on his return
home, having come considerably out of his way to
soe me. TFather Drummond had known his inten-
tion of visiting me, but had parposcly said nothing
about it in his letters, for fear of giving me a dis-
appointment, ag it was by no means certain that
Tom would be able to come to A . I cannot
tell the pleasure it gave me to think that our dear
father would henccforth be no longer alone, but
that bhis labors would be shared by one of the
poor orphans whom he had so tenderly cherished
in their time of need.

Tom now nsked me a great many nuestions ahout
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my situation, employments, &e.; and though even
to this dear friend of my youth T was ashamed to
tell the tale of my wanderings, vet ¥ concealed no-
thing from him. T told him Low, until that morn-
ing, I had every day been getting less atientive,
less obedient to my waster, and more forgetful of
tiy God; how the mist had been dispelted, and I
bad scen the precipice on the brink of which I
stood; kow I Lad prayed to that glorious Virgin
who never forsakes those who trust in lior, to ena-
ble me o overcome wmy temptations; and how, at
that very mowent she was preparing for me a guide
and 2 friend to whom I eould open iy heart.
“You are right, my dear Pat,” said my brotker;
“I have no doubt our lioly Mother had granted

your petition even before it was made, for in hea-

ven there is neither past nor future. You have
been in great danger—indeed you still ave, though
by Ged's grace and the intercession of the Blessed
Virgin, T have no doubt you will overcome it
You yourself now sce tho evil of negleeting your
dutics in the pursuit of amusement, and I think T
need say little more to induce you to give up for
ever your terrible habit of gambling. Though
you do not seem to suspect it, T have little doubt
you huve been cheated; but. even supposing every
thing was fuir, think Low miserablo and mean is
sucl a pursuit,  If you win, you may know from

your own feelings to what distress a fellow ereature
i
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may be reduced by your gain, not to speak of the
miserable avarice which is almost the sure eon-
sequence of gambling, while, if you lose, you
have not only the inconvenience you yourself may
foel, but have deprived the poor and sick of the
consohtlon you might have afforded them. Iear
Pat, remember the lessons of charity taught us in
our childhood by our good father; give to the peor
what you would ctherwise spend in so unprofitable
- o manner; deny yoursélf now and then. even an
innocent ple'mne for-this ond, and you will lay up
a treasure in heaven,”

When I looked at my dear kind brothel as with
tears in his eyes he repeated the lessons I had so
often learned in his company, I felt there was no
gacrifice to which T would not submit, to be onee
more worthy of -beifig counted. a son by my dear
Father Drummond, and a brother by this kind
friend.

¢‘There is another subject upon which T must
speak, Pat,”” he continucd. “'This society whose
meetings you have attended — those specches that
you have heard, scem to have made a great jm.
pression on you. Now, many things they say may
perhaps be true encugh, for, God knows, I cannot
deny that the condition of the poor is indeed hard,
but I deny that such meetings and socictivs can
do them any geod. On the contrary, & man who
joins such a society, at once alters his condition

-
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for the worsc; he deprives himself of a considera-
ble portion of time, when he might be either la-

‘boring or instructing his family by precept and

example; he must pay a sum for subseription which
he can ill spare; he most likely contracts a habit
of drinking to complete his ruin, and to a certainty
he beecomes unhappy and discontented with the
vondition in which God has placed him, Iave
you not seen such effects yourself?”

“Clegfainly T have,” I replied.

“ But this is not the worst,” he said; “when a
man  bepins to talk of equality and the iights of
men, it is impossible to tell where he may stop.
With such words have the most fearful revolutions
commenced, by whieh thoe souls and bodies of mil-
lions have been ruined. May God avert from our
land sueh o punishment! My dear Pat, it is not
the will of (od that there should be equality;
there must be vich and poor. Thore must be the
great and powerful, the needy and wretched. Fven
supposing an equality of condition could now he
established, how Jong would it last? The strong
would seize the possessions of the wealk, the foolish
would lose what they had to the cuuning, until
the natural order of things was again restored.
Bui oh,” he exelaimed, cl asping ]ns hands, <if
men would but consider lmw blessed are the poor =
how happy those whose condition was the one cho-
sent by our Lord, who are like unto him! If this
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great fruth were realized, there would be no more
envy of those in higher stations. Ilach one would
Inow that his part was to perform the duties re-
quired from him in the sfation of life to which God

has called Lim, without trying to move out of it.”

“But,” I asked, “do you mean that it is wrong
for a person to try to rise in the world ?”

“No,” replied my brother, “provided that desire
be regulated by perfect conformity to the will of
God; for then a man will neither be too much elated
by prosperity, nor cast down by adversity. But,
my dear Pat, you must consult your good and holy
director on these subjeets; he is far better able than
Lam to give you advice; and he may know more
particalars about the svciety yom speak of, estab-
lished as it is in the town, than cither you or I.

Besides, 1 fear you inust be wearied with the long.

sermon I have given you, when we have so little
time to spend together.”

I agsured him T was not, as when he spoke Lis
words had on me the same soothing effect that I
used to feel long, long hefore, in the happy fimes
of our ingtruction, in the little study at Clearburn.
But I need not repeat all that passed between us,
nor the conversation I afterwards had with Mr.
M’ Lellan, my director; it is sufficient that I came
to the resolution of at onee giving up those éum-
panions and babits which hid so nearly ruined me,

and that even when T gaid farewell to my dear °
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brother,-at the coach door, he had the consolation
of knowing that his own words had already taken

" effect, and that Mr. MLellan would not allow the

good seed he had sown in L my bosow to fail from
want of care.

SENESETAE ronme

CHAPTER X.

« ATl men are your fifends, and no one is to he called an
enenty; for they who ave angry with vou, aud who perse-
cute you, conler a greater benefit on your sonl than any yon
could receive from the sweelest friend. Allme n, therefore,
confor fiuvors on you; and besides yourselves, you can have
no enemy."— 81 Fraxers oF ASHsIUML

A srorr time after the visit I deseribed in my
Tast chapter, T was one day engaged in the stable,
when the door opened, aud Mlivoy enteved.

«T have good news for you,” he said; “you are
clected o member, and have only o put down your
name, and pay the fee to be one of us. T would
have told you before putting up your name, but I
have been away for o fow days, and when I came
back Iast night, T found them all assembled for the
election of another man; so I put you in at onee.”
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“Thank yom,” I replied; “but I don’t think I
have enough of spare time for it.”

“Qh, never fear!” he said; “you need not at-
tend any oftener than you have hitherto done when
T took you.” ‘

“But to tell you the truth,” I answered, more
boldly, I no longer wish to be a member.””

“How ! he said—his face changing. “What
do you mean? You arc not going to desert us?”

“As I have never joined, I canuot be said to .-

desert,” ¥ réplied, “and my opinions bave changed
sinee we last spoke on this subject.”

“Your opinions are rather versatile, I think,”
said he, snecringly; “perhaps you will inform me
of the grouuds for this new decision? I may pos-
sibly be induced to follow your wise example.”

#1 have not sufficient ambition to make 2 eon-
vert of you, M’ Evey,” 1 said, “to run the risk of
apargument; though eonvinced I am in the righ,
T might come off second best, a3 you argue well,
and I do not.”

“You must excuse me if I think but little of &
cause which you are afraid to defund,” said M’ ¥ivoy;
“«hut doubtless it is your exceeding pradence that
has been alarmed. You have, I sappose, heard
the story of the fire.”

«What fire?” Tasked. "“I know nothing about
i :

“Qh, no one knew avything about it,” he re-

-
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plied; “that is the mystery. Mr. Camphell, the
chief proprictor at the other end of the county,
had his stacks burned down; and as some of our
members had left his service because he refused
to give proper wages, they were suspected of
being at the bottom of it, and we were like to get
into trouble. T lhave just been away to prove an
alibi.”

“Then they were innocent, thank Grod ' said 1.
But how could that affect the rost of you? You
cotld not be to blame for their actions.”

“0h, yes, we might be thought so, for they
wanted to prove that all the members of that
branch of the soeicty were act and part. That
was why I had to go to swear the alibi—not being
Inown in that part of the country as a member.”

“ How fortanzte that you were able to do so!”
I anid

A sardonic smile passed over M'Bvoy’s face at
these words, but he guickly regained his usnal
manner. ¥ Well, he said, Janghing, “though yon
bave forsaken me in one way, T hope you do not
mean to do so in another. Lot us take a game”

“T am sorry I canuot do that either,” T replied.

“ And pray, most exemplary young man, Lave
your prineiples changed on this point also?” said
M’ Bvoy, ironically.

“They have,” T replied, coolly.

“May 1 veuture to ask the eause 7 ho snid, whh
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an affectation of calmness, though hLis face grew
white with passion,

«Tt is quite a sufficient reason that T cannot af-
ford to lose sb mueh,” T replied.

#“To lose so mueh,” gaid he, with great fierce-
ness. “Ilad you not your ehance of gaining as
well as 177

«¥ have nlways lost a great deal more than ever
T gained,” I eaid,

“ And whose fanlt War-; that, pray?” -

“T blame no one,’ l rophed “but T do not
choose to play any more.”

“To you dare to say T have cheated you? you
insolent, ungrateful raseal,” he said, his frame
actually quivering with rage. ‘

Tt was all T could do to contain myself; but T
remembered he was an old man, and had been, by
his own aecount, at least, the friend of my father;
go, before trusting myself to reply, L said a little
prayer to the Blessed Virgin Mary, to bescech her
assistance in keeping my temper.

«T have made no acensations, M’ Evoy,” I then
said,““and with to make nene; mt,” T continned,
apening the stable door, « I eannot submit to such
language; have the goodness to go, until you are
in a hotter frmne of mind I

“intil, do you say? you poor, pitiful, mean-
sairited wretel, who have not even courage enough
to strike a blow for yourself T suppnse you are
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aftaid of coming into the hangman’s hund\ tike
your father!”

At this taunt I could no Jonger contain myself;
my blood boiled, and I rushed forward to strike
bim; but even then my gentle and holy Mother
whom T had just invoked, inferfered to prevent
me. I lad had my right hand in my pocket; as
I'pulled it out hastily, my rosary got entapgled
with it, and in the swinging of my arm, it caught
upen o nail. - The check, though slight, was suffi-
cient to give we tme to reflect; T stopped short,
and M’Evoy, who was naturally timid, seeing he
had roused more dangerous passions than he
thought of, took the opportunity to slink away.
I instantly lecked the door, and falling on my
knees, again and again kissed the rosary which
had saved me from giving way to the same
passion that had eauged the unhappy fate of my
father.

From this time I scarcely ever saw Mr. M’ Evoy,
even on the street, though I did not the less fecl
the effects of lug nmhce. I soon discovered that he
had publishied abroad the wnhappy story of my
father’s death, which had hitherto been unknown
in the town of A , and it is not likely that he
mentioned the extenvating cireumstances that ae-
companicd his erime.  The few respectable people
whese nequaintance 1 had made, began to Jook

cold en me, concluding, T suppose, vory naturally,
7
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that the son of a man whe died by the hands of the
exceutioner, would not have a very high standard
of morality; even the children oun the street, used
to call after me insulting expressions, and, though
1 several times attempted to pub a stop to thig, by
giving one a cufiing, the only effect it had was,
that they kept their distance better, withont ecas-
ing to call after me. 1t is ncedless to deny, that
1 felt these things painfully, but, I believe, T was
much the better of them; and thus, wnwittingly,
M Evoy did me a great serviee, for T had ne longer
the temptation to frequent bad companions, or to
make useless errands into the town, which is for a
voung lad a most fruitful source of evil.  Although
T lost favor with others, I regained that place in
the esteem of my master, and of Mrs. 1ope, that
T Lad for some time last; indeed, as they never
alluded to my father’s death, the only way 1 found
out that Mrs. Hope was aware of it, was, by her
jnercased kindness and consideration— dMr. Mur-
ray had been informed of my whole story Lefore
e engaged me at fiest.

Among the others who fortunately for me, kept
out of my way, was Ned Burns, and, though,
especially sinee bis praposal ahout the comn, I was
well aware, what a bad companion he was for me,

=yot, I was more Lurt by Lis marked aveidance of
me, than by that of any other person.  As le
lived 50 near, we were coustantly cowing in con-
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tact, and several times as I was slowly going along,
taking the horses to water, 1 had a great sense of
loneliness, when Nod, and some othor lad, would
come galloping past me, trying races, who should
be at the water first. Poor Ned! These races
did him mueh mischief; his master had often for-
bid them for fear of damaging the horses, hut Ned
was too fond of fun to pay attention to his orders,
aud onc day forcing a beautiful mare down a hill
at 2 gallop, she came down and cut hor kaces to
picces; the same day, Ned was discharged, and Le
left that part of the country.

CHAPTER XI.

% Young, and of an age
When youth s most attractive, when a light
Plays round and ronud, reflected, 361 err not,
From some attendant spirit . . . . with a look he won
My favor.?
Samuer Rosms,

AnouT this time, we heard some news that
caused great joy in our houschold; Master Henry
was caming hone on a vigit; T thought Mry. Hope
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" would have gone wild with delight. When Mr.
Murray had read the letter giving ‘the informa-
tion, he desired me to sond her to hin, and tl}en
told her all about it; how Master Henry had sent
his kind love to his old nurse, and was coming
back to plague her,  When she ecome again {o jche
kitcheh, she was erying with joy— “an’ to tlnnlljx
o’ the dear lamb sendin’ me sic & kind message!
ghe said, @ to think he eould plague mo thongh!
T'd rather hae him to teaze me a' day, than ony
body else to cattle me wi dainties!” Though
Jessle and I, not having lmown l\Iaster. Henry
before, could not be expected to sympathize fully
with Mrs. Hope's delight; yet, wo had heard 80
much of him, that we also locked forward to his
arrival with the greatest pleasure.

At lust he came, and even his first appearance
made wy heart warr to him. Hfa was o tall,
slight, handsome youth, very like his i}xther? only
tle swoet kind expression that often illuminated

Mr. Murmray’s face, was-in Mastor Henry unmized’

with anything like sternness. His eyes were
dwk blue, with long black lashee?, and their
joyous light showed the happy and mnoeen‘t s:oul
withiu; but though it may seem a ce'ntradmtmn,
they had alse that meluncholy, which 1 have
sometimes thought portends an eaily dcz.xth.

Mr. Murray did not ride the day his son was
expeeted, so I took the lorses out myseif for a

AND HIS ORIIIANS, 7

short airing. Tt was well 1'did not stay long, for
there was plenty to do at home; Master Henry
had arrived in my absence, and Mrs. Tlepe, after
receiving his hearty greeting, was gitting in the
kitchen crying with joy, and though most anxious
to do everything hersclf for “the dear bairn,” as
she called him, in lier agitation she spoiled evory-
thing she put her kand to. «I think T'd better
bave ye twa to get the dinner yersellsy” she
said at last, between laughing and erying, “aw’
gang au’ get wy greet out, like an’ anld fule as
1awm.”

As Magter Tenry had & great many visits to
pry among the neighboring gentry, with whom
he was as ‘great a favorite as with everyboly else,
and as Mr. Murray eould not wake up his mind
on these occasions to accompany him, T used often
to ride behind my youwng master.  Sometimes
when we were crossing the long wild moors, he
would call me up, and spesk to ma most kindly,
asking me many questions about my Father Drum-
mond, and the young priest whom he had heard
had been brought up with me, and had come to
sco me at Lis father’s house. Ile scemed much
touehed when I told him of the manner in which
our kind henefactor had adopted us all, when deso- .
late orphans abandoned by the whole world.

“Ie must bo o truly good mau!” le said on
oue of these oecasions.
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“e¢ is, indeed, sir,” T replied, “he is worthy
of hig calling.”

«His calling in being a clergyman, T suppose
you mean,” said Master Henry. -

I had never been in the way of beginning the
subject of religion with any one, and still less
would T with & superior, for fear of forgetting
the respect due in our relative situations; but
whon Master Ilenry said this, T could not resist
the impulse to reply.

“Yeg, ¢ir; o priest in the One, Holy, Catholic,

and Apostolie Obureh.”

Master Henry did not speak for o few minutes.
At last, he soid —
. Tt is a curfous thing that there is one great
and distinguishing difforence between Catholies
and persons of every other denomination. All
others with whom I have conversed on religion,
allow the possibility of their being in erroy on
many peints; while you Cathelics always seem
perfectly satisfied that you are in the right. Now,
does not this lock a little like spiritual pride?”

