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CHAPTER 1.

Aoves Hirow's home was situated in a fashionable part
of the city of A~——. Her parents were wealthy, and she
moved in society with a proud, lofty bearing that told of

- conscious superiority, Whether it belonged to her nature,
or was the effect of the flattery and homage paid to her as
a wealthy and beautiful heiress, it was impossible to say ;

‘ but there was an imperiousness about her that strangely

By P. O'SHESM, _ . contrasted with her mother’s gentle bearing, and her father’s
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Southern Distr acquaintances she took but little pains to render herself

agreeable, treating }hem with a coldness that forbade their
too often intrnding themselves upon her. She numbered
but few in her list of intimate friends, but, with all her pride,
these few were chosen, not because they offered adulation
at her shrine, but because she saw in them qualities really
commendable, Her mind was of a reflective cast; she
cared not for the gay routine of pleasure While others,
were toﬂmg and wearing themsélves out in the dxsmpatlons
of fashionable life, she would be in her own room, poring .
over some favorite volume, engaged with her tapestry, prac-
tising gome difficult piece, or, crayon in hand, trying to
reproduce on paper some of the fanciful visions that flitted
through her brain, or copying some of the gems she had
carefully gathered together. Her portfolio was filled, with
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these drawings, while the pencilling in her books proved
ber library was not for mere show. Her character would
have been irreproachable had it not been for pride, which

cast a shade over all the finer gualities of her heart, and

made her tenacious of her own will, haughty, and exacting.
Glancing round her elegantly furnished room, you saw hung
on the walls pictures which spoke in eloquent language to
the soul of thé huomble duties of a Christian. Turning to
her books, you read the names of the works intended to
raise the mind from the fleeting vanities,of the world, and
1mpress upon it the greut trutk, that without humility
none can be pleasing to God.

I have said that she numbered but few in her list of
intimate friends, but in this list was one to whom, more
than the rest, she was deeply attached : it was Becky Starr,
Together had they received their education; placed at the
same time at St. Teresa's, their academical course finished,
at the same time they entered: society. Having mentioned
~ her as Agnes’s particular fnénd I may as well here slightly
sketch her character. She  Was_ grave, thoughtful, and
. pious,—just such a compam@n as one in sorrow would long
to have; her gentle care, still, quiet ways, and sensible con-
versation could not but have a soothing effect upon the
most despondent. On the morning on which our story
opens she had called o see Agnes, to bid her “good-by,”
previous to starting for her uncle’s, in the country.

« T thought,” said Agnes, in a slightly reproachful tone,
“ that you Would surely spend a day with me before
going.”

“And so I mtended but grandfather and grandmother
are so anxious to see me that I cannot wait.”

“ Pardon me, Becky, if I speak too plain, but I don’t see
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how ydu can enjoy yourself in their society. That grand-
father of yours has always seemed to me stern and disa-
greeable,” ‘ |

“ His heart has been for many years embittered,”

“ By the conversion of his children #’

“Yes, Agnes; grandfather is not what he was before.”
Bhe reached forth her hand to take up her bonnet, and
Agmes said ;

"¢ Don’t think of going yet; wait till mother comes in,”

“ How long will she be out ”

“Only for a short time.” I expect her every minute.”

“1 will wait,” she said, replacing her bonnet on the
;;]ablﬁ. “I would not like to leave the city without seeing

er. ‘

“ And while waiting,” rejoined Agnes, “tell me how your

grandparents’ children became converted, when they were
so prejudiced.”

“T never told you {”

“No, you never did; and you have always been so
sﬂen,i: on the subject that T have never had courage to ask
you.

“ Grandfather and grandmother, Agnes, are of the stern,
Puritanical class, and have always entertained for the Catho-
lic religion the utmost abhorrence ; their children embraced
it, and from that they looked upon them as marked for per-
dition. In proportion to their love, so was their grief; but
I will not dwell upon it. You wished to hear how their
children became converted, when their parents were so -in-
veterate. 1 never told you, for I thought it useless to be
dwellmg\on such a subject It was better to talk of other
things, p&ssmg that over; but now, as brother Walter has
conﬁded te me that you are soon to become a member of

¢




J
i

_%
1
I
1

o e o s TR

8 o AGKES ; OR,

our family, soon to be numbered among their grandchildren, ‘

[ think it as well that you should know it.”

A crimson hue dyed Agnes’s check, but, makmor no re-
mark, Becky went on: :

“At the age of seventeen uncle was placed in a school
about eighty miles from" home. Father and mother resi-

ding in the same place, he boarded with them. He had

attended the academy but three years, when, at a protracted
meeting, his curiosity was excited to know if all alleged
agamst the Catholic religion was true, and what it had to
say in its own defence. A fow Catholics had moved in,
and as usual, under the guidance of their priest, they were
erecting a little church., He saw these children of toil

cheerfully foregoing many a comfort, generously giving

their mite, and, where they could obtain a day’s respite
from their employers, devoting it to labor on their church,

and he felt a pity for them. What sneers, what taunts -

they bore! Ever ready to obey in all things else, how un-
swerving in their affecfion to their faith! From the priest
he borrowed several volumes, and in the evenings, after
attending to the lessons for the next day, repairing to the
sitting-room,. he would read aloud from them to mother
and father. Soon pity and idle curiosity merged in one
intense desire for the welfare of their souls, to know the
truth. Volume after volume was eagerly read, several con-
versations they had with the priest, and, to be brief, seven
" months from the time uncle attended the protracted meet-
ing, father, mother, and he were baptized and received in-
to the Church.”

« And your grandparents, how did they receive the
news ¢’

“J ust as you Imght expect they would. Grandfather

[
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wrote at once, ordering uncle’s immediate veturn home.
‘With a heavy heart he obeyed the summons. Grandfather
met him with stern reproaches; but grandmother, more

- gentle in her nature, pressed him to her heart, and wept

over him, as a fond mother would weep over a loved but
lost child. I need not dwell on the first few years that
followed ; suffice it to say, possessing much of his father’s
passionate nature, uncle found it- difficult to repress the
indignant replies that would rise to his lips upon hearing
some peeuliarly taunting remark about his- adopted faith.
As to reason, grandfather would hear ‘nothing of that; he
must have all the talk to himself Did he not know per-
fectly well that the Catholic Church was a sink of utter
abominations? “Who would dare to contradict him? or
rather, who counld convinee him to the contrary? Could
Walter, a mere child? Grandfather always looked upon
his children as children. He could not realize that a tew
short years had changed his little boy and girl into & man
and woman-~sensible beings, capable of knowing and judg-
ing for themselves, and capable, too, from the light which
had been granted them, of guiding and directing him into a
path leading to peace and rest.”

“ Was your uncle’s’ wife couverted before:or after her
marriage ¥’ / '

“ Aunt Fanny oh, she was always a plous Catholic ;
uncle became acquainted with ber while on a visit to our
house. In a few months they were married, and he brought,
her to his home. At first, grandfather paid her only the
coldest attention; but her respectful bearing and soothing
kindness soon won him to look more kindly upon her,

while grandmother learned to love her as she had once

loved mother.”
1%
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“ Once, Becky, once? That sounds as if that feeling
“towards your mother had grown cold, was dead I
A great gravity rested on Becky's face, “ Cold, Agnes,”
she said, “but not dead. From the time of mother’s con-
version grandfather and grandmother never visited her, and
when she went out to the old homestead, which she did
once or twice a year, grandfather was cold and distant and
grandmother silent and sorrowful. But dear aunt Fanny,
what an angel of peace she proved tobe! She taught uncle
to bear more paticntly the asperity of bis father. ¢ Don’t

mind it} she would say; ¢ Don’t retort; he is your father,

and you must bear with him.’" ‘But he goads me so,
uncle would answer, ‘ he is so tyrannical, and speaks so bit-
ferly of what he knows nothing about.’ ¢But, Walter,’
then she would reply, ¢be patient; words here are out of
place. When you feel liKe retorting sharply, say a little
prayer. Prayer will do every thing; words will only make
the breach wider” And so dear aunt taught him to bear
patiently ; to have recourse to prayer in all his troubies.