“Will you allow me to speak my mind freely,
sir?” Tsaid. ‘

«Ves,” he replied; “that is what T wish you
to do.” ‘

Then, sir,” T sald, “1 think that you would
be right, if like Protestants, wo trusted to our
own ideas of truth and error; but a man can
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scarcely be accused of pride in thab way, if, as
every Catholie must be, he is ready to give ap any
opinion, however dear to him, that is not approved
by the Church. The reason that we are so sure of
being right, is just because we distrust our own
judgments, which wonid lead us into exror, and
Lumbly bow to an infallible authority.”

4 You arc right, T'at,” hereplied.  “Such sub-
mission is not apé to engender spivitual pride; and
to feel such security, is cortainly a great happiness.
Would to God that I, like you, eonld believe there
was any infallible authority to guide us in dis-
tinguishing bhetween truth and ervor !

Just then we camo to 2 beautiful road; and
Master Ienry, giving the reins to his horse, can-
tered off, and never stopped till we arrived at our
destination.  But this was not the only time
during his stay that he talled to me on religion;
and when I repeated to him those texts in which
Jesus Chrigt promised to build his Chureh on the
rock of Poter, and that the pates of hell should
nob prevail against it; also the promise that he
would be with Lis apostles “all days, even unto
the conswmmation of the world,” he scemed much
struck with their foree.

When the time arrived for Master TTenry to re-
turn to Oxford, [ was alnost as nmuch gricved ag
Mrs. Hope to part with him, so much had his
sweet and-gentle manners endeared him to my
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heart. It was arrangod that he shonld take leave
of his father rather earlicr than was necessary,
and ride on to the house of o fifend, fo whom he
Lad not before had time to say farewell, whence
he could join the mail. T was to go with him
to bring back the horses; and thuy T had the
Measure of being with him longer than any one
else.

Tt was about ten o'clock on a ehilly antumnal
day that T wajted at the door with the horses. At
last, my young master came out. The tears were
in his eyes; but he wished to conceal them, and
jumping on his horse without saying a word, Le
galloped off.  As I mounted to follow him, T saw
poor Mrs. Ifope at an upper window, stretehing
out ag far as she could, that her streaming cyes
might have the Iast look of her dear young mas-
ter; and even My Murray was watching, though,
when he saw me passing, he shrank back from the
study window. Master Henry rode on as fast as
. possible, without -speaking, until we came close to
the gate of the house where we were going, when
he called me up.

“Pab,” he said, “I must now say good-hye to
you for another year; but, before 1T go, T wish to
thank you for the good you have done me. I had
formerly vory erroneous ideas of the heliel of
Catholics, and consequently indulged uncharitable
foelings towards » large proportion of my follow-
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creatires.  You bave shown wme thet on many
poiuts T bave been mistaken; and I feel it my
duty to lewrn if T may not be so ou more. But
here we are at the door; so I must step.  Cod
bless you, Pat; pray for me soractimes.”

So saying, Master ITenry spraug off Lis horse,
and, shuking hands with me, ran into ¢he house.

As T rode homewards, I thought over what he
had said; and then, almost for the fivst time, the
idea come into iy head that Master Henry would
yet be a Catbolic.” T resolved to beseech the
Blessed Mother of God to take him undgr her pro-
tection, knowing that if she did so, none could
resist her. 1 wrote to Father Drummond and my
dear Tom, to bLeg thelr prayers; and from that
time T also never missed a day to say a claplet for
the same object.
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CIHAPTER XIT

« And well our Christian sires of old
Loved when the year its course had rolled,
And bronght blithe Christmas back again,
With all his hospitable train.
Domestic and religions rite
Gave honor to the holy night;
On Chestinas Fve the bells were rung
On Christmias live the nass was sung;
That enly night in all the year
Saw the stoled pricst the chalice rear”

' SeorT.

Tens passed on, and the joyful Chrisimas season
arrived —that scason when all Clrbstians should’
rejoioe, and weledine into thg world their new-born
Saviour. Tt was my firss Christinas from home,
and, though very happy in my situation, and treated
with the greatest kindness, still 1 lor:ged to bo at
Clearbwn for that one day. T longed to go to
the midnieht mass, that would probably be S!}ld
by my kind father, and to reecive the Blessed Lu-

charist once wmore from his hands. T wondered
) who weuld sing the high mass the next day; and
then, as T remembered the rich mellow tones of
Tow’s voiee, T deeided ehut i would ccrta.mly be
he. Then T thought of Nelly — what rmxwt-y she
would be in, lost the plum-pudding for the dinner
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of the poor people should be speiled. I thought
of the joy and gratitude that these poor people
weuld express towards the kind okl man who did
so much to make them happy; and in thinking of
Christmas, how could I forget that diar ehild who
had gone howe to the heavenly kingdom on that
very morning, to live forever with Jesus and his
holy Mother?  Tlow I longed once more to visit
the little green Lillock, overgrown with roses
and lilies, emblems of modesty and purity, where
luy the ashes of cur little Joe! Dut it was not
to hel . .

Theugh I knew 1 could not be with my dear
friends on that day, I determined they should not
forget me.  Sinee I had received my half year's
wages, I Tind been most careful to spend searcely
anything on myself, so that now I liad almost all
lefe. I kept one pound for anything indispensalle
until my next wages should be due; ten shillings
I put apart for charitable purposes; and the re-
wainder T haid out in Hetle presents for Father
Drummond, lis dear assistant, and Nelly. T did
not forget Dick; but he was at sea, and my pre-
sent could not reach bim at the Christmas time;
so 1 seut it to Nelly’s care, to be delivered the very
first opportunity. T had aranged that all these
things should reach Clearbum on Christinas Eve,
so that they should receive them Liefure coing to
the midoight mass,

)
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Tt was Christmas ¥ive. Mr, Murray had deter-
mined that T should geb out to every service in the
chapel, as Jessie, being a Preshyteriun, had no
ehureh to go to. I went up to the stable, and
lighted my lantern, resolving to make all the haste
in my power with my work, both there and in the
house, to have plenty of time for the mext day,
and to be able to get to confession before the mid-
night mass. [ was thinking that my friends at
Clearburn would just then be recelving my parcel,
and 1 fels go happy, that as I worked 1 began sing-
ing the « Adeste Fideles.””  DMr. Murray had given
me money to pay for hay and corn; and when 1
had bedded the horses, 1 opened a box where the
accounts lny, that I might roll up in each what
was required for it, to be veady when required.
Just as I sang % Venite adoremus,” T thought I
Beard a low tap at the door. I stopped and lis-
tened — it was repeated; so first putting past the
money, [ went and opened it.  What was my sur-
prise when M'Evoy entered! e did not even
ask permission, but rushed in, and shutting the
door, barred and bolted it before he said a word.
Then turning towards me, he seized my hands,
squeezed them in spite of my trying to take them
away, and said, in a voice choking with emotion —

“Po not twrn me away, Pat; do not turn me
away! It is true I have injured you, even more
perhaps than you think; but I am an old man—
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a poor, miscrable old amn—and i you send me
away, it may cost me my life!”

“What do you mean?” ¥ said, gently, for I folt
pity for him, he foolied so utterly wretched.

“They are after me,” he said, in a hoarse whis-
per; “but indeed I am not guilty; that is, not of
anything deserving hanging; but if they catch me
they will do it! Ah! I feel their Korrid fingers
at my throat!” and the miserable man actually

- ghook with fear,

It was some time before I could exaetly discover
what was the matter. At last T gathored that
M'Evoy bad becn engaged in a forgery buiness;
that is, he had been passing false notes. At first,
he wished to make me think that he had not heen
aware of the fact; but after a Jittle he not only
acknowledged it, but even eonfossed that the com-
mittee of the socisty of which T have already spoken
&0 much, were implicatéd in the business.

“Nohody suspects that, thougly,” he said; ¢ they
managed too cunningly. DBat you see, there was
so much expense from having ¢missaries all aver
the country, and from many other causes, that they
had to fall on some plan for making money, and
that was the casiest. They dare not forsake me
though-—that is one comfort——or I shall turn
king's cvidence, and betray all.  Ol, if I dared go
to thent, I would Lave ne diffieulty in getting off;

but all my usual haunts are known, and they are
- 8
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watching for me. I would not have ventured
here, but after all that has passed, nohody will
suspect me of taking refuge with you.”

As I looked on the Wietdxefl man who was sunk
in the depths of crime, and who, to save his own
mijserable life, was willing to hetray his accom-
plices, I fult what an eseape- I had had, and I
thanked that blessed and boly Mother who had
delivered me from the snare.

“ But what cai; T do for you? I asked.

“Let me stay hero.a little, till the pursuit is
over,” he said,

Tt is impossible,” T replied; “were it my own
heuse it would be different; but I dave nob run the
risk of bringing my master into trouble.  Ts there
no way for you to leave the town?” -

*Not without money,” he said. #There is a
man who would get me smuggled out, but he must
. be well paid for the risk.”

“ Will thivty shillings do?” Tasked, ¢« Tt g all
T have”

M'Evoy shock his head.

“Yive pounds is the lowest,” he said. “But
why do you say that is 2!l you have? I dared

not knock till I mede sure you were alone, so T -

looked through the key-hole, and I saw you count-
ing a whole lot of money.”

That is not mine—it belongs to my master,”
1 replied.
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“But T do not ask you to give it me,” he said,
eagerly; “T shall have plenty of money for the
asking it, as soon as I can get to G , or indeed
to any town where there is a branch of the society.
They dare not refuse me; and I shall send it all
back within the week.,  DMr. Murray won't ask an
account of it before that.”

“No,” I replicd, ““I don’t think he will; but I
have no vight to lend my master’s money, however
sure I may be of it being repaid.”

“Yor God's sake,” suid M'Ivoy, in terrible
agitation, “do not refuse me. Thirk you will
have to answer for a fellow-creature’s life, because
of o whim of conscience. Ilemember your own
futher —what would you have thought of the man
who could have saved him so easily, -and would
not ¥’

“Btay,” T eried—¢T have thought on a plan,
My, Muwrrey is kind and generous; lLt me tell him;
T am swe be will not refuse.”

« M. Muarray 1”7 he replied, with a bitter Jaugh;
“ypou might as well give me up to justice at
once.  No, mo, your gentry do not approve of
crime going unpunished; they think no more of
a wman's life in such a ¢fase than that of a fly.

. But oh,” he continued, actually going down on

his knces, “save me, I implore you, save me by

all you hold raered; on this night, when all men,

Lowever miserable and wicked, may hepe, do not
2 2
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condemn me to despaiv. By that infant Saviour

born this night, whom T also was once taught to
love and adorc— by the Loly Mother whom I onee
venerated (for I too was & Catholie till my interest
made me change), do not destroy we, soul and
body. If I eseape this time, I will lead a new
life; T will vetorn to my religion, 1 will follow all
its preeepts. Do you think, had T not known the
blesscdness of that hely faith that teaches us to
forgive our cnemics, and do good to those that
have injured ug, that I would have véntured here?
In the names thon of Jesus and DMary, I beseech
you, save me !’ ‘

I eould no longer vesist, but pave him the money,
first receiving his solemn promise, that if it should
be in his power, of which he-sgsured me there was
no doubt, he would vepay it within the week, and
mentally determining that I would rather work
myself to death than let my master sufler loss on
his account. In the agitation of the moment I
thought, could o child of the blessed and holy
Virgiu resist an appeal to hor, even from the lips
of such & man.  Dut T forgot that in no case, how-
ever urgent the occasion, is it allowable to do evil
that good may come.
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CHAPTER XIIL

“Hope that is deferred affiicteth the soul.”
Prov erps xiii, 12,

Tnr Christmas week was past, and some of the -
accounts were yet unpaid, for I had heard nothing
from M'Evoy. T began to get very anxicus, and
very unhappy did T feel cacl morning as the post-
man assured mo there was no letter for me.  Oue
morning, as he saw mo at a distanee, he held up a
latter, und T ran cagerly to mect Iim.  Alas! it
was from Father Drvmmond, and the letter of the
good old man, which at any other time would have
given me the greatest delight, now caused me a
bitter disappointment. 1t was still worse when I
read the contents, for he thanked we in the name
of all for the litéle presents T bad sent, and said
they gave him double pleasure, sinee they proved
I had complotely forsaken the bad companions by
whom I had formerly been surcunded, as they
would not have left me the means to send so
much. .

“I do not say, my dear boy,” he continued,
“thaft you have sent tco much, for I cannot find
fault witl the Leart that dictated your action, but
at the same time it iz your duty to lay by some-
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thing, that in case of siekness you ‘might beable
to support yourself, T eannot sufliciently express
my thankfulness to God and his holy Mother,

that you have escaped the snares of that unhappy

man, M livoy. 1 have, within a duy or two, seen
an account of the discovery of an extensive system
of forging in whieh be was actively engaged; and
it appears M'Evoy was ‘enly ap slias; his real
name wg Davison, and he was one of those wicked
companions who incited your poor father to his
roin. 1 well remember Lcaring of him, bat of
course as he had changed his name, 1 was unable
to warn you against him when you first mentioned
him. On no account, my dear hoy, have any thing
more to do with him. T believe Tmay say, without
wanting in charity, that he is capable of any thing;
ke has forsaken his religion, for he onec was a
Catholic, and from that time has gone on sinking
deeper and deeper into the abyss of crime. But

to leave this melancholy subject.  I.am happy to-
. gay, my dear T'at, that I hear good aceonnts of you

from all quarters. I have been so much engaged
for o long time past, T bave found it impossible to
write to you; but 1 have somecthing to tell you
that will, I am sure, give you great pleasure.
QOne morning I had » visit from a young gentle-
man, whose appearance pleased we much; and he
announced himself to me as your young Master
Henvy, Tt seems you had suid so many fine things

"
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of your old fiiend, that he thought it. worth while
to come a little out of his way to sce him. But,
though he gave that as his reason, I suspected he
had a mueh higher ohject; amd your letter which
I received a few days after, confirmed me in my
opinion.  You are right, my dear boy, in thinking
there are great liopes of that young man beeoming
a Catholic. 1Iis disposition seems remarkably
fine. e will not, 1 think, resist grace; and if -
we wnweariedly beg our Holy Mother to take him
under her protection, there is mo doubt of the
result. Tt will enly be from a want of fervor, on
our parts, in praying for him, if he do not become
a Catholic.” .

Father Drammond then gave me a little news
of my old acquaintances at Clearburn, and after
blessing me in the names of Jesus and of Mary, he
concluded.

~  As may be sapposed, this letter did not ditsinish
the anxiety I felt on necount of the money I had
lent M'Evoy. Indecd, T almost gave up all hope
of getting it back again; and what happoned im-
mediptely after, when T took in Mr. Murray’s
breakfast, made this still more apparent.

As I went in, My, Murray was reading the news-
papers.

“Pat,” he said, “what way the name of that
man who was so much with you in summer?
M’LEvoy, was it not
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«Yes, sir,” T replied, my lieart sinking.

“¥You have made 2 great eseape in giving him
up,” he continued. “Ilere is an account of his
eapture at Glasgow, to which place he had cscaped,
after passing forged notes hore.  T6 is suid that he
intends to betray his wcmnpllces, in hopes of being
admitted king’s evidence.”

1 could not answer, L beeame pale ag death,
and took the first opportunity of leaving the room

The unhappy man was ther taken; and what I
had done had been of no avail. There was no
* more hope of recetving back the money; and how
" was I to repay Mr. Muray the three pounds ten

shillings? For a moment, T thought of the last
words Nelly had said when I lefs Clearburn, and
half determined to write, and beg of lier to lend
me the money; but T quickly rejected this idea.
T could not bear that my friends there should think
T had inconvenienced myself by the presents I bad
sont them; and besides, it scemed but just that I
alone should suffer for my fault. T hustened up
to my reom, prayed for a while most carnestly
hefore my picture, and came down stairs with the
detormination of confessing every thing to Mr.
. Muzrray,

As T went into the study to ask to speak with my
master alono, my heart almest failed me, he looked
g0 cold and grave; but, mentally besecching my
Holy Mother for help, I told the whole stoxy. By
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degrees, Mr. Mwrray’s eountonance relaxed; and
when I came to the end of my story, though still
grave, it no Ienger wore the cold and displeased
expression it had at first. .
“ You have relicved my mind from a great fear,”
he said at,last; “for, from your appearance when T
told you of that wnhappy man this morning, T
almost, faneied you had some connection with his
evime.  The presents, too expensive considering
your means, which I happened to know of your
sending to Clearburn, confirmed me in this opinion;
and I am truly glad to find I was mistaken. You
have, however, done very wrong in making nse of
your master’s property in any way different from
what he desired; and, theugh T sllow that, to a
young man of your dispositions— yes, T will sy of
your generous disposition —the temptation was
great, yet I would be unjust both to you and to
myself, did T not take yonr offer of working out
the sum. Master Ilenry lias written to me to
makee you o Christmas present in his name; and as
ke leaves the amount to me, to show I am other-
wise eatisfied with you, T will count it at twenty
ghillings. The remaining fty T shall deduct from

your next half year's wages; and the ineonvenionce

you may suffer on that sccount will be a good
lesson to you.  For the present, however, ag I
suppose you lave nothing loft, T shall advance you
another pound.”
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T cannot tell how grateful T was for Mr. Murray’s
kindness; for, as to deducting the sum from my
wages, I neither expected nor wished for any thing
else.  But he spoke to me so kindly, thas T felt ¥
really loved my old master, both on his own
aceomnt, and because Lie put me in mind of Master
Tfenvy. My heart was now light, which it had
ot been before, since Cluistmas Fve; and though
now and then the remembranee of that wreiched
man damped my joy, yet the thought that by telling
him the trath I had proved to my master I still
deserved bhis confidence, was a consolation for every
thing.