Imperceptibly, a change came over grandfather and grand.

mother; with the old kindness they received mother on her
visits, and at the end of one returned home with her, Since
then they have spent two or three months every year at our
house. On their last visit they scemed more gloomy and
‘restless than ever; they stayed most of the time in their
room, porirfg over the books they had brought with them.”
Becky suddenly paused, and a deep shadc rested on her
thoughtful face. :

“But,” said Agnes, greatly 1nterested “did they seem
in no way relenting in their dislike to our religion?”

«J don’t know,” replied Becky, her eyes filling; ¢ don’t
ask me, More than cver they now stand in need of prayer.

o
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I am going fo be with them this winter, and, oh, Agnes,
by the sacred tie that is soon to bind yon to our family,
I beg you to remember them in your prayers.” :

« In my po~r prayers they shall not be forgotten,” said -
Agnes, in 2 low voice, bowing her head, and letting the dark
ringlets fall over her face to hide her blushes, A step was
heard ascending the stairs.

“ That is mother I she exclaimed, rising and walking to

_the door. - ¢ Mother, Becky Starr is in, and has waited to

see you.”!

“Ahl indeed, dear Becky,” said Mra. Hilton, entering
the room, and warmly shaking her hand, “1 am sorry I
stayed out so long.” .

“And I am glad, mother. By your delay I have had all
the longer call.” -

“ But, Becky,” asked Mrs. Hilton, seating herself beside
her, and still retaining her hand, “is it really true that you
are so soon going to your uncle’s #”

Yes, Mrs. Hilton; I start to-morrow.,”

“ Why not stay with us till after Christmas ??

¢ Oh, grandfather and grandmother could not think of my
waiting till then; they are very lonely, and I must hasten
to them.”

“« Well, Becky,” rejoined Mrs. Hilton, I have heard the
plouz hope that prompts your going, and may God bless you,
and grant it may be realized.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Hilton,” she replied, her voice quite
tremulous, “and you, too, will pray for them.”

&I will, Becky, I will—but you are not going so soon ¥’
she asked, seeing her draw up her cloak from the back of
the chair. _ ‘

“Yes, Mrs.Hilton ; T have stayed so long that some of my
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other-ealls will have to be very short, if not entirely put off;
but have you seen Edith Carter since her return

“Yes, I was there this morning ”

“ How does she seem ¥’

% Quite feeble, but better than when she ﬁrst reached
home.”

“ Ah, poor Edith! I fear she has reached home only to
die.”

“1 fear the same,” said Agnes; “she has all the appear-

unce of one in a decline.”
Becky had. now drawn on her g]oves, and Agnes and
Mis. Hilton accompanied her to the door.
“ Agnes ” she said, kissing her cheek “ remember your
_ promise.”
- «TI will, dear Becky, I will,” she replied, pressing her to
her heari;.

A warm embrace from Mrs. Hilton, a God-speed-you on
your pious mission, and, seated in her carriage she was
borne rapidly away. ' .

Mrs. Hilton and Agnes had returned to the room of the

latter, and were engaged in conversation, when the door

~ opened and a pale, interesting-looking girl, dressed in black,
entered. An instant change came over Agnes; the genial
expression faded from her face; raising her eyes, she sur-
veyed the intruder with a cold, disdainful glance.

“ Well, Martha !”” said Mrs, Hilton, kindly.

% Yesterday, Mrs, Hilton, you spoke of a pattern for a
pair of slippers you wished me to work.”

%Yes, Martha, I recollect, and you wiil find it 6n the

table.”
She pointed to where Agnes was sitting. With a hght
timid, and withal graceful step, the girl approached the
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table. Agnes’s elbow rested upon it and partially covered
the pattern; for awhile she stood silently waltlng for her

to raise her arm, and then in a low, sweet voice said ;

“ Miss Agnes, the pattern is under your arm.” Slow]y
the arm was raised, Martha took up the pattern, and in her
agitation let fall a book. A crimson glow swept over her
pale face ; hastily stooping, she picked it up, and replaced
it on the table Agnes favored her with another cold, dis-
dainful glance, and with that glance chilling her very heart
she turned and walked out of the room. In our next chap—
ter we will go to the home of the sewing-girl.
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CHAPTER IL

Ir was a poor, dilapidated house in a narrow lane; no
curtains shaded the small windows through which the cold,
glaring sun came mockingly in. A table stood in the mid-
dle of the room, with-—we cannot say the remains of the
last meal, for the meal had .been too scant to have any
remains—but with the soiled cups and plates still unremor-
ed ; the cold stove looked as if it had never known what 1t
was to have a good fire blazing and burning within it}
back by the wall was an old scuttle, in which were a few

coals, evidently placed there away from the stove, lest too -

close proximity might tempt to using them before the time
to heat the teakettle for the next meal came round., Ona
little bench sat a pale, thin-faced child of seven or eight

years. An old, threadbare coat, very much too large, was

wrapped around him, completely covering, or rather bury-
ing bim in its ample folds. After one or two ineffectual
~ attempts he succeeded in disengaging his little hands, and
then smoothed back the golden locks from his broagd, hand-
some brow. On the floor were two little girls, one five,

the other three. They were playing with bits of cloth and

shreds of ribbons, ever and anon pausing to look up in the
face of a middle-aged woman sitting by the window, sewing
on a jacket as fast asher hand could fly. She had on a

faded dress of mourning, and her countenance looked sor-
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~row stricken and worn, On a bed in one corner was lying

a boy of fifteen or sixteen years. Ile was very pale, and
with the sunken eyes closed, the chin slightly fallen,
the ashen lips parted, displaying the large oven teeth, a
looker-on might have congratulated hlmse]f that the vital
spark had fled—that the spirit had found a happicr home.
But his langnid eyes opened, and a groan escaped his lips,
His mother started and exclaimed:

“Oh, Alfred, that pain has again awakened you!”

“No, mother, no, I was -not asleep,” he sorrowfu]]y
replied.”

“ Not asleep, Alfred! T thought you were, you lay so -
quiet.”

“1 know it, but I only had my eyes closed, thinking of
the time we lived in Stanton, and it all came back so plain,
that I thought this poor, cold room was only a dream, but
I opened my eyes, and oh, mother, it wasn’t, it wasn’t!”
Clasping his hands, he cried : ““ What a change since father
died, what a change!” and sobs choked the. further utter-
anee of the poor, sick boy.

% Oh, Alfred, dear Alfred,” said his mother, while unbldden
tears came into her eyes; * your father was too good to be

-~ left here to suffer. He was called home to heaven—to

heaven,” she slowly repeated, dropping her needle and press-

ing her hand upon her heart to keep down its tumultuous

throbbings, Then, afier a moment’s pause, she added:
“ But, Alfred, be patient ; God will not forget ud?
“Forget us!” he exclaimed, starting up and looking

- wildly arpund “why, mother, it seems we are already f01~

gotten

“No, Alfred, don’t say that; God is so good and merciful,
he sends us these trials to dlsengage our minds from the
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world, and prepare us for heaven; his beautiful heaven,
" child. You remember-when, in Stanton, we used to read of
it, and think we could even suffer martyrdom to show our
Jove and gratitude to our dear Lord, who came on earth

and died that we might enjoy it. And how, when pain and

suffering come upon us, shall we murmur and repine #”
“Oh, mother, I don’t want to murmur, but—oh, it is so
much easier to talk of pain than it is to suffer it.””
“ But, Alfred, dear, any pain or trial dent by God, if we
ounly bear it with patience and resignation, will be showing
the same love as if we died for him.”

“ Why, mother " he exclaimed, forgetting, in his surprise,

the great weakness that a moment before had -gathered
round his heart; * your words seem so strange, I will not
say irreverent—but, mother, to.compare our trials to
martyrdom seems—seems so presumptuouq »

Pausing an instant in her sewing, she fixed a steadfast
gaze upon him ; perceiving the conversation was not weary-
ing him, she sald

“ Alfred, I have often wished } in thxs sickness to tell you
my thoughts on this subject, for it seems they were sug-
gested by my good angel, to strengthen and comfort me.
Youn have been so weak, that I have not dared to dwell on
any subject, or use more words than were absolutely neces-
sary. But now I see you are able to hear me, and I will
speak.