Since after this I shall have no more occasion to
speak of M'Evay, or Davison, as he should rather
be called, I shall ab once mention his fate. As
soon as his capture was known, those members of
the socicty who were conneeted with him in the
forgery made their escape, as was supposed, to
America; and M'Evoy was tried, snd condemned
to death, Iis sentence wag, however, commuted
afterwards to transportation for life.  As for the
society, its most influential members being gone,
it soon foll to picces; and T belicve, by this time,
seareely any one remembers its existenec,
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CITAPTER XIV.

1 g 3 : i
‘ }\. é}nldt".\h Mg in a swine's snout, & wonan fir and
foolish.” — Provenns xi, 22,
. “lle that keepeth his mouth, keepeth his sonl: but he
Hiat Lath no goard on bis speecly, siswll 1eet witl evil -

 Proveuss xiii, 3.

Axtoxa the tradespeople who served MrMur. |
ray, and whose acquaintance T had made, was the
farmer from whom he took hLis corn, whose name
was William Duff. At the time of M Evoy’s
quarrel with me, when all the other aeuaintaneey
I'had made in the neighborhood looked cold on me
in this family alone I perceived no difference: bu;
as I had but little intercourse with them, 1;0ver
going to the houso except to order corn, aud to pay
aceounts, 1 searccly observed this. Dy degrees,

however, 1 noticed that Ellen Duff, the farmer's

daughter, who, when first T went about the house
had seemed to despise me as a raw boy, now too];
mueh more notiee of me; and after M Evoy’s dis-
grace; when the tide began to turn in my favor,
she took every opportenity of talking to me. 'As
she was a tall, finc-looking girl, and mueh adwired
and sought after by the young men of the nejch-
borhood, my vanity was quite flattered by tfis ;
aud being very elover it is not surprising that she
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soon gained considerable influence over me. By
degrees I hogan to visit the house, which was only
gbout halfa-mile from Mr. Murray's, at other times
than when I had a mesesage; and as Ellen's influ-
ence over me ereased, I gradually came to spend
almost all my spare time there. Tt might be sup-
© posed that her father would disapprove of my
coming so much about the house; but he was very
proud of his daughter, and pleased at the admira-
tion she exeited; and as many others visited them
also, perhaps he did not think she showed any
particular favor to me. Even if he did, however,
Ellen had been too mueh accustomed all her life to
have her own way, to be easily controlied now.
One thing I -believe that made Ellen take so
much notice of me, was, that I had received a
better education than the other lads who came
ahout. She herself, when quite a child, had been
taken to London by an aunt who was married to a
rich tradesman there, and put to school. Until
she was sixteen, her time had beon spent betwoen
the boarding-school and her aunt’s house, and as
her relative had no children of her own, she made
Ellen o great pet. It is probable she would always
have continued in London had not her aunt’s hus-
band foand his bnsiness declining, and determined
“to go to Awustralin, when Jillen returned to her
father's house. Her mother had long heen dead,
so econsequently she way immediately installed
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mistress of the farm. At the time T became ac-
quainted with her, she had heen home just o year,
and though fond of the admiration she excited
amoug the young men, she used to laugh at them
all when they were not present, calling them a set
of hoors.

As Mr. Murray lived so retired, there were a
great many shsurd reports used to go about, re-
garding the srrangements of his house, and I had
frequently been asked questions about them by
Ned Burns and other-people.  As, however, they
openly expressed their curosity to know all about
the Dhouse, T was on my guard with them, and
would not talk on the subject at all.  'With Ellen
Duff it was different; she never breadly asked me
questions, but in the course of conversation she
would often lead me on to mention little things,
and with the feelings I was beginning to have for
her, I saw no harm in it.  For example, one night,
when pressing me to stay to supper, she said —'

. %Come, Vat, don’t be obstinatey you know you
only waut to go, for fear we think you are starved
at home; cvery body says you arve.”

“Then cvery body is mistaken, Hilen,” I said;
“and I wonder you would listen to such idle tales.”

“Tear me, how can I help listening to them

. when they arve consgtantly told bhefore me? and as

you are so ofeen here, they suppose I would be

"able to contraliet them if they were not true.

9 B
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. Ty

They de say that Mr. Murray grudges you the
butchers’ meat, and keeps you slways on fish, on
pretence of your being a Catholic.”
~ “How can you believe such nonsense, Hilen?”
T said, rather vexed.  “Mr. Murray is 2 kind mas-
ter, and grudges his servants siething that is rea-
sonable; but you know well enough that I am
bound to take fish on Tridays, and sometimes at
other times also, as every Catholic ought; on other
days T am as well fod as niy moaster”

“«Well, though he chooses te starve, that iz no
~ reagon why he shonld malke you do s0.”

“Have 1 not told you that whoover has gt up
the story of starvation, has told you a lie? Dear
Ylen, why do you not believe me? T get as much
exccllent food as is good for me, or as I desire—
1 hope you do not eonsider me such a glutton ag
to want more; but even If this ridienlons accusa-
tion were true, Mr. Murray would not be te blame,
as he never interferes in these wrrangements, but
leaves everything to Mrs. Hope.”

Nothing clsc passed on this oceasion, and 1
thought ne more of the subjeet till T agsin heard
of it, about a week after, in the following way.

Mys. Hope had one day gone into market, and
as I met her on her way back, T was going to tuke
Ler basket and carry it home, ag I had often done
before; bub to my surprise she coldly refused me.
Not minding this much, I walked home alongside
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of her, talking and langhing, but I could scarecly
got a word from her. Tt was evident she was dis-
pleased with me for something, but T liad no idea
what; so at last I said to her—

“Have I displeased you in any way, Mrs. Hope ??

“Oh no,” sho eaid, stiffly; «what for should I
be displeased at ony thing ye do or suy?  Ye ean
gang your guit, an’ I'll gang mine.”

“Bat, dear Mes. Iope,” T said, “tell me what
is the matter. T do not know of anything T have
done, and at any rate, T am sure it was uninten-
tional.”

Nuao doot,”” she replied; #to be sure yo think
ye canna do or say wrang, though your tongue
wad ¢lip clouts. DBut T'm ower weel kent to be
the waur o° you; sae I'll ¢’en jouk an’ let the
jaw gac by.  Na, na, yo'll be kent for what ye
are, an’ T'1E geb ower '¢.7

“Do explain this,” T eaid.  “Ts it possible you
think T have said anything unkind of you. Upon
my word I never have. How could T, indeed?
You have never given me eause, but bave always
shown me the greatest kindnoess.”

T think she was a little mollified at this,

“Weel, T sure 1 wad hac theclt sac,” she
said, “for it’s mo’ in my nature to bo eruel, even
to the brate beasts that perish, as that puir eat
that lies amang the mould o* the gurden might
tell, fot alane human bein's like mysel’.  I'mu sure
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puir Bawdring ne’er wanted her saucer fu’ o’ mill,
mornin’ nor night.”

What connection the dead cat had mth my of- '

fenee, T conld not imagine, and while considering,
I dare say X looked very stupid, for Mrs, Hope
said —

#What for are you serewin’ up your mon’ there
like a Noroway: musele? Tl no’ bear ye malice
for what's gano; I'm sure T'll aye be fair gude ¢’en
an’ fair good day wi' ye.”

“Dear Mra. Hope,” T said, “do tell me at onee
what I have done; for really I have not the slight-
est idea of it, or what in the world the cat has to
do with me.”

“T ne'er sald the cat had onything a do wi
you,” she said; “bub-T said puir Bawdring eould
Lae telt that I ne'er starved onybody, though you
wi’ your lang tongue that ’Il ne’er sair twa heads,
gay that ¥ do”

“8ay that you starve us?’ T repeated, in aston.
ishment— 1 never in my life said such a thing;
and if T had, it would have been an ahominable
and ungrateful lie.”

«Oh,” gaid Mrs. Hope, “Mrs. Turner, the gro-
cer’s wife, got it frac ane that had it frae the ane
ye sald it to! An’ as if that was na encueh, ye
said Mr. Murray did na ken aboot it; sae I sup-
pose I get the eredit for pittin’ the money that
suld feed ye into my pocket!”
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I never said anything of the kind,” T repeated,
getting angry.  “Who dares to say T did?”

“Why, it jist cam fiae that langlogged lassie,
Fllen Duft, that ye're ayo rinnin’ aiter.”

“Tt is jmpossible!” T replied. “Tllen cannot
have said such 2 thing. It is true, one night she
began meking fun of me, and saying I was starved;
but I denied the story out and out.”

“DPpmd upon ’t, ye've gi'en her some cause for
sayin’ what she did,” gaid Mm Hope. “There’s
aye water whar the stirkie drowns.”

Without saying another word, I lefs Mrs. Hope,
and set off through the fields to Farmer Daff’s
howse. I found Tllen at home; but there was’
some ono with her, a young haberdasher, whose
attentions to her had been very disagreeable to me
before, and I would not go in. T, however, sent
word to hexr that ¥ wantcd particularly to see her
for a fow minutes; and in a little she came down,

“How glad T am you have come, Patl” she
said; “for futher has left me to entertair’ that
stupld ereature, Primrose. Do come up stairs, and
help me.  But how have you got out at this hour

“I have net come to stop, Ellen; T can’t come
in. 1 want to ask if it is true that you have told
some one that Mrs, Ilope starved me without Mr.
Murray’s kiowledge, and put the money in her
poeket ?”

“Indeed Idid not, Pat,” she said, looking fright-

g%
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ened, for she saw I was torribly annoyed. - “Only
when Mary Simpson said yon were storved at Mr.
Murray’s, I raid if you were, it was not My, Murray’s
fault, for the housekeepor could do what she pleased.”

“And did T not tell you, Ellen, that the whole
was a lie? Have not I often said that both Mr.
Murray and Mrs. Hope are as kind to me as they
possibly can be?  But you soe the consequences of
your folly. Mrs. Hope has been told alf this, and ac-
tually believes I have been so base and ungrateful.”

“0Oh, Pat,”’ said Eilen, terrified, “forgive mo.
Indecd I meant nb harm. What do you think I
should do? Shall I go back with you, and tell
Mrs. Hope the truth?”

¢ And leave Mr. Primrose alone?” I said.

¢ 0h, now you begin-to get jealons. T know you
have forgiven me,” she said, and ran away to put
on her bonnet, leaving ber father, who just then
came in, to entertain the haberdasher.

When Ellen, with tenrs in her eyes, told Mrs.
Hope the whole story, the latter, in 2 manner ske
meant to be very kind, but which did not at all
flatter poor Ellen, said-—

“Weel, weel, bairn, to be sare T might hae kent
it>wadna be a' the puir laddic’s fau’t, when his
words cam through twa glaikit lassics! Yo sce
ye're just ke your meebors, thovgh yo hae had a
fine Lonnon cdication.  Send afule to France, an’
ye'll get a fule back again
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CHAPTER XV.

“I saw thee change, yet still relicd,
Still clung with hope the fonder,
And thought, though fulse ta all heside,
From me thon couldst not wander,”
T. Moorx.

As the summer advanced, I became more and
more fond of KBllen Duff, il at last it secnied as
if all my happiness depended on her. When absent
from hLer, I thought on every thing as connected
with her, what she would think of this or that, if
such a thing would give her pleasure, or if some-
thing else would annoy her. In ghort, she was
seldom out of my mind. But, for ull this, T was
not always happy when in 11e1 presence; though
she certainly, T think, proferred me to every one
else, yet she was too fond of adwniration, to be
willing wholly to discourage others, There were
several young farimers who cach thought they had
a share in Ellen’s favor; but it was Pmm ose, the
Laberdasher, that {mnoyed me most.  Though sho
assured me she could not bear him, she always
mado him weleome; and if T asked her the reason
why, she said it was to please her father.

“But, Lllen,” T sometimes said, “ihere i a
difference between receiving him politely, whea he
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comes, a8 your father’s friend, and pressing him to
gtay to pleasc you.”

- #Ta! how jeslous you are,” she said. Tt
would serve you right, it I really were to favor
Primrose, to teaze you—that would teach you
paticnee.” ‘

%I T did not think it was mere folly and love
of fun—if T eould dream that you would really
trifle with me, Ellen 7

“Tut, my dear Pat,” she cried, Interrupting me,
“Tm sure you know. I like you fur hetter than
any of them. But you must not be so absurd,
really. If T were to be uneivil to Primrose, what
would my father say? And if he were to ask the
reason, you know well it wonld never do to say it
was to please you.”

“] don’t want you to he uneivil, Ellen; but
you really do-much more than what mere clvility
reguires.”

“Well, I'm sure, ’at, when you Tuow that I
think ‘you a thousand times handsomer and cle-
verer than he i3, you need not be angry because I
keep the poor ercature in good humor.”

But, spite of all this, the flirtation with Primrose
went on; and at last it went so far, that T could
not boar-the sight of the man. Hor father used
often to say that Ellen was too young to marry,
and had time enough to look about her; but to me
it secmed evident that he regarded Piimrose as
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Iikely to be her future hmshand, I heeame very
unhappy with Ellen’s conduct; and T had no con-
solation, for, unforbunately, on that subject I did
not open my mind to my confessor. I had once
hinted something to him about his opinion with
regard to mixed marriages between Catholies and
Protestants; and, though he said it was not unlaw-
ful, he evidently so mack disliked the practice, that
I wever had the courage to mention Kller’s name
1o him. ‘
The only thing that gave me any censolation was,
the number of those of whom [ felt jealous; for,
though Primrose was the worst, she often would,
for a few days, distinguish some other young man
above his neighhbors, until he flattered himself he
was the favorite. The illusion never continued
long, however; for, as soon as she saw the least
appearance of too great confidence, she would cast
down the poor fellow’s hopes by the most carcless
and contemptuous behaviour. It is true, as soon

‘as he wags quite disheartened, she would lure him

back again by a little favor, when, if she found
him too troublesome, she had only to sead him
some crrand, which the poor fellow was only teo
happy to undertake for her sake.

With me, however, it was difforent; T think she
might perhaps have played the same game had
she thought T would have submitted to it; but she
knew my temper too well to venture, and a3 it

%
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was only at particular hours that T could get from
Mr. Murray’s, she managed in general to get quit
of others beforo my arival. Still T saw cnough
. {0 give me great annoyance, and I heard yet more
but if T spoke it was still the old story, she pre-
forred me to them all, bué Ler father would not be
pleased were she to dizcourage them. Sometimes
T begged her to let me speak openly to her father
at oneg, but she always seemed [rightened, and
begged I would put off.

“That wonld only be to make me lose your com-
pany, Pat,’ she would say. My father cannot
bear long engagements, and you know you are not
ahle to support a wife just now.”

About this time Me, Mwray got a letter inform-
ing Lim that Master I enry would socn be with us
again. My young master had been s’mdymg too
hard, and had become unwell; change of air was
recommended and he had _]omul with a friend in

a little oxeursion to Belgium, after which he in.-

tonded coming home for a short time.  The letter
was dated from DBrussels, and they intended return-
ing to England in a fortnight; and as it had by
some sceldent in the post-office, been throe woeks
on the way, we might expect Master Ilcury almost
every day. '

1t is needless to tell the joy thaf this news pro-
duced In the house, for T have so often said already
how muach we loved our young master. As his

T T
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arrival was so sudden, therc were great prepara-

tions to be made, and for two days I eould not
find 2 sparc moment to go to see Kllen, BEvery
‘day Mr. Murray rode to mect the mail, in Impes
of finding his son, and I went with hnu to give
up my horse to Master Ilenvy, in case he were
there.