¢ Yes, do, mother, do tell me something that will comfort
me too ; for, oh, how sad, how stricken, I feel?” His large
eye looked haggard and wild, ' The little boy on the bench
moved nearer, and, t#nding over, with his elbows on his
knees and his chin resting on his tiny palms, fixed his blue
eyes wondeungly upon her, listening intently to what she

‘them ¢
" lehem, and the poor, comfortless home of Egypt? No, no,
-Alfred, poverty itself can never exclude us from heaven,
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was about to say. Newly threading her needle, she com-
menced : '

“ Alfred, a martyr suffers death through love of God,
and rather than consent to an act displeasing to him ; in
ofher words, rather than do any thing that would effend
him.”

“Yes, mother, but-~ s A

« Wait, my child, wait. I now, throngh the same love
of God, and through fear of offending bim, we suffer our
trials and afflictions with patience and resignation, is it not
the same spirit which leads one to martyrdom? is it not,
my child, the same ¥’ '

He paused a moment before replymg, and then slowiy
said: “In the way in which you present it to my view, it
really does seem so, mother; but—"" placing his hand upon
his heart, “J wish I could make it seem so here.” e
raised himself on his elbow and gazed round the desolate
room ; a wintry smi's lit up his wan countenance.

 Oh, mother,” he bitterly exclaimed, ¢ to talk of glorious

martyrdom and joyous heaven in this wretched wretched
home of poverty!”

“ Why not, my child?’ she asked, in her kindest and
most soothmg tones, “Is it not the very place to talk of
as ‘Alfred forgotten the cold little stable of Beth-

One single sin .nay forever close its gates, but, let us be
ever so poor and wretohcd we still have just as great a claim

.to heaven as the richest; perhaps even greater remember

Lazarus.”
Clasping her thin hands, whlle a smile played over her
worn features, she contmued
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“Tt may come upon us—poverty may—with such crush-
ing force that we will have to lie down and die; but then it
will be our path to heaven, our road home. Home! Oh,
Alfred, what comfort in that word! There we will meet
father, mother, sisters, brothers, and all will be joy and hap-
piness, Every tear will be wiped‘a“fay, and all the sorrow
and wretchedness of the way-side forgotten. Yes, Alfred,
from this very room, so poor and cold, we may go to a home
all beautiful and bright.” With a burried hand she resum-
ed her sewing. Alfred was silent, but the cloud had pass-
ed from his brow. After awhile he spoke:

“ Mother, how much good your words have done me!
They remind me of what Father Joseph said to father whew
he was sick.”

¢ What was it, my child?’

. ¢ TFather had had one of his bad turns, affd when he got
able to speak he said, ¢ Ob, father, what have I ever done that
I should suffer so ¥ and Father Joseph, without a bit of that
severity he ‘puts on when he thinks one is saying or doing
any thing wrong, told him it was not a question of what he
had or had not done, but that he was in that narrow path
where the briers overhead, underneath, and on each side
were reaching out their arms to block up the way, but that
he must not give up and be conquered, but nrge right on,
and, by and by, the road would lead to so beautiful and

happy a home, that he wonld forget all about the briers and

thorns of the way-side, and only rejoice that by any means
at all he was able to reach so blessed and soul-resting a place,
Father smiled, and the smile was like a ray of sunshine

breaking through a bleak November day. Father Joscph

sat by his bed -and talked on. By and by, father smiled
again, and, kissing his erucifix, said, ¢ Very true, father, I

|
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can’t suffer too much to gain that blessed home.” And,
mother, I feel so t00.”

Resolutely: puttmg back the tears, and foreing herself to
calmness of voice, she replied :

“And this feeling, Alfred, brings with it a great peace,
and banishes that feeling of wicked sore rebellion ¥’

¢ Yes, mother, yes.” ‘

A4 Thank God, my child, thank God! And now, with
your heart soothed: and rested, don’t talk any more, lest you
get too wearied, but let me arrange your pillow so that you
can lie back and rest.” She arose, and shaking up the small
pitlow, placed it under his head, smoothed the scanty bed-
clothes, and resumed her sewing. 3he had taken but a few
stitches when little Mark directed her attention to ‘the
yoimger of the {wo children, who was lying fast asleep on
the floor, her head resting on her tiny arm. Tenderly lift-
ing her up, she carried her to a cot-bed, sunk in a recess,
and placed her upon it. As she gazed on its sweet, inno-
cent face, nature for a moment gained the jascendency, and
a pang shot through her heart, that she had not the time to
tend and fondle it as of old. A tear filled her eye and fell
upon its cheek; quickly repressing the vain regret, she care-
fully wiped it off, kissed the place where it had been, and,
hastening to her seat by the window, resumed her sewing.

Little Ellen came up, and, leaning heavily against her
knee, with touching earnestness asked:

“QOh, mother, have we nothing, nothing to eat "’

“ Wait, my love, wait. - Mother will soon have this done,
and then she’ll go out and get something for her little dears.
Yes,” she continued, rather speaking aloud her thoughts
than addressing herself to the understanding of the child,
“Mr. Simonds will pay me three shillings for this, and that
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will buy a chicken for Alfred and a loaf of bread; and I
have some salt and a bit of butter left to season it with,

while the coals there in the scutile will cook it. Ah yes,”
she said, looking down smilingly on the child, “little Ellen
shall have a fine dinner,” glancing at“ihe- shadow on the
wall; “rather late, but then little Ellen shall have her bread
wet in the chicken broth, and that will be so nice.”

% Oh, mother,” she emlalmed with childish 1mpat1ence
«T wish I had it now.

“Well, let me see; one, two, three, four, five, six, seven
buttons, and then it wﬂl be done.” And, though her coun-
tenance grew paler, her hand went faster.

At last it wa,k finished. Rising, she hastily folded it,
‘bade little Mark if Alfred, who had fallen asleep, should
waken before her return, tell him she had taken home the
vest; and she added, a trinmphant smile playing over her
pale face  tel} him, too, I shall bring him back a chicken.”

She then wrapped around her a mourning shawl, much
too thin for the inclement season, and, putting on a poor-
looking bonnet, walked into the alley, scon reached the

street, and in a few mirutes was standing by the counter in -

Mr. Simonds’s store. He unrolled the garment, I‘care{r'ully
examined it, and handed her another bundle to make up;

then going to his drawer, counted out elghteen pence and

lzid it on the counter before her.

What did he mean? Did he not owe her three shillings }
But before she had time to put these questions into word
form he had turned and was waiting on a customer. She
waited till he got through, and when he glanced at her, as
much as to say: “ Why do you loiter? what more flo you
want P she timidly said : “Sir, I believe there is eighteen
pence more coming. It was three shillings.”

;

VIEWS OF CATHOLICITY. 21

‘Wheeling round abruptly, he replied, “Three shillings!
I know very well it was three shillings, but I paid you half f
in advance,”

Ah, sure he had ; and it went towards paymg rent for her
little room, which’ debt being off her mind, in her great anx-
lety to get something nourishing for her poor sick child, she
had quite forgotteng‘uAfter a moment’s hesitation, she asked :

“But could you not pay me half in advance again ¢’

“ Madam, we can't afford to pay twice for one garment ?

“he replied, turning coldly from her.

With a crushed, heavy feeling at her heart, she took up
her bundle and walked sorrowfuily out of the store. Her
first’ impulse was to call on Martha, her eldest daughter,
who was seamstress in Mr. Hilton’s family ; but not only the
recollection that her wages were taken up to the last cent,

~ but the memory of other days deterred her from it.

“To think I should have to. go to kim for aid,” she
groaned, “no, no, I cannot; he has forgotten me, - So let
it be.”