On the afternoon of the third day we sct off ag
usaal.  Just as we were fairly clear of the town,
we ascended a hill, fram which we conld see the
Ligh road winding about for several miles.

“No sign of the -eoach there yet,” said Mr.
Murray. “T think if we go at a good pace we
shall have time to eut across the fields, and come
out near the river.’

So saying, he sct spurs to lm horge, and elear-
ing the hedge, palloped on.  We passed close to
Parmer Dufl’s house, and as we passed, T looked
up at the windows to sec if Bllen was there, but
there was no sign of her.  On we went, wntil we
came’ to a little rivulet that was in our way; very
near it there was a liedge, and a stile which was
shaded by the hushes growing in the hedge.  As
the horses’ feet elattered over the stones of the
rivalot, two people, a man and woman, startled by
the . noise, jumped up from the stile where they
had been sitting. Swiftly as we passed them, I
recognised Lllen and Primroge, and saw that his
hand had hold of her's. At sceing me, her face
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became quite red, but she turned away, evidently
hoping I might not recognise her.

Though 1 had felt jealous before, I had never
been g0 bad as now. What in the world had
" indueed her to go and walk in the fields with hit?
may, to sit down beside him, and allow him to
take hold of hor hand? That eertainly was not
necessery for politencss. The more I thought on
all this, the more wretched I became, so that when
we met the mail, even the sight of my dear Master
Henry’s face eould not make me feel happy. |

My young master was looking very well, only
still paler thun before.  As T dismounted from the
horse and held the stirrup for him, he observed
my appearance.

“YWhat in the world is the matter with you,
Pat? he asked.  “You are as pale as ashes!”

“Yes, indeed,” said Mr. Murray, looking at me.
«Tg it possible you have been the worse for our

quick ride? I thought you were too good & horse-

man for that.  ¥ou hafl better take Master Ienry's
place in the voach.”

I replied thut I did not feel very well, but that‘.
a walk through the fields would do me more good.

“Very woll,” said Master Henry, “fake your
time, and T']1 bear all the blame en my own shounl-
ders if Mrs. Iope is angry at your being late.”

Off they set; but instead of taking time, as
Master Heary recommended, I flew rathier than
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walled, 1l T approached the farm, I then stack-
encd 1ay pace a little, and began to think what I
had eome for.  There was no hope that T had been
mistaken—T had seen Ellen too plainly for that;
and what excuse could she offer for giving such
eneouragement to a man whom she professed to
dislike? Still I was dotermined to seo her, and
walked straight into the parlor, wlhere I found Ellen
alone.

At first, when T spoke to her, she locked very
haughty, as if I had no right to interfere with her
affairs, till ¥ grew quite sick, as I thought, of the
duplicity with which I had been treated, and turned
away to leave the room. As I went out, a faint
voice called after me, but I was too angry to take
notiee of it, and hurried out of the house. Scarcely,
however, had T got beyond the gate, than I began
to frame excuses for her.  “She is prond-spirited,”
I thought, *and no wonder when I spoke to her
80 sternly, she would not give me any explana-
tion.”  Then I remembercd her call after me, and
almost thinking 1 was more in the wrong than she
was, T turned back again, and re-cutered the parlor.

At first Ellen did not observe me; she was lean-
ing against the wall, and erying bitterly.

“ Dear, dear Ellen,” I eried, *“have I vexed you?
Is it becanse of me you are erying so?”

She was not slow to perceive the advantage she

had gained.” Tnstead of apolnmsmg to me for hav-
10
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ing given me just cause of offence, she first re-
guired an apology from me for being so unreason-
able, and then—but not till then—did she give
me some explanation.

«T did not go out with Primrose, Pat,” she said;
“but he heard I had gone for a walk, and came
after me, and you know I could not send him back
alone.”

“But why sit down to waste time with him?” said
T; “why let him have hold of your hand ¥

«Dear me,” she aried, it is all very well for you
great strong mien to ask why one sits down, but T
only wish you were a girl yourself, and had taken
a long walk on a hot day; and as for the hand, I
caught hold of whatever was next me, when you
gave me such a fright with the noise of your nasty
horges.”

« And was that really all, my own dear Ellen
T said.  “You have made my heart much lighter.
But before I go, tell me what tempts you to take
such long walks, and fatigne yoursclf so; you may
make yoursclf quite il1.” -

“(an you not guess any reason?’” she said, half
pouting, and running out of the room. “‘ What if
1 happened to know that somcbody rode every day
to meet the mail, and that it Mr. Henry came, he
would perhaps come back through the fields?”

T went home that evening with a lighter heart
. than T had had for months.

ur
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. éI—IAPTER XVL

“0h, the good ofd times of England! Ere, in her evil day,
Fron thefr Holy Faith and their ancient rights her people
fell away. -

Agam shall banner, cross, and cope gloam thro' the incons’d
aisle;

Aund the faithful dead shall elaim their part in the Church's
thoughtiul prayer,

Aud the daily »acrifice to God be duly offered there;

And ticree, and nones, and meting, shall have eaci their
holy lay;

And the Angelus at compline shail sweetly close the day.

England of saints! the peace will dawn—but not without
the fight;

So, come the contest when it may-—and God defend the
right

Nearx,

MasTER HENRY now recommenced his rides with
me behind him; and it was not Iong before he in-
troduced the subject of religion once more. He
told me that whii» in Belgium he had been much
struek by the simple faith and devotion of the peo-
ple, and that he had ofton thought a religion that
produced such effects mmst be a good one.

“I used to notice with surprise,” he one day
said to me, “the contrast between the people in
the manufacturing towns in Belgium, and those in
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England. Tn Belgium, if T rose and went out .

ahout five in the morning, T would find the churehes
balf fitlled with the poor men preparing for the
labor of the day by hearing masg; while, in ogland,
a great proportion of the same class do not even go
to church on the Sunday, as it is their only time
for recreation.”

“Then do the working people in Belgium not
rest themselves on Sundays at all, siv?’ T asked.

“(3h, indeed they do,” said Master Henry, smi-
ling; “they amuse themsclves more than would
be thought right in this country ; and in consequence,
I believe Protestants often take up a very false idea
of the Catholies sbroad.  Of course, I do not allude
to the irreligious, from whom one expects no good
example any whoro; but ¢ven the best people, after
having spent part of the day in religibus duties,
think it no sin to amuse themselves in ad innocent
manner afterwards; and ¥ must say, with all my-
prejudices, even from the first it did my heart good
on the Sunday afterncons to hear the poor children
Jjumping about and laughing as usual, instead of
sitting dull and miscrable, as is too often the case
in Seotland.”

¢ [ understand that guite well, sir,” I suid; “for
Father Drummnond often explained to us the differ-
ence between the Protestant and Catholic metheds
of keeping Sunday. He showed us that there was
no prohibition agsinst innocent mnusements, only
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againet work ; and after we had attended to all our
religions duties in the morning, he used to let us
play in the garden on the Senday afternoons.
However, he always told us to be careful not to
geandalize those who disapproved of such amuse-
goents, by unnecessarily foreing them upon their
notice.”

““He was quite right,” said Master Henry; “and
that is another instance of the charity which must
always accompuny true faith. Do not mistake
what 1 say, however; I love and admire all T have
seen of the Catholic religion; and bad I been born
a Catholie, 1 never cvould have changed. At the
sate time, 1 hope that, in 1wy own Church, I can
find the samie means of perfection. I believe the
Church of England to be a branch of the Universal .
Church; and though, unfortunately, we are out-
ward]y separated from the great eentre of Catholie
unity, ift we hold the fuith of cur fathers, we still
remain members of the Catholic Churck. Un-
fortunately, a great proportion of our clergy and
laity have forgotion the pure doctrine explained to
them, and carefully preserved by some at the time
of the falscly-called Reformation in England; but
there arc a fow who join with me in deploring this
falling off, and in hoping that one day we may all
be united once more.”

On other occasions Master Hemy would tell

me little things that had pleased him during his
10%
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visit abread.  Above all things, he seemed to like
the open ehurches.

“Go where you will,” he would say, ¥in the
crowded city, or in the poor hamlet, if you enter a
church, you will find some few worshippers before
the altar. The weak come thero for strength, the
strong for perseverance, the poor and miserible
for succor and comfort—-afl come to the feet of
their Saviour—all open their hearts, and pour out
their griefs in the bosom of Him who is indeed to
them a well-beloved Father.”

“Hngland,” would he say at another time, “will
never recover her former happiness, until her poor
children find ont that 2 Comforter waits upon their
altars ready to hear their cries, to vedvess their
grievances, to be their spiritual food and sus
tenance, thoir God, theit Father, their all, Oh,
why have we not a daily sacrifice? Why do we
not frequently reecive the most precious body and
blood of our Redeemer? Why are we so eold, so
tepid, when such burning love waits on us, be-
seeching us to receive him into our hearts ?’

From these, and similar expressions, it was evi-
dent to me that Master Henry was a convert to one
doetrine, which is generally the greatest stumbling-
bleck to Protestants. I mean that of the real

presence of our Lordgn the nogt blessed Tiucharist. i

But how he could believe, as it was evident ke did,
that in the English Church the power of conse-
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crating the bread and wine was also to be found,
I could not in the least compreliend. Though I
knew DProtestantism had split into innumerable
scets, T wus simple enough to believe thut the
clergy, at least, of each sceb would agree among
themselves; and the only clergyman of the Church
of England, with whom I had ever eonversed, had
assured me that, by the Homilies of his Chureh, he

. wag hound to believe our doctrines with regard to

the Holy ¥ueharist, blasphemous and dammable.

Master Henry used often also to spealk of the cha-
rity of poor Catholies to one another, not only from
what he had seen in Belgium, where, us the poverty
is mot great, he had not so much opportunity for
observation, but also from the accounts he had
hieard from a friend, who had made a tour in Ire-
land. Ife t0ld me how the very poorest people,
who have searcely perhaps cnough for ome poor
meal of potatoes for themselves, nover refuse to the
wandering begpar a share in that meal.

“Qut of their poverty,” said Master Henry,
“they give what many would grudge ¢ven from
their abundance ; and surely God will reward them
for it.” . " X .

And as T heard the well-merited tribute to my
poor, but generous and warm-hearted countrymen,
the tears rose in my eyes, and my heart swelled
with the thought that I, too, drew my origin from
a land where the precepts of our Lord were thus
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observed —where, amidst eppression, poverty, and
misery, they had kept the faith pure, unsullied, and
fervent as ever,

Master Henry told me of so many things that
were quite new to me, though a Catholic, that T
think it may interest some of my Catholic friends
if I repeat them. He describod to me a very
beautiful castom which extends through a great
part of the Continent, of the association of a certain
number of churches for the perpetual adoration of
our Lord in the blessed Jucharist. Tn Rome, Le
told me, it is called “the forty hours,” for i each
church, by turos, the holy sacrament is exposed
for forty liours, when the church is crowded con-
stantly with devout worshippers; and thére are,
besides, the members of a soviety, some of whom
continue in prayer at the altar the whole time. At
the beginning and end of these forty hours, there
is always a solemn high muss sung; and while the
last high mass completes the forty hours in ome
chareh, there is another sung to eommence the
same time of adoration in another church; so that
there is not one moment in that city where our
Lord is not surrounded by devout and earnest sup-
plicants. Master Henr v had never been in Rome;
but he had scen the same thing in Belgium, where
the different’ parishes have each a day in the year
appointed for this holy object, when each member
of the society epends one hour either during the

o e S b T i o
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dey or night, before the altar,- pmvin" to our
Lord,

“And oh, my Gtod!” would my young masier

,- “do thou hear the petitions of these thy
& out worshippors; do thou accept their sighs of
love, their tears of contrition, in atonement for the
coldness, the apathy, nay, the disrespeet and mock-
ery with which thou art grected in this unbappy
country !’

When the time drew nigh for Master Henry to
leave us again, he one day called me to _speak to
him. :

“Pat” he said, “ I have a proposal to make to

you, aud you must honestly tell me whether you

like it or not. T wish to have a servant with me
constantly, in whom I con confide. From all 1
have seen of you, and all T have heard of you in
my ahsence,- you are the person I should fix npon;
and my father, who thinks the eha,nge would be
for your ad¥antage, hag consented to give you up
1o me, if you arve wxlhng to go. What do you say,
then?’

I did not know what to say. Dearly did I love
my young master, and well would I have liked to
be constantly with him, But how eould I leave
Ellen? Surrounded as she was with admirers,
how could I hope she would still remember me, if
I were to leave A ?  And as for making an
cngagemoent with her before my departuve, I kuew
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her father would never eonsent to such a thing;

and without his ¢onsent, I should have thought it

unprincipled to bind her to any thing. Master
Henry saw the embarrassment on my face.”

“J am afraid you don’t want to go with me,
Pat,” he said. “Well, T am sorry for it, but I
shall still have the satisfaction of knowing it is my
own father you have preferred to me.”

“Oh, Master Henry,” T sald, “tlere is no one
T should like to serve so well as you, and it is not
for that— but—there is a girl, sir, that I like,
and that I think likes me, but I fear her fiiends
won't congont, and if T were away she might be pez-
suaded to marry some one else, If you were not
going quite so soon, sir——if T had only time to get
bher consent to speak out to her father, and get his
answer at once, then, sir, T could answer you
decidedly. I would either stay with her if she
would have me, or if not, with all my leart would
T go to serve you. I eould be happy near you,
sir, I think, even in that ease, but I could not
bear to lese her by neglecting her, or by her
thinking so, which would be all one.”

“Well, Pat,” said Master Henry, smiling kind-

iy, “I’ll tell you what I'll do. TIn three months
I shall be of age, and T shall come back here to
keep my birthday at home, By that time you will
likely know what you are about, and in the mean-
time I shall manage with the scout I had before.”

|
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T need nof say T was most gratefal to my young
waster for Ids kindness, but at the same time I
fondly hoped-that before it would be necessary to
decide, T might have induced Farmer Duff to con-
sent to iy marrisge with his danghter.

“Even if he cannot let us marry at onee,” I
thought, “by my yohng master’s influence he may
be induced to permit the engagement; and oh!
what will T not do if T have the hope of winning
Elien by my excrtions.”

CHAPTER XVIIL.

“Taove not, love not! the thing you love may change,
The rosy lip may ccese to smile on you,
The kindly beaming eye grow cold and strange,
The heart still warmly beat, yot not be true.
Love not™
How, Mrs. NorTon.

Ay1rr Master ITenry was gone, I took the first
‘opportunity to run over to the farm, and explain
to Kllen my intentions with regard to her.

«T must speak to your father, my dear Ellen,
and know at once what hope I have. It is not
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right our going on in this way without his know-
ledge; we cannot be put in a worse position than
we are, for really this is ageinst my couscience.”

“Well, if you choose to got forbidden the kouse,
Pm sure T needn’t care,” s2id Kllen,

#Now, dear Kllen, don’t be unkind. You know
you would eare, and you know also it is not that T
choose to be forbidden the house at all” ’

“Well, why will you insist upon speaking to my
father, when you know that would be the conse-
quence {7

T do not know that would be the consequence.
Though Yam not rich now, yet T have the prospect
of better things. Master Henry has already told
me he will give me more wages, and T am not apt
to run into expense. In a few years I shall have
saved something, and if your father would help us
a little, we might do very well.”

“And so I am to wait here in patience till you
save up halfpennies and pennies enough to keep
me. A pretty prospeet indeed I’

“Then what do you mean, Ellen?” I said.  «JIf
you do not intend waiting till T am able to support
you, and if you are so sure that your father would
not Lelp us at once, tell me what do you mean? T
eannot, must not be thus trifled with.”

“Tear me, how violent you are—how sharply
you talke one up.  Lenly want you to put off a little,
B you necd not decide for three months yeb, why
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speak to my father so soon? There is time erough,
when you know Master Henry is eoming down
again. - It doosn’t look ag if you cared very much
for me, that you won’t do me that little favor.
There's poor Primrose—there’s nothing I could
ask he would refuse me.” |

“Noj; and he would be able to marry at once,
withont kaving to wait and save up halfpennies and
pennies for years. I think you had better decide

. on him at once.”

“And if you treat me so unkindly, so I will,”
said Ellen, barsting into tears; “after all T have
done for you, it is too ungrateful.”

Of course, #s usnal, when Ellen eried, I was in-
stantly at her feet, veady to promise whatever she
liked, and the result of the conversation was, that
T agrecd to put off my appeal to her father till the

_very last moment before Master Heory’s return,

when I might also hope he would use his influence
to back me.

Eut as the time passed on, I had many causcs
of annoyance. For example, sometimes I wonld
find Ellen decked out in ribbons that I knew were
a present from the haberdasher, and though I re-
monstrated with her on the impropriety of accepting
presents from a man whom she had no intention
of marrying, my words had no other effect than to
make her angry; or if not that, she would hegin to
ory, and call me unkind.  ¥n no ease did T get my

i1
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way. DBesides this, she was much changed in other
ways: she was no longer the lively, merry girl I
had first known her; she hecame dull and spiritless,
aud often very eross, and if T said anything of it, she
eried still more, and told me if I knew all she had
to suffer on my aceount, T would not be so unkind.

“On my aceount, Filen,” T said. “Why who
makes you suffer? Your father docs not even know
T eare for you, or you for me; he never even sees
us together.”

¢5till though he may not know that, he knows'

that for gome renson or other I doh't hke an*
I‘OSG

“Then, desr Eilen, I must speak nut; T canot :

consent to see you suffer thus on my account.
Tiven if your father were not willing to let us
marry, he would no longer, knowing that you
liked me, teaze you about Pulm'ose.”

“Tor mercy’'s sake, Pat, do not !’ eried Fllen,
catehing hold of my arm. “You know you
promised me you would not—don’t break your
word.”

#Certainly, not without your permission, Tllen
bat T cannot imagine why you are so unwilling; Pm
sure it would be much better for us both. You
are getting quite pale and il1.”

«Qh, T will soon be better,” she sald; “1 am
going for a while to my aunt’s, for change of air,
and T will get strong there; and you know Master
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Henry will be down, and you won't miss me. Tell
me, Pat, would you miss me much?”

“Indeed T ghould, my own dear Ellen,” T gaid;
“though I should be glad to suffer that, if it were
to malxe you well again, for you mc so changed, it
g:vcs me 3 §0TE healt to see you.”

#Well then, you would soon get over it, Wouldn £
you ?’J

“(Jet over your going away ! Why should I try,
when you arc eoming hack so soon again?  And
T'm sure you would not be very well pleased if you
thought I were as happy in your abscnce as in
your presence.”

“Yndeed then, you are very much mistaken,”
said sho. “J think one iz a great fool to place

_ their happiness upon another person, and though

you say that to please me, I'm sure after a week
you'd never think morc of me. Ist't it tree?”

“THllen, you are the strangest gird—there is no
pleasing you. One minute you want me to say I
shouldn’t care though you were away; and if I did,
whick I equldn’t, the-next minute, you'd take the
pet at me for having said it.”

It was fixed that Kllen should go to lier aunt’s
about the same time that Master Henry was ex-
peeted down; and though I tried several times to
persuads her to let me speak to her father before
her departure, her distress seemed so great that 1
could not -presa the subject. During the inter-
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vening time I understood her behavionr oven lesg
than before. Sometimes it appeared as if she
wished to quarrel with me, and if T had not attri-
buted all to her ill health, T am sere T would not
have submitted to the many bister things she
said. At other times, on the conirary, she wag
gentler and kinder than I had ever scen her; and
the night before she left, when I took leave of her,
she cried hitterly, and said she was not fitted for
e, and that I'descrved a muoh better wife than
she would make to any one. *

Ellen left home on the cighth of the month,

and the teath was Master Ienry’s birthday, so

that on the evening of the ninth we expected him
home,  Anxious as I was to hear news of the poor
girl, about whose health I was seriously wneasy, it
was quite impossible for me to get over to the farm
until the morning after my young master came of
age. The rejoicings of the preceding day, and the
delight of Mrs. Hope at her dear Master Henry’s
presence, had not been sufficient to make me for-
got that now wus the time to speak to Bllen’s
father, and according to his answer to decide on
wy futore plans. I knew that Master Harry
could only be at home a week, and with a beating
heart T set out across the fields to the farm.

T found the farmer walking ahout, looking after
his men, and shaking me heartily by the hand, he
proposed to take a stroll, ’
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© «T gearcely thoeht to has scen you, man,” he
gaid, “now that Jllen’s ganc, an’ when yow're sae
busy wi’ the young laird at hame, an a’. DBut ye
were aye a kin'-hearted laddie, an’ I daur say ye
thocht the auld man wad be lonesome o’ his lane,

- Dang it, but if ye could leave, I'd tak’ ye wi' me

when I gang ower the morn.”

“Then you are going to see Tllen, to-morrew?”
Tsaid.  “T hope you have no bad news. Is she
not so well 7 .

“(langin’ to sce her the morn,” he said, laugh-
ing heartily. I think sae indeed. It wad be an
unco like thing, gin I were na there.”

“T don’t understand you,” I said. “Is there
any particular reason for going there to-morrow

“An’ do you really no ken?” asked the farmer,
opening his eyes ag wide as possible.  « Weel, that
boats a’!  T'Il ne'er say again that & woman canna,
keep a sceret. L thocht naethin’ o* her m?’ my
sister, an’ P'rimrose’s mither arrangin’ to hae it out
there for the sake o’ peace, 80’ to keep aff a' the
clashin’ tongues o’ the folk about here; but I could
na hae believed she wad hae been sae clever s to
keep it frae yon, an’ you sie a favorite, an” wi' her
ilka blessed day.”

“But what is it? Tor God’s sake tell me at
onee what you menn,” I said. “What is to be
done to-morrow

#“To be done! Why Ellen’s to be married, to

1%
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be sure, an’ a very gude match i is, for he is a
weel doin’, respectable lad; no’ but what my Ellen
might hae looked e’en higher. But I'd ne’er be
the man to cross her for that. I ance thocht you
twa had a motion o ane anither, an’ the’ it wad
hae been a fule like thing, I dinna think I'd hae
had the heart to conter ye; but it’s fur better as
itis. DBut Lord bless us, laddie, what's cam ower
ye? ye look like a ghaisti”

And le had reason to say so. For a minute I
could uot believe my ears; I could not credit that
Lllen wonld be so perfidious. Had she honestly
dismissed me, and snid she preferred Primrose, I
could have borne it. But to lead me on till the
very last day, making me believe she liked me
better than any one else, and 2t the very tine when
I came to ask her from her father, to find how cru-
elly she had deserted me—it was too much., 1
turned faint, and staggered against the farmer, till
& flood of tears volisved my bursting henrt.

Apparently the good man now for the first time
pereeived that his former suspicions of my attach-
ment to Ellen were correct, for he teied to comfort’
me; but his rough kindnesg enly opened my wounds
yet wider. I eould not stay, but pressing Lis hand,
I ran howe, and rushed up to my own room, where
casting myself on the bed, T wept bitterly.

For a long timo 1ny tears dnd sobs were una.
bated, and I thought my heart would Lyeak, when

" him when he left A
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my eye was caught by the picture of the Virgin
Mother that hung opposite my bed. The very
sight of that sweet countenance tended to calm

‘me; instead of the wild and stormy passions that

had raged through my heart, the thought of Aer
sorrows filled me with resignation. Though I still
wept, I no longer thirsted for revenge. I began
to reficet that my mind had been so absorbed by
the ereature, that T no longer had a heart to give
my Creator, and that, however painful the awalen-
ing from my dream might be, God, who does all
thmgs well, had arranged.it for my good. Fling-
ing myself on my knees, “(h, my God!"” I said,
“« t,hy holy will be done. Holy Virgin Mother!
do not forsake your miserzble childl" Take mc,
and offer me, with my whele heart and soul, to thy
Divine Son! e alone will never forsake me! He
alone can satisfy my whole heart!” :

- T need scarcely say that I thankfully accepted
tbe offer Master Henry had made to take me with
1 could not have horne
to remain, and run the risk of again sceing Ellen.
Before leaving, I sent a little note for her to her
father, begging him to read it, and if he’ thought
proper, to give it to his daughter. I could not find
in my Lieart to address it Mrs. Primrose, but merely
wrote: on it the words #To Tllen,” and the contents
were simply to say that I forgave ler and wished
her every happiness. - ‘
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CHAPTER XVIIL

B Th.ere is nothing darl, below, shove

But in its gloom I trace thy love, '

.:dLnd meekly wait that moment when

Thy tonch shall turg all bright again !,”
.

Mooz

Geevrren as T was with my own griefs, I conld
not help observing something odd jn the,conduct
of Master Henry, and also of Mys, Hope, the da
of our deperture from A—-— In theJ mornini
Iny young wmaster rose very early, and wag for 2
very long time closeted with his old nurse, and
when they separated, Master Henry's cyesjwere

red,‘ and I‘r.lrs. Hope way so unwell, she went to bed
agaim, saying she did not want any breakfast, My
young master then went out to take a walk, and

when he returned to meet his father
ance was the same as usual, ’

'The coach was expocted to pass the gate about
mid-day, and T went ont to wabch for it, and get
the loggage put in.  There was 2 oy with m&gto
call Magter Henry down in time, but when. the
coagh came in sight at a distance, I thought T would
leave the boy in charge of the trunks and o for
my young master mysclf, so as to have the eahance

of again seeing my good old friend, Mrs. Hope.

his appear-

AND HIS ORPHANS. 129

Master IMenry was in the stady with his father,
and when T opened the door, to tell him there was
no time to lose, he stopped Mr. Murray, who was
hastening to accompany him to the gate, snying,

“Blegs me first, my dear, dear father, and for-
give any faults T have coinmitted against you. It
may be long ere we mect again.”

& God bless you, my dear boy, and keep you the
samo ns I have ever found you. You have nover
given me a moment's uneasiness.” :

“God grant you may always say the samel!”
replied my young master, in a voice broken with
emotion.

As T followed My. Murray and his son down
stairs, a door opened behind us, and Mrs. Iape,
runuing up to Master FHenry who was belind his
father, seized his hand, and pressed it between both
hers, but her tears flowed too fast for her o spenk.
My young master stooped down and whispered =
few words to her, but she shook her head, and
could not veply. As she passed me, L tried to step
her to say good-hye, but 1 had some Giffieulty, for
she had neither eyes nor ears for auy ono but her
foster-child. When she did observe me, however,
ghe shook hands with me, and saying: ¢ O, laddic,
laddie, this ‘Il break the auld man's ‘heart,” she
hastened back to her room.

Master Henry was inside; and as I sat on the
top of the coach, T had time to consider what was
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‘the meaning of Mrs. Hope's words to me on part.
Ing; but they seemed quite inexplicable. Who

did she moan by the old man? Ilad she found

out the manner in which I had been treated by
Ellen, and did she think the farmer would be
grieved so much by his daughter’s'duplicity? Dus
this scemed absurd; and the more I theught on
them, the less T understood her words. -

“About four in the afternoon, we arrived at the
town of L, where we stopped to dine, it being
about half way o the place where I expocted we
should sleep; but T was surprised by Master Henry
telling me he would go no further that night.
Aftor dinner he asked for paper and ink to be
brought to his room, and desired me to be ready
in an bour to take a letter to the post-office. I
strolled about the town, in the lamp-light, for
some time, and then returned to the inn; bus
nearly two hours elapsed before Master Henry's
bell rang.  When I went up to him, he was lying
on the sofs, with his back towards me, and the
letter was on the table.

“Theve is the lotter, Pat,” he said, withont look-
ing round.  “Ishall not want you any more to-
night. Tam going to bed.”

I took up the lofter and was leaving the room,
when, looking at the direotion, T perccived it was
for Mr. Murray.

“Dear Mastor Henry,” T said, “are you ill?
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Ts there nothing I can do for you? My poor
master will bé so alarmed {”

Master Henry turned round, and looked towards
me, and 1 then saw that he had béen weeping.

«T am not ill, Pat,” he said; “or at least, T
sdall be quite well to-morrow; and L have ot
written to my father about that. T shall speak
more frankly to you in the morning, my poor
fellow; but at present I am in need of rest.”

I hastened away with the letter; but uncasy as T
was zhout my young master, L did not like to dis-
turh him again that night. 1 went, however,
several Hmes to the door of his room, and uwntil a -
late liour T heard him still awake.
 The noxt day, when I went to ask if we were to
g0 on again, or to remin another night, Mastex
Henry told me that he should remain at L
until he should reccive an answer to his letter.

«Tt has searcely been kind, perhaps, Pat,” he
said, “to keep seorct from you a thing with which
you have had a great deal to do. But you bad
enough to ocenpy you in your own affairs before
we loft home; and for that reason I have delayed
unt) now informing you that I am, like you, a
Cathoelic.”

Words cannot cxpress my happiness at finding
this was the cause of the'mystery that puzzled me.
1 seized my young master’s hand, and kissing it,
wept for joy.
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* “Thank you, my good Pat— thank you,” he

said. %I knew you would be glad of this; but

now you must help me by your prayers o bear
the trials it may please God to send me, in conse-
guence of the great grace he has already done me.
I would nof toll my father while I was with him,
for I could not bear that he should part from me
in anger, as I fear he would, had I told him of my

change; but I have now written to him, and until .

I hcm in reply, I cannot quit this place, You
must pray well for me, Pat, to our Blessed Mother,
for you were the first cause of my inquiries into
the Catholio religion.” .

“Dut the hbt'. time. you'were at home, su'," I
gaid, ““you seemed to think you could be satisfied
with the Church of: Epgland; that in fact, you
ceald believe every thmg likke a Catholie, and yet
be safe where you were.”

“You are right, Pat—1 had that idea, but I
soon began to consider that my salvation was too
important a matter to depend on a chance. I
knew that, as a (atholic, T should be certarn of
belonging to the true Chureh; while, as a Chureh
-of England man, or as I liked to eall myself, an
Anglo-Catholie, T had at best but 2 chance. - This
it was that determined me on my present course;
and since I have been admitted into the one true
Chureli, T need seareely tell you that I sec plainly
the wmeaning of our Baviour's words— ¢ He that is
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not with me, is against me; and he that gathereth
not with me, seattereth.”

Master ITenry had not long to wait for his
father’s reply, for on the morning of the sceond
day after he had written, I took up a letter to
Lim on which I recognised My, Murray’s hand-
writing. As I gave it into my young master’s
hand, I AW thnt ho trembled, and his eyes filled
with tears

“{ro and pray for me, Pat  he said; “T fear T
shall have need of it.”

1 did as he desired me; and most forvently did
I beseech my Holy Mother to soften the heart of
my old master, or if such were not the will of God,
to obtain for his son strength and resignation.

It was a leng time before T ventured to return
to my master’s room. When at last I knoeked,
he rose and umhbolted the door, which he had
fastened, saying,

“Clome in, Pat-— come in.”

When T locked at him T saw that his eyes were
red with weeping, but a heavenly smile of resig-
nation and hope played on his lips. .

“Tt is as I fenred, Pat,”’ he said.  “My father
refuses to sec me, o to hold any further commu-
nication with me untit I return, as he calls it,
enred of my wad folly, to beg Lis forgiveness.
This you-know can never be; so, unless it be the
will of God to chunge his sentiments towards e,

i3
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1 may say I have lost my father.. It is a hard
trial; but I muost not murmur at the Divine Wis-
dom that has counted me worthy to suffer some
little thing for his sake. Had all things gone
well with me, Iinight have foaved, but now I have
comfort; it scemns that our Dlessed Lady. wishes
me to belong altogether to her Son.”
Asit was no longor necossary to remain at L

our arrangements were soon made for contmumer
our journcy. DMy young masier intended proceedJ
ing direetly to a Catholic eollege, where he pro-

posed making a retreat of ten days, and T expected

to go with him; but before we started he told me,
that, as during his retreat, he should not wanta
servant, he had made srangements for me to go
to Clearburn, and. remain with my old friends for
a fow days. I need searcely say what plewsure
this gave me, but 1 was at the same time grieved
to leave Master Henry in his present circumstances.
However, his kind assurances soon overcame my
objections,

Behold me, then, ence more on the top of the
coack, on my 1r,tum to the dear bome of my child-
hood. I had not been able to write to Mr. Drum-
mound; and as I had Deen nearly two years away,
and was a good deal altered in appearance, I donbted
mueh if either my kind father or Neily would re.
cognise me at first. My dress, too, was different
from that in which they had been accustomed
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to dec me; for I had on my hest clothes which
were black, and Mrs. Hope used to tell me that
on Sundays T might pass for a young priest my-
sl

As we approached the town, my heart beat to
recognise so many familiar objects. The chapel.
house was on the oppoesite side of Clearburn from
that ot which we cntered, but as we drove on I
could see the group of trees in the midst of which
it was situated. I3 was beginning to grow dark

-as wo rattled through the strect, yet I pulled

my hat over wmy eyes for fear of being recognised
by any of my former aequaintances before going
home. At last, we came to the inn, and jump-
ing down, I hastencd towards the house of my
kind father.