She clasped her ngui hands, and with bowed head and
compressed lips walked on. A passer-by might have start-
ed at the ashen hue and utter wretchedness of her counteé-
nance. -

She turned to a bakery near by ; she had at Jeast enough
to buy bread to last them that day and the next, and how
many had not even that; but, then; poor Alfred, so weak, so
emaciated, how could she bear the dlsappomtment of his
longing eyes? How deep is a mother’s love! for herself

prehe felt she could brave every thing—cold, hunger, and death.

But that he, her poor sick child, should want the little com-
forts so necessary for his restoration to health while thon-
sands around her were rioting in wasteful lnxuries, filled her
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with the most intense anguish. A feeling of despair thrill-
ed her sdul, her limbs trembled, she c?ult} searce proceed j
pausing, she wiped the profuse perspu'a.tmn. from her. fore-
head, and, glancing upward, murmured in her agony,
“ Mother of sorrows, pray for me!” In a moment her_
calmness was restored, and with renewed courage she ex-
claimed, ©No, I must not lose my only chance of getting
poor Alfred what he stands so much in need of. What if ,
1 am forgotten; so much the better.” She turned, gmd. a
few moments’ rapid walking brought her to the clegant man-
sion of Mr. Hilton. Without one glance at the name on
the hall-door, resolutely forcing back a whole tide of throng-
ing memories, she descended the steps and rapped at the
kitchen-door. It was almost immediately opened by Nora
Neal, the presiding genius of” the culinary dep?.rtment. (';n
seeing the pale, haggard face before her, with the wild
impulsivéness of her nature, she threw up both her hands,
and exclaimed, “ The Lord save us!” : _

«T would like to see Miss Clement,” said the poor widow,
and, feeling a great weakness coming over her, she leaned

vily against the door-case. -

hei Oi], (?ome in, come in,” replied Nora, setting her a chair
and quickly handing her a glass of water. Ee.tgerly swallow-‘
ing it, she revived up and repeated 'her w1sl: to see he,l,
daughter. ¢ Yes, ma'hm, and in a minute she.e 11 be here.
The kind-hearted Nora left the room, wiping with the corner
of her apron a large tear from her eye.

“ Ah sure,” she said to herself, “they are in great trou-

ble; the Lord help them, poor things; it's the'mselves that
arn’t used to such poverty, and it breaks t}.lelr heartslen-
tirel} 1 She slowly shook her head, expressive of ‘.uhe grfaa'lt
‘ sympathy she felt for them. Reaching th;: room in which

i
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, : oL
Martha sewed, she hastily threw open the door and ex-
claimed :

“ Miss Clement, go down below, your mother is there and
wishes to see you.” ‘ :
Martha wildly started up, and the last faint trace of color
left her face. “My motherI” she exclaimed, and, throwing
aside her work, had reached the door when, suddenly turn-
ing, she grasped Nora’s hand and hoarsely whispered :
“Id she say he was dead? Alfred was dead 27
* “Oh no, no, she didn’t say a word about it; and if he
was sure you know she would, so comfort your poor heart.”
The sympathizing Nora, though she did not feel quite so
sure of it herself, said this in so confident a tone that the
warm blocd rushed back to Martha’s heart; with reassured
feelings, and a grateful pressure of Nora’s hand, she hastily
descended to the kitchen. Her mother soon informed her
of her disappointment at Mr. Simonds’s, and how she conld |
ot go,back to Alfred withont the delicacy she had pro-
mised him. For a moment Martha hesitated; then recol-
lecting how kindly Mrs. Hilton had always inqnired for her
sick brother, she gained courage and immediately repaired
to her room. Once in her presence, although she found
‘her alone, her resolution faltered, How could she leave
herself liable to a harsh, perhaps insulting, refusal? It was
only a trifle she was abont to ask, but would ‘not that very
fact make its refusal all the more galling? Mrs. Hilton
bad cheerfully paid her her week’s wages every Saturday
night, but might she not, like Mr. Simonds, refuse to pay

er in advance? With these thoughts passing through her
mind she stood before her, weak and irresolute. Mus.
Hilton at once perceived her embarrassment ; having heard
from Nora how pale and haggard her mother looked when
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she came in, she Fightly conjectured the poor girl had come s

for some favor. Thinking her embarrassment would sooner
wear away if she appeared unconscious of it, she kept her
éyes fixed on a piece of embroidery she held in her hand ;
but, instead of becoming more calm, her agitation ratherin-
creased, till, decming it necessary herself to broach the sub-
jeet, she looked up from her employment, and, in a feeling
tone, remarked : : :

« Nora has been in, and she tells me your mother is in
the kitchen.” '

. “Yes, she is there,”——the. blood mantled her cheeks,—
«Mrs. Hilton, if you wonld—wounld—if you would not
think it too much—%" - The poor girl stopped, utterly un-
able to proceed. :

% Speak, Martha, speak. Whatever I can do for you I
will,” rejoined Mrs. Hilton, kindly. ' .
A deeper flush suffuse ‘her checks, and she hurriedly
caid—for it seemed, unlegs she spoke quickly, she could not
speak at all—“I would Nike a week’s wages in advance.
Mother wants it to get some things for Alfred.”  She hung

“her head, not now fearful of a refusal, for Mrs. Hilton’s
countenance showed too great a sympathy to fear that;
but that their extreme poverty should be exposed to the
eyes of a stranger. “ For what else,” she said to herself,
« would bring me here on such an exrand 14

Mrs. Hilton arose, and going to her escritoire, took out a
delicate porte-monnaie, opened it, and placed a bill in her
hand. She glanced at it, and, quickly handing it back, ex
claimed, ’

« Oh, Mrs. Hilton, you have made a mistake. This is five
dollars” But the kind Mrs. Hilton only closed her hand
upon it, and bade her take it to her mother.

o

. her.,”

the school and moved to the city of A
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Poor Martha! She sment, &

! : paused a moment, hoping to get com-
{)ose‘d enough to speak; butﬂpﬁnding the teﬁrsg cotfin y s]I]:e
1asf;1]y turned, and had reached the door, when My I-%"l
again addressed her; ’ - Hiton

Martha, and tell your mother I would like to sco 1

13 G’O,

difg(}: ti]sl;g};ht, b.y }llxea(t]ring a connected account of their
- » She might devise some way permanentl
. G -4 ¢ )
lieve them; “and, in the mean time,” slfe added “):100 1:;
go out and get the things.your brother needs th;.t he o
not be kept too long- waiting.” , o
heMartha_ did as diirected, and when the poor widow made
Hitl't ap%earan:e, with the delicacy of a true Christian, Mrs
on drew from her her tale of sufferi ‘e wil ,
wpretend to follow the conversation, i e o
interrupted by tears and sobs, but
version,
aml; (;1; g;zgyv.y]riears B?S Clement had resided in fhe beautiful
illage of Stanton, where, as teach
school, he had comfortabi ’ ' his family S
, he. y supported his family; but, tw
years before, owing to the erecti ‘ AT
ears , f a publi
T pelores ‘ ection of a public academy;
*ho gan to dwindle away. A few famili ’
. . les, outb
;'lzsie?it ;nd gratltnc?e for the eare and fidelity Witil whizli
°. ad ' ls?har_gefl .hls duties; still patronized him, A year
Et lse' ; In‘s diminished salary unable to keep them in the
yle in which they had been acenstom

w‘hich was frequently
give below our own

ed to live, he gave up

the s n Here he hoped
In his vocation to be able to support his family, and-mgﬁa-

2?:; z;eresp;ectaft)lfI position in society, After being in the
veral weeks, and finding it impossi
y severa : possible to obtai
:] esifi;l?tlon as teacher, he sought a place as book-keeperaz:'
n ti ‘
2scm.ne of the large mercantile establishments., For-
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tune frowned on all his efforts ; every vacancy Was ﬁ(l)li{:i._
At last, when almost worn out with sulsper;se, dlslilpge u
" ’ 3 - u "
ing fear t‘;)at his family wo
ments, and the harassing . ) e
ithout his being able to pu _
duced to actanal want Wlthou i . .
' th his eldest son,
d to help them, he, together with _ o
i]:i:;ed a situstion as clerk in a Iargi)e clotlipgt itl?;z Wherel
: i i t but a shor
had been in his new employment | _ e e
i confinement o
is health, enfeebled with the former confl
2::]81001 an(i the subsequent anxiety of his rr;.ln(_i,;orgspifssz
k prostrate on a bed of sickne
gave way, and he san . Sickoness never
i i few months he lingere
bo yho agaln, Tow o is wi jldren Ione and desolate
, leaving his wife and chi ren :
;’ilf cslt?;age place.g To pay the physw}au’s bill at.ldfmeeit
the funeral -expenses, the widow sold off part of their farn
ture and moved to humbler lodgings.