As T went on, T passed elose to.our Little burial
place, and T could not resist going in to visit the
grave of my little Joe.  As T walked io the well-
known corner, T was startled by the number of
tomb-stones. Death had heen Lusy wmong our
little congregation since my departare; and though
T had been told of each in the letters of Father
Drommond, yet when I saw their names they pro-
duced a now and startling cffect on my mind.
Hearcely stopping, however, T hastencd on to loolsré
for the little, flowery mound, and the wooden crass
that used \‘o mark the resting place of our little
darbing. T pe Yibtle cross was no longer there, but
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in jts stead was one of marble, on which were in-
geribed the following words:—

JOSEPH MARY BYRNL
AN ORFHAN,
who returned to the arms of Lis IIeaven]y Mother,
Christmas, 18—,
Aged six years.

CHAPTER XIX.

“Oh, frieadship! flower of fairest hue,
To carthly hunds so seldom given;

Thy bloom shall other climes renew,
Thy native soil is heaven.”

By the time I reached the house, it was quite
dark; and when Nelly came to the door, she bad
not the slightest tdea who I was.,

“lg M1 Drummond 2t home? 1 asked, in a
low tone that she might not reengnise my voiece.

“Ay, sir,” she replied, “he’s at hame; but gin
yer buginess is na very pressin’, I wadna like to
disturb him the noo. There’s o wheen puir bodies
speakin’ wi’ him.”

« And Mr, Macdonald 2 T said.
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“ Mr. Macdonald ’s i the ehapel vestry, hearin’
confessions. e conna be distwbit on nae ac-
count-—-unless to be sure, sir,” she added, “ye're
mindit 10 gang to yer duty yersel; an’ then ye can
gang in by, an’ 'l tell my maister, or else gang ower
to the chapel, an’ walk in at the vestry door.”

“T shall go in, if you please; but dow’t disturb
Me. Irummond ; T ean wait till he is at leisure.”

Nelly opened thc door of the back parlor, and T
walked in, while she went for a light. In her ab.
sence I took off wy hat and great coas, sd as to look
o little more like my old self.

“May o body spoer yor name, sir?” Inquired
Nelly, as she returned with the candle.

Without answering, I turned round, and looked"
at her. The poor body jumped so with fear, she
aimost fell, though, foltuuatdy, the candle was
safoc on the talle.

“Lord preserve wus! Arve ye a ghaist, or are

‘ye my ain dear laddie, Pat?” she said.

Of course I soon proved to the good old woman
that I was rcal flesh and bleod, and the same as
the child to whom she had held the place of a
mother. T canmot deseribe her delight, though
she scolded me well for having doceived her at first.

“To gang an’ mak’ a fule o’ sic an auld body,
an’ gar me trow ye were a stranger, an’ & gran’
geutleman forbye I

“Indecd, Nelly, you didn't think me such a grand
12%
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gentloman, or yon would have gone to get Father
Drummond to speak to me at once.”

“Oh, laddie,” roplied Nelly, “what gars ye tell
sic a story! I’ sure ye ken woel he wadna send
awa the duddy bits o’ bodies for a’ the gentry ¥ the
law’! An’ sure ye dinna think sae ill o’ me ’s to
helieve T wad forget wha lived at Nazareth, an’ haud
in llght esteem the Lord’s puir? But that's them
awa, ai’ T'lI rin for him noo.”

And, ere 2 minute had elapsed, I was Elasped n
the arms, and had reecived the heartfelt blessing
of my dear and kind father; and soon my brother
also returned, and welcomed me back to the home
of my childhood. .

“How good God is!” said the old man, as we
were all scated round, the fire at night. %I could
searcely have hoped to be again survounded by so
many of my family, OQur little Joe is, I doub
not, praying for us in heaven; and if poor Dick
were but here, I should be quite happy. Dut
perfect happiness is not good for man on earth,”
ke continued, looking round, and smiling; “and
Glod’s holy will be done always. T should be most
ungrateful to complain, surrounded as I am with
blessings.”.

“When did you hear lagt from Dick ?” I asked.

“T Lad a letter the other day,” said Tom, Hast-
ily; “but we shall let you'vead it to- -morrow, and
tell you all abous Lim.”

BTy Naiute oty
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T told them how I had visited Joc’s grave and
asked who had put up the marble cross.

“Tt wag Dick,” said Father Drummond, “my
poor gailor boy! e saved all his money from
the moment he went to sea, till he could spare
encugh for that purpose. He is 2 fine-hearted
lad!  God pregerve him, and keep him from yield-
ing to evil example!”

It was not il the next day that I hicard more
particulars about Dick. It seemed that, while on
shore for a short time between his voyages, he had
got acquainted with a girl in a small fishing village
on the south coast of England. TFrom the little
that Diek mentioned of her father. My, Drum-
mond had long suspectod him to be a smuggler;
and, eonsidering the scenes of violence and blood-
shod that so often oceur in such a life, he had dis-
couraged Diel’s evident wish to muwry the girl,
femmg the connection might lead him into evil
When Dick returned to sea, Father Drummond’s
foars had been tranquillized; but now he was
again on shore, and the letter Vthm]l had just been
reccived, was to annonnce his inarriage.  He, how-
ever, desired Tom to assure Mr. Drummond that
he would not join in any of his father-in-law’s en-

terpirises, but would conlinue to go voyages, as he
had been aceustomed to do, leaving his wife in her
fathier's house, whenever hc should be absent.  The
last clause gave us all great uneasiness, as it proved




140 - FATHER DRUMMOND

that Dick would be much with the smugglers while
on shpl:e between his voyzges; but as DZr dear fa-
ther said, “I have always put all my children under
the special protection' of the Blessed Virgin, and
sheI vlviliI watch over her own I o
had several long conversations u
affairs with my father and brother, duxgroag I;E éaot:n
at Clearburn, and I told them frankly all thas hag
happened to me sinco Tom’s visit to me, at Mr,
Murray's house. A gricf told is partly eured;
aj?d iy telling the whole story of my connectim;
Wfth Kllen Duff to these kind and sympathising
friends, did more to seothe my wounded heart than
I could have believed angthing would. Much as
T loved my young master, our relative situations
h'a.ﬂ“ forbid my intruding these particulurs upon
l{lm ; and since the hour that I reccived the intel-
ligence of Tllen's proposed marriage, this was the
first time that I had given way to my feelings
Bat, though my dear father sympathised fully wictb:
mg_rl grief, he. did not forget to point onf to me the
:;q ]?}];J::?t might kave ensued, had T been married
“I belicve, my dear hoy,” he said, that your
love for your religion is so great that you never
could have forsaken it to please any one, however
‘dear to you; and perhaps you might evei; have ia-
duced your wife to follow your example. But that
does not often oceur, unfortuuately, in the mar

'

¢
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riages of Catholics and Protestants. Tt too often
happens that the Catholic husband or wife neglecta
their religious duties; or if they do not, the dif-
forencs of religion esmses disputes and disunion

" between those who, it is the will of Grod, should

live together in unity and mutual forbearance.
Much as you bave suffoered, you know that God
has brought it all about for your good. He wishes
to hiave you all to himself”
«Y have often thought this, my dear father,”
I said, “and have wished much T could be a mem-
ber of one of those holy communities of which
you have so often told us; who live for no other
objeet than to love and praise God. I am sick of
this vain and heartless world, and long to quit it.””
«You have quite mistaken my meaning, my
dear Pat,” said the good old man; “perhaps it
may some day or other be the will of God to call
you to suck a life, and then I am sure no one will
rejoice more than myself, to see you a good reli-
gious man. But the disgust of the world which
you feel just now, in consequence of your disap-
pointment, is no sign of a ‘vocation, If it be the
will of God, no doubt this may be a part of the
means by which he prepares you for sach a change;
but at present you are not in o condition to judge
of such a thing; you could not expeet our Tord
to be satisfied with the wrecks of a hedrt that i
ouly offered to him beeanse rejected by a creature.
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And besides, these feclings will pass away; if after
a few years you tell mo that they are unchanged,
then, T will believe you have a true vocation to a
religious life.”

In talking' over with Fatber Drummond, the
different temptations to which T had been exposed,
ho sometiwes thanked God for having before I left,
inspired him with the thonght of making me pro-
mise to abstain from spirituous liguors,

- “T think that under God,” he said, it has been
the moans of saving you from ruin. With the
companions you have been thrown amongst, espe-
cially that wnhappy man, M'Evoy, kad they sue-
ceeded in making you intoxicated, they mizht have
led you into any erime; and blessed be our sweet
and Holy Mother, who gave you strength to resist
their temptations to break your promise. Alweys
take the same plan, ﬂ:y dear boy; always in difi-
culty and templation, have recourse to her, and
ghe will never refuse her assistanee.”

The news of Master Hlenry’s conversion also,
gave greab joy to the little household at Clearburn.

JThe sweet eratur”” said Nelly, “my heart
warmed to him at the vera door eheck whan he
cam’ here first. I aye thocht he was a babe ¢
grace,” - ,

Father Drummond and Tom did not rejoice legs
than Nelly at the good news, and they both pro-
mised to pray much for Mr. Murray, that he might
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bo recoucﬂ‘éd to hig som, or perhaps even follow Lis
example. " _

My time flew swiftly by among such kind friends,
and soon I got a letter from Master Henry to sum-
mon me. §Te had been ill, he told me, at the eol-
lege, with a new attack of his old complaint, and
had been ordered to go to a milder climate, go that
he only waited for me to proceed to the sou_tlf of
Y¥ngland. It may be believed that on these t]dllflgs
I lost no time in leaving Clebrburn, accompanied
by the good wishes and Dlessings of the whole
household:

Before I loft, Father Drummond gave me many
messages to poor Diek, in case we should pass neat
the village where he still was with his wife; and
thus for the second time did I quit the roof of my
protector, just about two years aftor I first Ofltel‘ed
the busy world, under no wiser eonéhfy guidance

than my owi.
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CHAPTER XX,

“Why does she weep, thy bonny bonny bride?
Why does she weep, thy winsome marrow?
And why dare ye nae inair weel be geon
Pwling the birks on the braes of Yarrow #?
' HasrroN.

WaeN I rejoined Master Ifenry I was quite
grieved to see him, he looked so ill; and be had
a nasty short cough that he could not get quit of.
Fortunately tho scason of the year was favorable
to him, ag spring was fast advancing; and by re-
moving to o warmer climate, the physician ‘who
attonded him thought he would be sure to come
round. I was grieved to have been absent from
him during his aftack, but he assured me that. he
had experienced every possible kindness and atten.
tion from the good superiors of the college.

For some months we wandered about the south
of England, the health of my young mnaster gra-
dually improving; but any one would kive thought
bis sole object in travelling liad been the advance-
ment of the Catholic Churek in Fngland. He
rarely went into society except that of the Catho-
lie clergy, and every poor mission in the places
through which he passed, felt the benefit of the
ample fortune of which he was now possessod,

AND HIS

A short time after gpitting the eollege, we bad
passed through the edunty in which Dick’s wife
lived, and I have no doubt Master Henry would
willingly have allowed me to go for a short time
to gee my brother. But I had heard from Father
Drammend that Diek himself kad gone for a short
vayage, and my curiosity to see hisz wife was net
sufficient to induee me to leave my young master,
even for a day or two, in bis then precarfous state
of health. A month or two after, T heard that”
Dick was once more on shore, but we were then
far away, and I bad to put off my visit till a morve ,
convenient upportﬁnity.

In the mesnwhile Master envy's health im-
proved so fast agsthe summer advanced, that my
fears for him were quite set at rest, and in antuman
I was meditating on the propriety of asking leave
to go to visit Dick, when T received an alarming .
letter from Father Drummend, e besought me,
if possible, to hasten immediately to Oldhaven, the
village where Dick had married, as he was in great
uncasiness on his account. It appeared that my’
poor brother had been much longer than usual in
writing home, but Father Drummond had not been
alarmed, until he saw an account in the news-
papers of an affray between some smugglers and
the revenue officers near the village of Oldhaven.
An officer had been killed, and the culprits having

fled, had not since been heard of Among the
13
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smugg]érs, Dick's father-in-law had Dbeen recog-
nized, and ag Diek himself had disappeared with
the others, there was little doubt he also had been
engaged in the seufile,  Several of the eoast-guard
were able to swear to the nwmn who fired the fatal
shot, so that Dick was certainly inneeent of the
worst part of the business; and M Drummond
would have instantly begged him to give himself
up, had he any clue to his place of concealment;
“therefore he wished me to go to the village, and
see lis wifc, so as, if possible, to find out the poor
fellow himself.

My dear young master did 411 in his power to ) )

expedite my journey, furnishing me with money
which might be useful in my inguiries, and pro-
mising to follow me himself in a fow days. 1
travelled all night, and by the cvening of the
second day I renchied the town nearest to Oldbayen
_through which the coach passed. It was too late

to do any thing that night, but I made every

arrangement for reaching the village carly the fol-
lowing morning. ‘

There was no doubt that any one inguiring
about Yhe refage of these unbappy men would be
regarded with grent suspicion in the smuggiing
village, and I thought it wisest to gdp at once to
Diel’s wife, and tell her who I was. The cottage
to which I was directed was rather apart from the
others, and its appearance certainly superior. The

Tae. . hede

Py

o
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litle garden in front, though latterly neglected,
bore traces of the care that had been bestowed on
its cultivation. The roses and woodbine which
grew up tho front of the house almost coversd the
windows, and though 2 good many weeds had
sprung up uncheeked, T could sec that my dear
brother had not forget the lessons we used to learn
as children, in gardening.

The eottage door was open, and I entered the
kitehen, which was empty. T did not like to open
any other door, but I knocked at one that appa-
rently led into an inner ¥oom, and in a minnte it
was opencd by Dick’s wife. Sle appeared a mere
girl, and T should never have thought she was the
person L sought, had she not evidently been near
her confinement, which I had heard was supposed
to be the reason she did not join her husband and
father. She was pale, with dark eyes and hair,
and 2 small beautifully formed mouth, the unusual
redness of which relieved her cxtreme paleness,
which would otherwise have been almost death-
like. I soon told who I was, and the cyes of
the poor eveature were suffused with tears as she
told me how often Diek used tp talk to her of
me, and of Tomy and of our kind, kind Father
Drummeond.

“Oh, be s o vexed on his aceount !’ she said —
“that is,” she continued, correcting herself, “I'm
sure he must be.  But you will write to the good
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old man will you not, and tell him poor Dick is
not to blame at all. It was I that sent him; it ig
all my fault; he never would have gone with them,
only when there was & cargo to be Janded they
were disappointed of some hands, and I was fright-
ened for my father, and begged bLim to go and
help. Poor, poor fellow! God forgive me! It
was a sad day for him when he first saw me!” and
the poor girl wept bitterly.

' “But there would be no fear of him if he would
give himself up,”’ Imid. “He did not fire the
shot, and it being his first offence, Le could no$
be hardly dealt with, even for the smuggling.”

“Ak, you don’t know these sharks,” she said,
bitterly. “What would they care for its heing
hig first offence? 'Was he not seen with arms in
his hands? Ts not he marmied o the doughter of
a well-known smuggler?  Ob, wreteh, fool that I

“was to persuade my dear, generous husbhand to a
thing of which his conselence disappraved I

“Belicve me,” I sid, “you take the thing {00
seriously. I do not believe Dick would be in any
danger, and as sooh as My young master arrives
I shall got him to consult a lawyer on the subject,
Meanwhile, tell me where poor Dick is, and let
me comnmunicate on the subject with himself.”

The face of the girl changed completely; instead
of her eager, excited manners, she now secmed
quite stolid, almost stapid.
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¢« They hada't time to come home and tell where
they were going,” she said.

“Tut do you not know?” T asked.

It was evident she distrusted my motives in
asking, for she looked at me almost fiereely a
momeut, and then relapsing inte her stupid man-
ner, \hc replied—

“It's mat llkdy men woulcl trust a woman with
their seoret.”