The support of the family depending entirely on the .

slender wages of Alfred, although gfr;atlyhext:zztesl :V;fgl
‘ dside of her hus , she be-
constant attendance at the be . nd, sho be
{ early calling, that of tailoress,
thought hersell of her early ress, and
i ive her work. He submi
entreated Mr. Simonds to give ; . ited. 2
i hed with so much sati
ial piece to her, and this she ﬁx.ns
?’ia‘;ic})n that he-i"urnished her with' consta,ni":_1 (:‘mpi;yrngﬁ;
i) * :
‘ i Joseph obtained for Ma
About the same time Father - ' )
situation as searostress in M. Hﬂ_;?ft‘l’sd faimiy{;.u Stit;tedyteo
' ir tri d. red, una
their trials were not at an en stomod to
taken violently
lose confinement of the store, was ioler
:v%lizhc: szver. For the first few days she strove to attend
im without neglecting her sewing. .
hn:’.?‘l:;r \:ere nfw at the commencement of a lchgi 5;1111(1 te;dlr
i hem in the face, but the poo
ous winter, and want stared t. I ’  She oo
i hat she cou ardly
ild’s ravings became so . violent t : ‘
;11;111(;1 Zim 011g the bed; he wished, all sick as he was, to

~left to mock them in their hlisery?

a ready market for them, and, ]

“hansted frame, Byt Just as

Clement, hef cup of so

With an anguished beart, she returned, unmade, the gar-
ment she had takep home, and looked about her to see
what she could sell, to meet their pressing wants, First
the burean went, then the looking-glass, the stand, the cur-
faing, the clock ; and so on, till only such articles as the
strictest necessity required were Jeft.  She then descended
to their wardrobe—they must have something tb eat—and

those dresses which she had_carefully put away, as unbe-

coming their reduced circumsta’nces«'—why’ should they be

Indeed, they would
not havelbeen spared till now, if they had known that in

the proudcity they could dispose of them ; but experience,
though a painful, is a very thorough teacher. They found

mentoes of

rflowing !

better days, they went to sup
necessaries of life to the wido
Happily, before the means
gone, Alfred’s fever turned, an
resume her sewing, But still
with Martha's wages, was sca
from their door. Poor Alfred
how much he required not onl
few of the comforts, of life !
ance of a mother’s love, she
above their most pressing w
him some little delicacy that
O some mnourishing food t

ply for a few days longer the
w and her children. ™
arising from them we.s all
d once more was she able to
the little she earned, together
reely sufficient to keep want
» 80 very weak and exhausted,

¥y the strict necessaries, but a
With all thd patient endur-
worked day and night to rise
ants, so as to be able to get
might tempt his feeble palate,
hat might strengthen his ex-
she would be on the eve of

accomplishing her object, some unexpeeted but imperative
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demand would come to snatch away her means, At one
time it was the rent for their miserable little room; at
another, the change from moderate to extreme cold weather,
making it necessary to get a fresh supply of coal to keep
herself and children from freezing ; thus it was.

“ What can I do? What can I do?” she cxclaimed,
wringing her hands. Then, in a calmer voice, she added:
« It’s ‘wrong, very wrong for me to repine, I know it is. I
told Alfred to-day that cold and hunger might be our path
to heaven, but oh! Mrs. Hilton, heaven is so rich an in-
heritance that I must not murmur gt the price! - Once In
that blessed home, all’ the sorrows of the way-side will be
forgotten 1" ' -

Her pale face wore so earnest an expression, and her
voice was so tonchingly sweet in its low, thrilling tones,
that tears, all unheeded, rolled over Mrs. Hilton’s cheeks.
Hers was not a nature ‘easily moved to tears; her eyes
would lock™ pityingly, but seldom fill; her bearing was
calm and collected ; her voice gentle, but never hilarious;
she frequently smiled, but seldom or never langhed. = The
world called her apathetic; it even accused her of being

hard-hearted; but it only showed how little the world, with
all its pretensions to superior wisdom, knows. The poor,
the unfortunate, the distressed——and who are judges if not
they 4—pronounced her kind and charitable, in every sense
of the word, a true Christian; and such she really was.
With a quiet movement of her hand she wiped away the
tears, spoke a few soothing words to the poor widow, then
touching the bell, and walking to the-door, waited the
servant’s appearance. She soon came; receiving her mis-

-~

tress's orders, given in a low voice, she left, and presently

returned, bearing on one arm a small market-basket, on the

*
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other & comfortable woollen sh i
! i awl, Tak
:Hﬂton approached the widow, and s e MI‘S-,
ng it. : ,
“ And that,” she said, pointis |
o ; » pointing to the basket, and speak-
mi in her quiet way, “is for Alfred and the children.P?[?he
j:ln ;sﬂsnd Iapplcz}si I dare say, will be agree:ible to them
OW, lrs. Clement,” she continued, ¢ I will fon
you to” Mr. Hilton, and I have no doubt, we caln dno‘lentmn
thing to help you.” o
o Poor Mrs. Clement! little did the kind lady think how
ose xyords stung her to the beart, Again a throng of
Lnendlones rushed upon her. She bowed hop head upong her
ands, and a tremor shook her whole frame. Mrs, Hilton
with great delicacy, to divert her mind from the .thought:

| ;Illmt there Wwas any thing humiliating in one Christian help.
g anoth:ar In distress, put to her several questions Tff
widow raised her head; the agon ¥, and

] y had passed awa

with calmness §he answered them, At length, risin); :Il:;l
graspe:d Mrs. Hilton’s hand, gazed earnestly into her ’fa
and with great fervor exclaimed : o

£ M h H - -
. Y heart is easier now that I h
“ oW t ave seen you, Thank
L'Od I cs;t,me here to-day. Little did I expect this kindness
ittle—"" ghe suddenly paused. ' .
Mrs. Hilton replied ; « I, too, am
on}_‘y I‘;e,g-;ret that you waited so long.”
" May the Fath ‘ .
" now-{: ar er of thg fatherless bless you, but I will )
N eS?e h;rriedly to.ok her departure. On her return ]ﬁme
e S;;l:adevery Phlmg wearing'a different aspect ; a cheerfy]
a4 genial warmth throughout th
fortable meal stood on ablo; A s oyes beamed
; the table; Alfred’s eves b
: b eamed
with renewed hope, and her little ones throngeg frantical?y' '
x A

insisted on her aécept-

glad you called. I
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around her to tell of the good things God had sent them.
She felt a great weakness coming over her at the sight of all
this ; hurriedly kissing the little wondering faces that were
dearer to her than her own life, she knelt at the side of
her cot-bed and returned thanks to God for his fatherly
care and protection. .

That evening, seated by the lamp, sewing in hand, she
thought of the events of the day, and from them went back
to scenes of her early life. On her way through the pas-
sage, when leaving Mrs, Hilton, she caught a glimpse of
Agnes, and what painful memories that glimpse recalled.

Alfred, refreshed with his meal, was conversing with
Martha; Ellen and Clara, after saying their prayers, had
been put to bed; little Mark, with both elbows on the
table, and his checks resting on his palms, was intently.
poring over a bodkghe kind Father Joseph had given him—
gsome of those beautiful stories translated from the German
of C. Von Schmidt. None noticed the pained expression

of her countenance ; they did not even hear the heavy.

sighs that now and then escaped her lips.
¢ I must not think of those days,” she said, communing
with herself; * I must not think of them.”

Resolutely compressing her lips, she sewed on. At last,

dropping her needle, she approached her bed, and kneel-
ing down, strove with all her might to keep down the rising
sobs. Her whole frame quivered.