8l I s sure they have trusted you With it,
and T am sure you may trust me. Remember T
am almost Diel’s brother; that we have been
brought up together from childhood. You must
know I anly wish his good; believe me, much as
you love him, you caunot be more desitous to
gerve him than Lam. Do you doubt that T am
really Patrick Whelan? From the very things
your hushand must have told you of his childish
days, L ean proveit. Has he not talked'to you of
his little angel brother, Joe?—of his doath on
Christmas moming?  Has he not told you of the
first use he lLimsclf made of his earnings 7

«Qh, yes,” she said, somewhat moved. “Tdo
pot doubt you ave Patriek; Diek has so often de-
scribed you all, I could almost know each one of
the family at Clemburn without being told.  But
evén if T knew where my husband was, I would
tell 1o onc—not cven you, not even the good
pricst. T have done him enough of evil already-—

13%
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I eannot run any risk of doing him more; aud cven
supposing you were sure of getting Dick clear off,
could you‘aslk me to give up my own father?”

,#Then will you gend Dick a letter from me?”
T asked, as I saw there was no chanee of persuad-
ing her to leb mo seek him personally.

1 néver said T knew how to send it,” she said,
hesitating, “but you can leave your lettor, and if
1 hear anything of them, I shall let him have it.”

Even after Master IHenry's arvival, this was all
I could gain from Alice, and my inquiries in other
quarters: were even more incffectual. Tor some
timo I hoped to get an answer to the lotter L had
sent to wmy poor brother; but, as I found after-
wards, his wife, fearful of Lis heing porsuaded to
give himself up to justies, nover delivered it.

AND HIS ORPIANS.

CHAPTER XXI.

“Lady, so great art thou and such thy might,
That whose grace desires and arks not thee,
Desire indulges, ere equipp’d fur fight.
Fhy kindness succoreth not him alone
Who asks thy aid, but oft spontanecusly
Lung in advanee, and is unask’d for, shown.
Wrienr's Danre

Now very long after our fruitless visit to Old-
haven, Master Henry had the pleasare of meoting
an old college friend, named Wilmot. This young
gentleman was travelling about for amusement,
and he soon persnaded my young master to aceom-
pany him to Portsmouth, where lhe had. many
friends among the naval officers. In consequence
of hiz intimacy with Mr. Wilmot, Master Henr
was indueed to enter more into socioty than he had,
ever done before, since T wax with Lim;tbut, he
did not like it, and soon would have left the to
to pursue his quiet country excursions, had it not
been for the persuasions of his friend.

At last, when Master Henvy had quite made up.
his miad to leave Portsmouth, Mr. Wilmot who
was very fond of hig society, iniroduced Lim to the
captain of a fine frigate, which was just going to sea.
Captain Walsinghem took a great fancy to wmy
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young magter, and agked both him and Mr, Wil-
mot to accompany him on his trip. - His orders at
- present, he said, were to ernise about on the Irish
coast, and if he were obliged to go to any distant
station, if they did not like to go farther, he could
land them at some place whence they might easily
cross over to England,  As it was thought a voy-
age would be very bemeficial to Master Henry's
health, he.was soon persuaded to agroe, and ac-
cordingly, early in November, the weather being
unusually mild, we went on board the frigate.

For some days I knew little of what was going
on, o8 I was a prey to that terror of landsmen,
sen-sickness; but after a little T was better, and
able to enjpy the fine woather on deck. Master
" Henry wosgban cxcellent sailor, and the bracing sea
nir seemed to agree wonderfully with him, We
had eailed on & Monday, and Captain Walsingham
had promised to land us on the Trish coast carly
on Sunday morning, without which promise I dobt
if Master Henry would ever have agreed to go on
board, a3 a pleasure trip would not have been a
sufficient excuse to his conscience for negleeting to
hear mass on a day of thgatwn

It was a most beautiful morning when we were
landed at a littlo sandy cove, near which was a
fishing village where there was 2 chapel. The
seenery in the neighborhood was wild in the ex-
treme; the rugged procipices that overbung the
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gen, and the sunken rocks rendeved the coast ex-
tremsely dangerous; in fact, the little cove at which
we landed was the only acecssable spot for miles,
Farther inland the country was oxceadingly moun-
tainous; there was no large town near, but every
here and there in the valleys you came suddenly
on a small hamlet, inhabited by the rade but kindly

"peasants of the distriet.

“And this is Treland,” T said to myself— thig
is the land ‘of my forefathers!” and flinging my-

" self down, T passionately ewbraced the soft rrrcen

turf. '
It may casily be imagined what were my el
ings on this my first visit to my own dear country.

To see the religion which, though a glory to e,
was in England or Scotland generally eonsidered a
reprozch —to seo the one holy Church oved and
venerated —to watch the emrncst and heartfelt de-
votion of the poor pensant, who, after hearing masg,
would approach the shrine of the Blessed Virgin, and
recite his Rosary with sighs and tears of love and
contrition, —flled my he.i,rt with joy and gratitude.

What matter to these honest hearts that they wera
poor, and despised by their richer neighbors? What
matter if, perhaps, they now worked as lnbovers on
the lands over which their forefathers Liad ruled?

"One part, the most precious part of their inkerit-

ance, was still their own; the stranger had their
riches and their honors, but they had refained the

-
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faith of their fathers-—the faith of the one true
Church —the faith of the apostles !
As Master Henry waited after mass to go into

the house and eall on the parish priest, by whom.

he was then: invited to dine, I was left to my own
resources, and I wandered away among the moun-
tains. 1 intended to retwn in time for dinrer,
and afterwards to go to the evening serviee; but
the time flew by so swiftly, that, while still a good
way from the village, the parish clock struck the
hour at which I .had been told the service com-
menced., 1t was useless to proceed, as I would be
too late; g0 -1 determined to veturn a short way,
fo a spot where a small shrine to our Blessed Mo-
ther had been erected by the piety of the parish
priest, there to perform my devotions. I took out
my prayer book from my pocket, to say the Litany
of Saints, but my eyes were attracted by the title-
page. The book had been a present from Diek
when he went to sea; it had formerly belonged to
him and Joe, and the large strapgling letters in
which they had each written their names, had
been religiously preserved.  As 1 looked at them,
thoughts of these dearly-loved companions crowded

on my mind. T had no doubt where Joe was; but

where-was Dick?  Among the desperate men in
whose company he was thrown, what crimes might
he not baled into? By tears flowod unrestrained as
Lthought on this; and the book fell out of my hand.
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“Q rofuge of sinners!” I cried, “save him—
save my poor brother !

1 do not know how long I remained in prayer;
but when I was aroused by a volee culling my
name, it was dusk. The voico I had recognized
to be Master Henvy's, and I now dimly perceived
hig figure, followed by another, coming up the

. mountain. I ran down to meet Lim, and assure

bim of my safety, for I found he had been alarmed
at my long delay, and had requested the servant of
the good priest to guide him in search of me.

“I was quite uneasy on your account, Pat,” he
said, “for it seemns there are some desperate cha-
racters hwking about these mountains, Ihad a

‘note just now from Captain Walsingham, to

apologise for not sending off for us until to-
morrow, a3 he has been requested to assist in the
defence of the house of a gentleman in the neigh-
borhood, which is expected to be attacked this
very night.” ‘
#Ta be attacked, sir?” 1 said. ¢ How is that?”
“1¢ appears,” continued Master Ilenry, “thas
he has .rendered himself wnpopular by ejecting
some of his poor tenants who were umable to pay
their rents. Captain Walsingham wishes us to
join him in the honse; and I suppose it is better
to do 50, as such violent proceedings on the part
of the peasantry are unjustifiable, and must be
resisted.  Still, my heart bleeds for the poor people
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who have been so cruelly treated. (od knows.

the Inish Jandlords have much to answer for, when
they thus excite to madness hearts naturally true
and faithfal I’

We walked on in silence towards Castle Corbet,
the name of the honse we were bound for. At
the head of the avenue we met Captain Wal.
singham, who turnéd and walked back with my
master.

#This is an unpleasant business, Murray,” he
said; ¢I wish I had nothing to do with it. The
poor psople have been terribly illused by this
fellow, Corbet; and, to my thinking, he deserves
all they coutd do to him. Tt scems he was quite
2 low fellow, and made a good deal of money
as an agent, by squeczing rents out of the poor
- people for some one else, till he saved enough out
of his perquisites to buy this estate, and build the
great staring factory that they call Castle Corbet
1 think I would have found some excuse for hack-
ing out of the affair altogether, only he tells me

the peasantry have been joined by some fugitives |

from Dngland—smugglers, I believe, who shot »
man in a sewfHe.”

A cold sweat came over me as I heard these
words; and ¥ was obliged to cateh hold of Master
Henry, behind whom I was walking, or I should
have fallen. He was almost as much agitated as
myself. :
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« Where do these smugglers come from, Wal-
singliam 2 he said.  “Ts it from Oldhaven?”

“Yes—T¥ think that is the name of the place,
But what ails Pat? —he has nothing to do with
them.” ‘

In a few words, Master Hemry ezplained the
whole affuir while I listened in a state of stupe-
faction.  When, however, I came to myself) I
would have rushed back in hopes of finding and
warning Dick, had I not been restrained by the
sgilors, for by this time we Lad reached the house.
My grief was frantie, for I knew that blood would
certainly be shed that night, and that Diek might
be implicated; and though he might easily have
obtained pardon for his share in the first offence, a
second of such a serious nature could searcely be
overlooked.

My agony made me 'ﬂmost mad. I tore my
hair, I wrung my hands, Yinsisted on being re-
leased ; untii, in spite of Master Henry's iuten ‘
ference, the officer in command ordered me to e
locked up in a strong room by myself. Had i
been possible to cseape, I should have done so;
for I tried the windows and doors, but with no
effcct. At last, wemied ont with my ineffectual
efforts, I was relieved by floods of tears; and at
last, I even fell tuto & deep, though troubled sleep.

1 dreamed that I was again a child, and playing
in Father Drummond’s garden with Joe and Dick.

14
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Suddenly, my little eompanions left me, and T was
all alone. I ran every where looking for them,
and calling their names; but there was no reply,
and I sat down and burst into tears. After a
while, T looked up; when what was my joy to see
Joe above me, in a more beautiful part of the
garden than T had ever seen, I tried to run to
him, but numberless difficulties came in my way —
my feet scemed tied together; end sometimes, after
straggling forward 2 little way, I slipped back
farther than ever. Just then I eaught sight of
Dick who was advaneing slowly in the same direc-
tion as mygelf. I held out my hand to him, and
at the same moment, Joe smiled and bent down
towards us both; when a dark figure roshed in
between, and separating me from Dick with a loud
noise and a fiightful seream, threw ns both back-
wards, down a precipice.

Istarted up in terror. The seream still rang
in my ears, and at firsh I did not know whether I
still dreamed or not; but a confused sound of
voices soon eonvinced me something unusual had
occurred. Several shots were fired in guick sue-

cession; and T could distinguish the voiee of the '

officer of the coast-gunrd giving orders to his men.
T rushed -to the door, and knocked and pushed at
it; but in the confusion no one observed me.
After a little, the noise died away, and for a while
all was silent. At Inst) I heard the footsteps of
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several men coming up the steps, apparently ear-
rying some heavy burden. They passed the door
of my room; but a strange’feeling of I know not
what, prevented me ealling out. The perspiration
stood in large drops on my forchoud, but ¥ was
incapable of uttering a syllable. T could distin-
guish overy thing that ocomred in the house, but
for some time no one ecame near me. At last the
door opencd, and Master Ilenry entered.

Even new I could not speak; but I took my
young master’s hand in mine, and looked at him,
while the tears ran down my cheeks,

“My poor Pat,” said be, gently, “you must
be reconciled to the will of God in this hard
trial.”

¢Js he killed?? T gasped out.

#No, he is not fead,” replied my young master,
¢“hut dangerously wounded, It has been a most
melancholy mistake, for the poor fellow approached
the house with very different intentions from what
were supposed.  He eame so far as the foot of the
mountain with his wife, and sent her on to warn
you of our danger, for he had no idea that the plog
of the smugglers had been discovered, and that
there were men ready to defend the house. When
ghe came near the door, one of the coust-guard
men challengod ber; and cither afraid, or bocause
she did not understand what he said, she made no
reply, when he fired.  Alarmed by her scream, the
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poor fellow rushed forward and reccived a ball in
his thigh, It was some time beforc ho was ob-
served lying on the grourd, as the defenders of the
house, supposing the other smugolers had been
there, and had fled, hastened up the mountain in
pursuit, and have not yet returned.”

“ And where is poor Dick?” I asked. Tet me
go to him.,”

“You shall, immediately,” said my young mag-
ter, “but at plosént the good priest is with him,
hearing his eonfossion. Oh, my dear Pat, think
how good God is to bring him to die where he
can receive the last sacraments 1’ ‘

“Then there is no hope,” I said, though tears
almost choked my voice.

¢ Nothing is impossible with God,” replied Mas-
ter Hlenry; “hut earthly skill is of no avail.”,

When T was admitted into Dick’s room, he was
quite composed; but it was evident his end was
near. '

“Thank Glod,” he said, pressing my hand, while
a smile illuminated his pale face, “you at least are
saved.”

“But how did you know I was here, my dear
brother,” T asked, i

Dick moved the bed clothes, and pointed to a
book that was Lying next his heart.

“When I had at lagt yiclded to the persuasions
and taunts of the others, whe wanted me to :ioin
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in an attack on this house, I went out, and passing
near the shrine of our Mother, in spite of my evil
intentions, I knelt down to pray to her, and there
I found this book.”

Tt was my prayer book, which had dropped from
my hands, and which I had forgotton in my haste, .
when Master Heary ealled me.

“You gce, dear Pat”’ he continued, “when I
wag doing all T could to ruin myself body and soul,
the Blessed Virgin interfered. She would not per-
mit Der holy name to be invoked in vain. When
I saw my own name, and that of Joe, I knew you

must be one of those whom I had promised to at-

tack, and I instantly determined to save you at

whatever risk—mnot that I thought of meeting

danger here, for T bad no idea the plot had been
discovered; but T knew if, when they arrived here
at night, they found you had cseaped, I would have
been suspected instantly. My poor Alice went
forward to warn you; and L think God will remem-
ber that it was in consequence of an act of charity
that she lost her life.” '

1 started involuntarily at hearing of Alice’s death;
for, in my eagerness to inquire about Dick from
Master Henry, T had scarcely chserved what he said
about the first shot; but, fearful of agitating my
poor brother, T concealed my cmotion.

#“Vou will be a father to our poor child, dear
Pat,” he continued, the second little orphan Joe.

T L
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If the soldiers suceeed in finding the hiding-place,
he will certainly be brought here, and ¥ may yet
bless my poor habe. DBut, if not, my dear, dear

brother Pat, promise me to get him from the hands -

of these desperate men, and have him brought up
a good Catholic; never mind how poorly, dear Pat.
1 know you cannot afford to keop him yourself; but
perhaps you can get him placed in some asylum
for poor Clatholic children,  Father Drummend will
Belp, T am sure.”

“Do not fear, Dick,” I said, “your child shall
want for nothing as Iong as I can earn a morsel of
bread. T never will forsake him,”

“And 1,” said Master Henry, who was standing
near, “shall gee that Int be always sble to fulfil
his generous intentions as he would wish.”

“May the Almighty Glod bless you both said
my brother. % And as the only return I can make,
listen to the last words of a dyingman. In danger,
in difficulty, in temptation, in sorrow, in want, or
misery, fly always to the Blessed Virgin, to the
Mother of Mercy, who will never abandon eny one,
however wretehed and sinful, that calls on her.
Oh, my Mother, my sweet Mother, T am resigned
to God’s holy will, T am willing to dio, young as I
am; and the only thmg for which I would fain live
a httle longer, is to tell the whole world thy praises,
thy love, thy pity for poor sinners!”

From this time Dick scarcely spoke at all; his
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strenﬂ’bh failed rapidily, and he became feverish ; but
he was still able to send messages to Father Dtum-
mond, Tom, and Nelly. Towards the evening of
the suceeeding day he died. Ilis last words were,
¢ Jegng, Mar ) and Josepl, T give to you my heart
gand my soul I”

A few days afterwards we followed to the tom’o
the hodies of Dick and his young wife. Reguies-
cant tn pace. '

CHAPTER XXIL

“Yes twill be over soon. This sickly dream
OF lite will vanish from my feverish brain;
And death my wearied spirit will redeem
TFrom this wild region of nnwearied prin.
Yon brook will glide as soflly as heforo—
Yon lamlseape smile—yon golden harvest grow—
Yon sprightly lark on mounting wing will scar,

‘When Henry's name s heard no more below.”
Kizxw WHITE

Tr is almost needless to say that T did not fail to
follow Diek’s injunctions, with regard to his child.
By the aid of the samg person who had before given
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information about the smugglers, the pursuers had

no difficuliy in finding their place of concealment -

among the mountains. Only a2 few women and
cIuIdlen, however, were captured, the men having
probably been alarmed by the noise on their way
towards the house of the priest. - There being, of
course no charge against these poor ereatures, they
were immedintely set at liberty; and I had no dif-
ficulty in getting into my hands the child of Dick
and Alice,

I was a good deal puzzled at first how to dispose
of the poor infant.  He was too young to be with-
ont a nurse, or I should noi have hesitated to send
him for the present, to Nelly’s care. By Master
Henry’s advice, I agreed with a good woman, the
wife of a neighboring peasant, and highly recom-
mended by the priest, to keep the little child for
some months, when I proposed returning for him.
In the meanwhile I went back to England with
my young master.

My spivits had been so much depressed by the
trying scenes I had gone through, that it was some
time ere I was able to excrt myself again. The
first thing that roused me from my selfish apathy
was a remark made by the servant of a priest we
went to visit, with whom we had spent a few days
previous to Ieavmg Ii:ngland

“Thls winter time is hard on your young mas-

r,” he said; “there is a terrible change on him
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sinec he was here before; and his cough is mueh
warse,”
And when, startled by this speceh, I carefally
watched Master Henry, ¥ found is was indeed too
true.  Tn his earnest and kind sympathy with me,
e had concealed the bad effects that agitation had
produced on his own delicate frame. A severe cold

* also, that T think he caught on that fearful night,

had prostrated his strength terribly. And yet I,
selfish and ungrateful that T was, had been so much.
occupied with my own sorrows, that it was only
now all this was apparent to me,

From this moment I determined to devote my-
self entirely to my dear young master, and stri.ve
to repair my former’ negligence. I watched him
as a mother would her cbild, and perhaps even
with more anxiety, for self-reproach was mingled
in my heart with love. Master Henry never cared
for himself; and¥T thought that perbaps I, by cave,
might hrwe averted the evil consequences of that
cold but, alas, when that scourge of our island,
consumption, has marked a victim to be its prey,
no care, no watchfulness will avail !

Sometimes, as change of air was rccomm(_mded
to my youjr master, I tried to persuade him to
visit & warm "1 climate; but he shook his head, for
he was oonv 1nced his l:fe would be short in any
case, and he did not wish to die far from his natl_vo
country. Ile, however, in obedience to the advice
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of his physician, spent as much time as possible
in the open air, making excursions to the differ-
ent places that were interesting to him froin asso-
clation.

In this way, we visited almost all the religions
houses, both of men and women, that were then to
be found in England; and the quiet and boly
peace that impragnated, I may almost say, the air
of auch pious foundations, was more delightful and
salutary to my young master than any seene of
gaiety or pleasure could ever have been. Among
other places, we visited the Jesuit College of
. ; and here, I believe, had not my dear

Master Henry Dbeen appoimted to fill an caly
grave, would he have desired to end his days.
How often did he speak to me with enthusiasm
of that wonderful order!—of those true followers
of our Lord, who, like him, have been always the
objects of hatred fo earthly powers. What a
noble and gloricus vocation did their's seem to
him! Not to speak of the glorious deeds of
their miissionaries, their Traneis Xaviers, their
(Mavers, &c., what employment was equal to thay
of forming the minds of the young-—of detach-
ing the hearts of so many young and noble spirits
from: the false joys and ambitions of earth, and
teaching them, whether in the semate or the

cloister, the camp or the oratory, to do all things

for God alone! I believe the words of Master
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Henrycn this subject had a good deal to do in
directing my thoughts to my present Iife.

In the meanwhile, the health of my young mas-
ter became weaker and weaker; and at last it was
casy to see that the plysicans themselves, ever
ready as they are to animate the spirits of their
patients, had no hope. Master Henry, who had
long been convinced that bis end was near, had
only awaited the final senfence of the plysicians,
to make his arrangements for death.

“Let us go bome, Pat,” he said to me one
day, “I should like to die within sight of my
own native mountains, to breathe onee again
their fresh and pure air. Tocensed as my dear
father was against me, Le will not refuse to
open his arma to his dyingson! Let us return to
Seotland I’

In a fow days we were on our route; and at

" first the air of Lis dear native lund seemed won-

derfully to revive my young master,  We stopped
for a day or two at Edinburgh, as he had some
business matters to arrange; but T was grieved to
see him fatiguing himgelf by long interviews with
hig lawyer.

It cannot be- helped, my dear Pat,” he said,
when T remonstrated with him on the subject;
“I am making my will. My father will naturally
have the greater, part of what I posscss; but I
must rememaber the interests of my religion; and

—
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such faithful friends as you, my dear foliow, must
not be left unprovided for.”

“Oh, my dear, dear Master Henry,” T said, )

bursting into tears, *God knows I would not for
your whole fortune, have one howr of your life
shortencd by this fatigne.”

By the time we procceded on our journey,
my young master's strength began to sink
quickly; but so anxious was he to reach his fa-
ther’s house, that he oxerted himsolf unweariedly,
and would take no rest that ke could possibly do
without. o

When we reached the town of L , the same
place from which he had written to his father
announcing his change of religion, Master Henry's
strength failed completely. He was lifted out of
the coach, and carried up stairs, where he was

laid upon a bed, from which he never rose. As’

he folt himself growing weaker and weaker, he
gave up hopes of reaching his own home, and
degired me to write to bis father, and beg him
{0 come and give him his blessing once nore, and
then to go for the Catholic priest. Oh! what a
painful task it was fo inform the poor old man
that hiz dear and only child, whom he had treated
go harshly, was dying at an inn, and that per-
haps, with his utmost speed, he might not be in
time to receive his last breath! .
The greater part of the afternoon Master Henry
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spent in conversation with the priest, who only
left him to attend to his other indispensable
duties, but with the promise to return at whatever
hoar he might be sent for. For some time
after hiz departure, Master Ienry sat up in bed,
writing a few lines to his father, whom he never
expected to meet again in this world. As the
nighi advanced, he became worse; the chill damps
of death stood om his forehead; and about mid-
night [ sent onee more for the good priest to come
and give him the last sacraments.  As is-so fre-
quently the ease, he rallied for a short time after
receiving extreme unetion, and was able to speak
to me as I stood weeping by his bed-side.

“My poor father, Pat,” he. said, “Thave written
to him; but you will tell him how Iloved him. He
will grieve not to sée me and bless me before I go,
and will' reproach himself for his letters to me
since I left home. But do you tell him that now,
in the hour of death, I think only of omr last
interview—of the blessing he gave me then-—
and of all his goodness, all his kindness and love
during my boyhood. And, Pat, if, as I fear, this
is a bard trial to the old man, comfort him; he
will like to have some one near him who loved
and watched over his son on hig death-bed. Do not
forsake him, When I am gone, give him the
letter, and a lock of my hair; and keep one for
Mzrs. Hope also, and for yoursclf; and tell him

15 &
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that my last earthly thoughts were on him, my
last prayers for him,”

Daylight was now approashing, and made his
face look still more pale and ghastly than before,
We knelt down, and the priest said the prayers
for the dying.  As he uttered the words, “Depart,
Christian soul,” there was a noise in the passage,
and the door flying open, gave admittance to the
heart-broken father. He rushed forward to the
bed, crying, “My son! my son!’ and was only
in time to reccive the last sweet smile, and fesl
the faint pressure of the land of his dymg child,
when he fell down fainting,

CHAPTER XXIIL

Our Lord indeed went on dispesing him for his own
service, so that, when he grew more into years, he left the
world, and beeame a religious man.™—31. THERESA,

I was some time ere Mr. Murny was awakened
to the full sense of his heavy loss. During his
fainting fit, ke had been emried into another roowm,
and when he recovered, he found himsef watched

9
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over by Brs. Hope, who bad accompanied him to
L , and. by myself. ‘
_“Henry!~—where is my boy P he said—“my
only ehild! Don’t leave your poor, poor old father,
Don’t mind my harsh words; I did not mean them;
I loved you all the time better than all—better
than my owne soull  Oh, my boy —my daﬂmg "

e locked round, and secing the weeping eyes
of his sow’s old nurse, ke seemed to recollect him-
gelf for a moment, when the dreadful truth flashed
upon him.

“He iz gonel—dead! And I was not here to
love him, to press him to my heart, and bless him,
Oh, mizerable old man!—ob, wretched pride!
Thon hast killed thy son ! —thy dear son, for whom
thou wouldst have gladly torn thy bheart-strings!
And now, what is left for thee bat to die!”

And e tossed his arms wildly about.

“God who gave him, has taken him again to
himself!” T gaid, softly.

The old man looked fixedly at me for a moment.

“Why take him?’ he said-—¢why take my
pride, my joy, my only comfort? Were there not
thousands of otliers who could have becn better
spared? Clod is not just, to take from me my only
solace [

«0h, my dear master,” I said, the tears running
down my cheeks, “do not speak thus!-—do not
blaspheme our heavenly Father! Ile has taken
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your dear son to heaven, to be a father to him him-
self!  And be sure, heavy as this blow id, God
has permitted it for your good also. Pray toJ him
my dear, dear master, to make you recenciled tr;

his holy will!  Say to him from yowr heart, ¢ Thy -

will be done ™

- My, Murray was silent for a little, but T saw the

tears roll slowly from his olosed eyelids,

“God forgive o poor miscrable old man!” he

said, at last.

.+ I took thig opportunity of soothing his wonnded
heart by repeating to him the last meséuges of my
beloved Master Henry.  When T told Low he had
Ehought on and prized the blessing ho lad received
from hig father on lis departuve from A , the
tearsy of the old man flowed unrestrained, and seenied
to relicve him; but it was not until after the funeral
that T put into his hands the letter written to him
by his son, the night previous to his death.

As this letter afterwards came into my own pos-
session, T shall copy it here:—

“My father,” it began — “my dear; dear father
as I feel that T awm at the point of death, and fem’-
never more to see your kind, fatherly smile — never
more o hear your voice begging God to bless your
child, I write these fow lines to tell you onee more
how Llove you, and to beg your forgiveness for all
in which I have offeuded you. How I sorrow for
the grief that you have felt latterly on iy accoant!

. i
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But in the hour of death T still rejoice that, by the
grace of God, I had cowrage to bear your displeasure
rather than act against my congcicnee. Oh, my
father, vy last prayer is, that we may bo nnited as
members of one Chureh, in that place where there
shall be but one fold—one Shepherd! Now that
in the hour of death I see elcarly the things of
eternity, T lmow that trath is only to be found in
the bosom of the Roman Catholie Church.

¢ Tather, Yisten to the Jast words of your dying -/

gou— think what are his prayers for you always,

living or dead. If by a thousand deaths ¥ could

teach you to think like me, my father, how gladly, -
with what cagerncss would I embrace thom! But

this will not be nceded —God will not refuse to

hear me. Oh! that I may soon enter into the

glory of heaven, that T may prostrate myself ab

the foet of the Mother of Jesus, and never rise

till she has obtained from her Son what I ask for

my father!

«1 commend to your care, my dear father, the
two kind fiiends who bave watched over me--
the one in infaney, the other in death. I have
provided for both, it Is frue, in- my will, yet I hope
they may never leave you, but remain as kind and
githful friends to the father as they have ever been
to the sor. ‘

« And-now fwewell, my father. Do ot sorrow
for my death, for T go to be happy! Do not srieve

15%
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for our latter estrangement, for I know your heart,
which is so loviag towards me; T feel your last
blessing still deseending on my head. Dear, dear
father, farewall.”

From that time T remoined with M. Murray
until his death. ITe was quitc changed after the
death of his son—a bowed down old man, weary
of his life, in which there was no charm.  He left
A and wandered about the world, faithfully

attended by Mrs. Hope and myself. In our jour

~ neys I had an opportunity of reeeiving undér my
immediate care the little orphan that had been be-
queathed to me by my brother; and by Mr. Mur-
1ay’s permission, he ever after remained » member
of our housechold, where Mry. Hape lavished on
the little forsaken child for whom her dear young

master had expressed an interest, all the tender-

uess of her warm heart.

Mr. Murray always liked to make the acqnaint-
ance of -the Catholie clergy in any place where we
stayed, and the fact of heing » Catholic seemed to
make his heart warm to any creature, however Httle
they might otherwise please him,  With the clergy,
and others well instrueted in our religion, Le would
often have long conversations on the subject; but
it was not till just before his death, which cccurred
when the second little Joe had veached his third
year, that be openly declared himself a Catliolio,
Then, however, he took care that no one should
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mistake his religion. The bulk of his f‘ortum? he
left to the only person who had a claim on it, a
distant cousinj but his munificent domations for
charitable purposes were alt Catholic. I-Ie.left 2
large sum to assist in the building of Gath{l)lm cha-
pels in the most destitute parts of the kmgdgn,
and for endowing the clergy; and the eonditions
were that they should remember his soul and that
of his dear son in their masses and prayers. . M 3}13
were the good works that my old master fhd with
his fortune, both during his life and at Lis death,
but one in which T was greatly concerned, I must
relate more particularly.- ’
From the fime of my dear Moster Herry's
death, T had 2Howed the large sum he had left me,
to accumulate, with the intention of some day
applying it all to the execution of a long cherlshe.d
scheme —the institution of an asylam for Catholic
orphans.  Mr. Murray, who Was aware of my
plan, left me as much more as his son had: Tre-.
viously done, under one condition only, that 3{' she
pleased, Mrs. Hope, who soon followed his ex-
ample by beeoming Catholic, should be matron.
Ag our little Joe was to be the first child admitted
into the house, I need scarcely szy that the good
woman joyfully accepted the situation; thel;e was
only one difficulty — TFather Drummon'd, Father
Tom M‘Donald, and Nelly, naturally wished tI_mt
the only relic of ‘the former Lttle Joc and of Dick
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should be near them; but this was soon settled,
for by my dear father’s advice, while the large
and eommodious building designed for the asylgn
was being built in o field near the chapel-house, I
rented & cottage in the town of Clearburn, where

- M. Hope snd Joe were immediately installed,
and where Nelly could see the dear child as often
as she desived.

As goon as all these arrangements were made,
and every thing placed under the superintendenco
of Father Drummond, now a very old man, I
began to eonsider my own voeation. Happy as I
would have been at Clearhurn, among all my kind
friends, a residence there would have been ineom-
patible with the life I felt T was called to lead.
I had heard of the soeiety of the Chyistian
Brothers, and the more T inquired about them the
more was I convinced that among them T might

gecure my own salvation and benefit my brethren. -

There T might pursue the same object, the in-
struction of youth, as did the good and learned
Jesuit fathers of whom Master Henry used to
speak so much. Though without much learning,
I had received o thorough education on the ordi-
nary branches, go that in that respect T was not
altogether unqualificd for the life I proposed.
With the full approbation, then, of my dear
Father Drummond, about nine months after the
death of Mrv. Murray, I procceded to my heloved

AND HIS ORPHANS, . 1T

Treland fo offer myself ag a candidate ab ‘the
noviciate of the Christian Brothers, In due time
T was admitted to take the vows, and cver since
my lifs has been one of uninterrupted peace and
content. )

T have already told all I know of the suc'cceé'lmg
lives of most of those mentioned i]} this little
work, and shafl now finish with speaking of a few
more. ‘The last time T heard of Mrs. 1’;:13nrose,
she was o gay widow, and was fasb spending the
money her hasband had saved up; the old, 1113:111,
her father, bad been some time dend.  Of N Evoy
or Ned Burns I never could hear any thing more.

. . " -}_< Dn-
Alice’s father, who would never give up his ¢

nection with the other smugglers, was killed in un
affray with the révenue officers not long _r‘tfber his
former cscape, and I blessed the gc.)od God who
had placed his poor little grandehild where he
would be saved from a similar fate. '

There has been a proposal for some time past
to send some of our society to Clearburn, to teach
the children of the orphan asylum, who have now
become very numerous. I do. not know x‘vhether
or not my superiors will think of sending o
there, and I am perfectly ready to stay or go a8
they choose, knowing that the will of my supe-
tiors is the will of God. If I go, T shall have Phe
delight of once more secing my dear and ];u}d
Scottish filends; if I stay, I shall Lave the satis-
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faction of ‘being in the land of my dear father, in -
a truly Cutholic ecuntry —a country where the
people are not ashamed of their religion, where
the poor are honored for the sake of our Lord
Jdesus Christ, and where prevails a tender and
sweet devotion to his ever Blessed Mother. In
whatever place I am, may my motto be, with the
glorious St. Ignatiug Loyola——

“ AD MAJORAM DEI GLORIAM.”
|