“ Mother,” inquiredLMartha', bending kindly over her,
“ why do you cry so ¢’ .

« She can’t help it,” rejoined Alfred; our relief is so
unexpected, that it quite overpowers her. DBut come away,
Martha, and let her have her ery out ; it” will do her good ;
she will feel a great deal better after.”
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“ Dear, dear mother,” said Martha, kissing her '
f‘ Alfre-d is right. I know, when the heart isgfull, hoi’:l:?'
ing relieves its pressure ; I will not disturb you.” Return-
ing to Alfred, she read to him from the life of St Aloysius
till he dropped asleep. o

And alone the widow combated w
alone her silent pray
Ab, little did she kno

ith painful memories ; |
er went up for pardon and merey.
W, a3 she knelt there, that the past; so

torturing to her, was to have a marked influence on Agnes

Hilton’s after-life,
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CHAPTER IIL

A rorryiGut after Becky Starr’s departure, Agnes sab in
her room, looking over a collection of drawings Edith Carter
had brought home for her. The plains and hills northeast

of Rome, as viewed from the Belvidere Garden of the .

Vatican, pleased her greatly; but there were others to be
scen, and, eager to get a glimpse of all, determined after-
wards carcfully to study each, she laid it aside for the pre-
sent and passed on to others. Silently she gazed on several,
when, coming to a youthful head of St. John the Evan-
gelist, a small copy in oil from one of the old masters, her
admiration could no longer be restrained.

« Oh, mother!” she exclaimed, her eyes riveted upon it,
« how beautiful, how singularly beautiful I”

« Which one, Agnes?’ asked Mrs. Hilton, laying down

a book she had been reading, and wheeling up herarm-
chair to the table. '

“« &, John, mother. Well might he be called ¢ The Be-
loved Disciple. Lmkk! Did yon ever behold so s.vlvet_a’c.xa
conntenance ¢’ 3

« Tt is certainly very beautiful.”

« Beantiful! oh, mother, it is angclic. See the short, thick
curls of sunny hair clustering around the arnple forehdad,
the delicate mose, with its slightly expanded ‘nostrils, and
the lips just parted, with a heavenly smile playing around
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them—but the eyes, mother, the largé blue eyes, are what
1 woula? cal.l your attention to. Wliat a deep ur,xfa,thomed
expression is in them. They seem even now t,o be lookin
beyond the present into the dark, mysterious future’g;
Agnes ceased speaking, and silently mother and daughte.zr
’gaze'd upon the lovely fade, At length, while a glow of en
tht‘l‘s.msm ]it, up her cheek, Agnes exclaimed : ¢ -
‘ gi,hr;mt}ll]er, Ilw‘oulq that T were a genius, like Guido 1
o e ig » ’notla genius, Agnes, you draw very well,”
. i; . elll It seems I_am the greatest bungler that
0ok up a pencil, I think them well enough till T see
suj‘h as these, then their beauty’s gone, they are only daubs,”
. g_’ou .Would not like to hear me say it, Agnes.” .
“ Nay it or not, I know you must feel it.”
butm,(,),hllo, ﬁ&gnes, not so. You are only_discoﬁraged now,
- r 1emark) was Interrupted by a servant openin
f::,‘ V?(ir a;c(ll announcing a morning visitor. ¢
o did you say it was ¢’ i i
v g l); e gplstorxlv.is ¥’ impatiently asked Agnes.
« : 1 3
id ) ‘lisi:htell Miss Pau‘li'ne Simpson I am engaged,” she
Mis’ v a-very perceptible curl of her delicate upper lip.
s Simpson happened to be one of those Agnes frequent]
m(;'t n society, but cared nothing for. Shechad’ n(cljt thajt: |
23 Illdzty of‘ character that Agnes adinired so mﬁch, and
Siénsicﬁleﬁltljr could not hope to make any favorable impres-
oo o1, :r, as a,.casnal .acquaintance she might do well
. gh3 asan intimate friend, that was quite another ques-

But her mother\éo
; untermande . N
servant, _ ded the order she gave the

“«p —
¥ no means, Julia, you wi i
I will
message.” 1 ¥ deliver to her no such

xx
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“« Why not?" asked Agnes; *am.I to leave this delight-
fal company,” pointing to the drawings, “just to entertain
Miss Pauline Simpson, and listen to her affected nothings #?

« Agnes, dear, go down. It would pain Miss Pauline to
have you so pointedly neglect her. She has called to see
youj treat her, @hﬂd, with Christisn politeness.”

« And be a martyr to my good-nature.”

¢ There is not the least danger of that.”

« Oh dear, if it’s not too bad !’ she exclaimed, looking
quite uncertain whether it were better to yield to her moth-
er's wishes or not; “if I stay, I am doomed to hear a
lecture; if I gb, I am doomed to be bored to death—but I
willgo. I will have this off my hands as soon as possible.”

“ Agnes, be gentle, be humble.”

«Oh, T will be gentle, mother; meek, humble, and all
that.” ‘And with this mocking assurance she left the room.

As mig}ii be expected, with the coldest courtesy was Miss
Simpson received. Agnes just touched, the tips of her
gloved fingers, and then, seating herself by the window,
drow aside the, curtains and gazed into the street. —After
dwelling on the brilliant party at the Nicholsons’, the su-
perb dresses of the Misses Daver, and how exceedingly
disappointed they were at not seeing Miss Hilton, Miss
Simpson suddenly paused. She found it extremely difficult

to carry on a conversation where only a cold nod, an occa-

sional elevation of the eyebrows, a formal smile, and now
and then a lone solitary word was all the assistance she
received. At last she touched on Edith Carter’s return
and Becky Starr’s going to her uncle's. __
«Tt must be a great grief to you, Miss Hilton, to see
‘Hdith return so feeble, and to lose the socigty of Becky.”
«1 am deeply pained at the great change in Edith; and

\
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as to Beecky, I may well miss her when, instead of sensible
_‘conversation, I am doomed to lsten to frivolous remarks
and idle gossip.” ,

Miss Simpson winced a little under this, but maintaining
her composure observed, “I think it strange she did not
remain at home till after Christmas.” ‘

“To her it was quite immaterial.” :

“ Her grandparents, I hear, are greatly attached to her.”

*Yes, with them she is a decided favorite.”

“And T suppose they will not allow her to return for
some time ?” : ’

“She will remain with them till after Easter.”

“ ’%‘ill after Easter! Upon my word, it is too bad to keep
her in the country all winter, It’s selfishness, downright
selfishness,”

“To many it might seem so; but you forget, with Becky,
1t was her own voluntary offer. "Wherefore, we may spare
her our sympathies; I for oue feel there are those who
need them more.”

Pauline made no reply, and afier an embarrassing silence,
consulting her watch, she rose to go.

“ When may we look for Miss Hilton at our house ?” she
asked.

“It is impossible to say when,” replied Agnes, leading
the way to the door.

“But you must come soon. You must not malke such
a recluse of yoerself.”

“1 shall be with Edith a great deal, so I can make no
promise.”

_ With much satisfaction Agnes saw her depart, and imme-
diately returned to her drawings. |

Ancther day has passed, and again we turn to_the widow’s
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i )
family., Alfred Clement is no longer an occupant of the
low bed in the corner; with a warm blanket wrapped
round him, he sits in a rocking-chair Before a cheerful fire.

brought it in and set it up, his heart gave one great throb
af‘d then st:,opped, as if it would never start again. Yes
kind Mr. Hilton was right; the sick boy had sorely misseci

e i

His feet are resting on a stool; his pale hands, thrust out
from the blanket, are lying listlessly on the arms of the
chair.  Although still very pale and thin, Lis eyes begin to
beam with the light of returning health, and his whole
aspect speaks a mind at ease. s little sisters, Ellen and
Clara, in plain, comfortable dresses, suited to the season, are

quietly playing on the floor beside him. Little Mark is sitting

by the window, watching the large flakes of snow so thickly
coming down, that he does not doubt but the old woman’
he has heard of, up in the sky, is surely picking her geese

and as he rubs his eyes with his tiny palms, and looks and -

looks again, he comes to the conclusion there must be a
corpany of old women, for not one alone could possibly

send down such vast quantities. Mrs. Clement is sitting

by another window, not watching the fast-descending snow,
but with eyes fived on her sewing, and fingers plying
swiftly uwp and down. Her countenance wears not the
weary, harassed expression it wore before, but a peacefol
smile plays round her features, and a grateful light beams
from her mild blue eyes. The floor is neatly swept, and the
unpainted table is placed back by the wall; the coal-scuttle
is not only full, but quite a quantity is stored away in a
box on one side of the stove; on a shelf near the bed a
clock is ticking away, seeming to say, “ Hoge on, hope on.”

This last was supplied by the thoughtful kindness of Mr,

Hilton. He remembered away back, when a little boy, of
being sick, and how the friendly ticking of a clock had
helped him to pass the tedious hours of the night. Alfred
had said nothing about missing one, but when Mr, Hilton

it; and now,in the long weary mights, its friendly ticki
‘f:eu.ils so soothingly on his ears, a,glways sseremin;'y ::iﬁ;g |
Hope o, hope on” Simple white curlains partiall :
drawn aside, shade the windows, and break the ,disa ’1'eezi
ble glare of light. Altogether the humble room wegars a
cheerful, comfortable appearance. A great weight has bee
taken off the widow’s heart; she has plenty of noi}rishinn
food, not only for Alfred, but for her little ones, and Alf'reg
15 so much better—why, in a few weeks he \}viil be able to
Tesume his place in Mr, Simonds’s store; and then, by the
time the provisions Mr. Hilton thoughtfully sent in’ ar}; ex‘
hausted, she will be able herself to get a fresh supply, pa :
up hér house-rent, and get a comfortable suit round i‘?{;,r I‘zhy
ehllc'h'en, aud avother summer little Mark can go to schoole
He is yet pale and thin, and so barely secovered from th(;
cold he caught in the spring,?and which settled with in-

. flammation on the lungs, that she dares not think of his going
=]

till the warm weather comes on,

- Here, in the midst of her busy calenlations, a shad
p‘asse‘d over her brow. Little Mark had been féeb]e fl'onz
h}s birth, and his parenfs, as lve increased in years, findin
him possessed of unusual capacities for learning, det,ermineg
to educate him for one of the learned professio;]s But we
hlave seen how sorrows gathered fast around t};em' first
sickness, poverty, and death ; then again sickness angl oY
erty deepr:ar still, till Mrs. Clement looked upon tl;e roP ;.
of educating little Mark as one of the grand extin puis‘fecd
hopes of_ her life. Extingunished—did 1 say ? I%or not,
quite extinguished; for, under the ashes of past holges, ;
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few faint coals still glimmered with 4 pale, uncertain light.
Alfred’s salary in a few years would be inereased, and then,
with strict economy, they might be able to place him in
come institution of learning; in the mean time, she would

' constantly keep him in school. DBut—a doubt came np—

would Alfred be willing to part with the greater share of
his salary for his brother’s sake? He was impulsive and .
generous, but would his generosity hold out for two, three,
or four years? Could she rely on it? Would not his own
increased wants demand the whole of his increased wages ¢
Would be not think educating little Mark, and giving him
a profession, would be raising him above the rest of the
family? She paused, and looked up. One glance at his
open countenance, and these fears rushed back.  * No, no,”.
she mentally exclaimed, again fixing her, eyes on her sewing,
« Alfred possesses no such grudging s irit; other boys as
they grow up may turn ungrateful to their parents, and feel
almost an envy and hatred to their brothers and sisters, bat
Alred will not be like them. He will know that, in help-
ing his fecble brother to get in a way to support himself,
he will not be raising him above, but only making him an
equal with, the rest; for Martha has a good trade, that of
seamstress, and as soon as Ellen and Clara are old enough,
they shall be apprenticed to a dressmaker and milliner.”
Then she went on to judge-what Alfred’s salary might be,
and how much from it would have to go for Mark, and howy
mich wonld be lefi for himself. Ah!l it would be but a
small pittance—so small, indeed, that she scarcely dare hope
hegwould be satisfied with it. And then a great many
doubts and fears arose, till, like stones thrown into a limpid
stream, they so roiled her thoughts that she found it im-
possible 16 go on. Suddenly dropping her needle, she

solemnly into his brother’s face, « j
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glanced at the clcek, and fou inti
hour in which she prepared :hii:};juil;nginizmtmg Py
and looking out of the window exc]aibmed : )
“ Why, Alfred, I did not know it was ;n
the lane is covered with snow.” h
i pid not know it was snowing 1” exclais i |
‘g‘etimg 'down‘from his chair an%l going ur}])edtoh:]txlz i‘f;rk,
why, mother, the old woman that lives ju the cloud b
sent down all her frozen feathers to-day.” s has
“All,_ Mark ¥ said Alfred, reaching out his hand and
sm‘?othu’xjg the yellow locks on the dear child’s hea;d o
. h‘;;ers]; Otllle rephed., with 2 winning smile. Then, tarning
to her, exclaxmed.: “Oh, mother, it made me think
y are so pure and white, as they lic upon the gro d,
that they cover up all the dirty spots, just like——%’ ‘1:1[1{;

suddenly checked himself, feari ) :
wild and out of place. » learing bis thonghts might be

“Just like what, Marky ¢”
p.assmg_his arm around him and drawin
side; “tell us like what 2”

:J;:'St like contrition. You kihow, mother, in my last
catechism lesson it says true contriti ’

s rition would mak
soul ever so 't}laclc with sin pure and white—that it \:0:5111‘:;
cover up all its wickedness, Alfred,” he added looking

3 £

; she arose,

owing ; and all

said Alfred, encouragingly,

g him closer to his

: ust as tl
up all the Mrty. spots in the world,” 16 Snow covers

“But, Mark, contrition, true contrition, does
co::e% Ehem up—it does more—it washes ’the:n a
donly al.illl)zz tz}(lleng lel away. - Washes them all away,” he
thon ¥ ropeat ,m‘X}ng h}ls eyes thoug}ltfully on the floor;
o puddor y raising .t 1em, he excl'mmed, “Ah! now I

1% It’s like charity, the snow is, it covers up all the

not merely
I away.”.




40 AGNES; OR, VIEWS OF CATHOLICITY, 41

“Yes, Alfred, I do know it. I do remember it.” She
faused in the preparation of her meal, and wiped away a
ear. Little Mark, the subject of their conversation, toj;k

charity covers a multitude of sing—that’s it

He looked: so pleased that he had now found
fair curls, Alf?ecl

dirty spots, as
" —that’s it.”
a correct simile, that, tenderly stroking his

¥

always take some pious turn. De
He stooped and kissed his cheek.

aid :

¢ Lot Mark’s thoughis start from where they will, they

ar, dear little Mark.”

«Yes, and the poor child remembers his lessons so well.

Oh, Alfred, would that we could educate him as your
father and 1 intended. I have been thinking of it all the
evening.” . A
« And you fear, because he is so feeble, that he will never
be able to learn a trade ¥ -
“ T.do, Alfred.”
“ But, mother, he may grow stronger as
« Where are the grounds to hope for it? Your father was
just like him, and you know how feeble he always was.”
“Yes, mother; bat some of the trades may not be as
wearing on the constitution a8 teaching. Father always
said it was the hardest work in the world.”

he grows older.”

« But we did not intend Mark for a teacher; that is' too-

confining.”

«You intended him, then, for one of the professions,
whichever he might choose 2’ :

“Yes, Alfred, we did.”

« But, mother, T have always heard the laber of any of

the professions is very exhausting. You know the clergy-
man and physician’s services are required day and night.
TIow often, when father was tick, did Doctor Kenna stay
up with him all night; and sometimes, when he would
leave him quite comfortable at ten or eleven o’clock, would
we have to send for him again before morning1”

fc‘lown 1~~i‘rom the clock-shelf a Jarge book of prints, a present
Orc:m rls. Hilton, and seating himself on the ﬂoo:t" with the
. ¥
]]Pelll‘;;? ume on his lap, began explaining its pictures to
is .1 e sisters, who seated themselves one on each s
s e J ' each side
“The professions,” resumed Mrs. Clement “nlaay be

exhausting, as you say. But, Alfred, let me tell you, that
2

ca]hg%" for -whieh. one is intended is to him the easiest
:;lal}crl ; ag;;t;:g a ligugg. hMark has a natural inelination for
A would be hard for him to turn fr
- . O
so:x‘lethmg_ else for which he has little or no likingl”that °
‘ I;ut others before him have had to do the sam'.e ”
. es, {&lfred, but how has it ended? After Stl‘t.l 1 :
in ]ab.c>r1ng, and striving in vain to keep up wiﬂ?%hl:i%
ompantons; at middle age, with brok iri ‘
, ' en spiritg and h

;]11 crushed, they have sunk into the grave;p leavin beljipeci

them a som"owful verification' of the old proverb, thga..t ¢ 1;1
1s ({;}e ]Ijnan s food is another man’s poison.’ ” , .

ith the conceit which i :

age, Alfred doubted not h;;: r:lfitlii:;reigmuﬁles e e
e 4 : . make a sensible re-

ﬁe‘y‘; 1t121ade no dlﬁ"er:ence if he shot a little far of the mz;li
withon (11)04‘ sure to hit something, and aftera slight pause’
¢ Ma s}x; denly assumed dignity, he remarked : ’
other, you have taken a strange view of life: or to

. )

speak learnedly, like that philosopher of father’s school

1
t;zg;:e I?S);;lcf'dson; youblook upen learning for Mark through
ve of ambition, and all a '
and easy of attainment ; vo , b elane, ol shronen
you then turn the gl '
o ; ; you then, ¢ glass, and th .
& convex lens of disappointed hopes \'riew, for hi;lm::%lg
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trades ; and, as might be expected, every thing about them
appears small and miserably distorted.” _

The widow’s lips frembled, and tears gathered in her
eyes, ' : '

“ Alfred,” she said, in a mildly reproachful tone, “this is
not a comparison to make to me. Remember, T have for
the poor child the feelings of a mother, and cannot” bear to
see his whole life blighted.” : ‘

“Yes, mother, but you should not allow these feelings -

to overcome your better judgment. Iave you not, often
and often, heard of feeble corustitutions being irreparably
injured by hard study? and has it never occurred to you,

that, if they had been put to something else, it would have . f

been much better for them ¥’

“Alfred, T must answer your questions one at a time. Yes,
I have often heard of feeble constitutions being irreparably
injured by hard study-; but, then, it was where they had no
natural turre for such labor, and their friends, blind to this,
and regardiess of any feebleness, urged them on. Your
second question I will ‘answer by asking myself, would it
not have been better if they had been put to something
else—something for which they really had a talent?”

“Then, mother, you believe every one is endowed with
some particular gift#”’

“T do, Alfred, and every day’s experience, confirms that
belief.”” ' . ,

Alfred thought for some time; at length he spoke. !

“ We are poor now, and I don’t know as we shall ever

be better off, so Mark, I fear, will have to take his chance

with the rest of us.” '
The widow made no yeply. She felt he did not in the
least sympathize with Her. "In all the conversation he had
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:xpressed no desire to have Mark edneated : on the co
rary, seemed rather averse to it, She had n:ot vet direcr:,:

Iy asked his assistance. byt -
g ut, 'womanlil; .
sound his feelings on t};e su‘l,)ject; tn tee, bad tried first to

ed as to his generous co

brother arose before her,

it she could only get the means' i
eans herself,

she work : she would not ask his aids'el: i o rould

help him forward in the ,

all for himself. But ala ,

?

-operation in educating his feeblo
and would not be put down. A

Sad and disheartened, she glanced at littlo Mark - he

;v:shsitlli s1t.tmg on the floor with the volume spread out
P sw ;g)s,e one little arm was thrown protectingly around
hendi,no- ; Eyes were r,:iused to his as if not fully compre-

S all he was saying, while Ellen, in a partially re-

;11:161.!1%' fgsiti(ﬁn, leaned forward on one Land and arm, ‘and
Ing the other on 1t : ) ; y £
his face, n the open bage, gazed carnestly into

ark, in a very clear,
tone, exclaimed -

“Yes, Ellen, the f
’ lowers must h .
or they would nover grow.” ave storm and«sunshme,

£ N ]roe o 3
0, 1o, Mark’; it is the sun, and not, the black clonds

and naughty raj i )
beautifu]%’ ¥ rain, which makes the dear little flowers so

Ellen, no ; the seeds onee in the ground, the“storms

me, or the flowers would
sunshine would dry them 2] up never grow ; tog much

Immediately the w

ords,_, “the seeds onee in the ground;
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the storms must come, or the flowers wou]d never grow,”
rang in her ears. !

“Yes, yes,” she mentally exclaimed, “too much sun-
shine would surely dry them all up ; and may it not be the
same with human talents? have not the storms of adversﬂ:y'
unfolded many a brilliant genius, that under the enervating
sun of prosperity would have withered and died away?
May not the very poverty I deplore be the means of ex-
pauding little Mark’s talents ? May it not strengthen him
to contend bravely with every opposing difficulty, till, rising -
triumphant above them all, he will be able in after years
to look back upon these very trials, these very struggles
~ as the friendly aids to his happiness and success ¢ -

With a glad, joyous smile, she glanced at him. His
book was closed, and, weary with showing and explaining
its pictures to his sisters, he had leaned back with his head
against the wall ; his eyes were closed, and so deadly a pallor
had seftled on hl% countenance that he looked like seulp-
tured marble. A tear filled her eye, and the- hopeful
thoughts rushed back.

“ Poor child! poor child! Weak and feeble as he 1s, r/
how will he be able to contend with poverty? Sturdy
frames may bear and even be strengthened by the storms
of adversity, but fragile forms, like delicate plants, need
more careful rearing, fully to expand, and bring them to
maturity.,” Turning from Mark, she gazed on Alfred. IHis
cheek was resting on his hand, and he seemed lost in revery.
Surely he had greatly mended ; God did not forget them
in their darkest hours, and, remembering the past, could
she fear the future? No, the Father of the fatherless
would raise up meahs by which her feeble child might yet
be educated: And she was right; the God whom in sorrow

VIEWS OF GATHOLICITY. 45

and affliction she served so falthfully,
her, and already was a way
she dreamed not of,

The meal ready, she wheeled Alfred’s chair to the table,
seated her little ones around it, and, eulivened with cheer—
ful conversatlon they partook of thCII' humble repast,

looked down upon
opening for little Mark—a way
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CHAPTER IV.

ArTER a short call on Mrs, Starr, Agnes Hilton retorned -

home, and laying aside her smiles and gracious airs with
her cloak and bonnet, with a stately step she repaired’ to
the room of the sewing-girl. Martha heard the door open,
knew who was entering, but, from an undefinable dread of
encountering a pair of freezing eycs, she could not prevail
upon herself to raise her head. With a chilled feeling at
her heart, she sewed on. - Beautiful as a marble statue——a
statue from Phidias's hand, with life breathed into it—Agnes
stood before her, watching the rapid movements of her slen-
der fingers. “ Will she speak,” thought Martha, “ and if so,
will it be to commend, or find fault? What does she, the fa-
vored child of fortune, know of the headaches, sideaches, and
heartaches of the suffering poor? Did she ever commend
or speak one soothing word to them? Does she not fancy
herself raised infinitely above them, belonging to quite a
different order of beings in the great scale of creation?”
When Christ resolved the ten commandments into two, he
showed the whole duty of man consisted in loving the Lord
his God with his whole heart, and his neighbor as himself.
Martha felt the first part was easy enough to follow. How
could she help loving with all her heart the God from whom
she received every good—who was her father and her pro-
tector? But could she love her neighbor as herself? Could
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she love Agnes—Agnes, who treated her with contempt
merely beecause her Jot was cast among the poor—did 5[1)1(;
not already, in her heart, feel for her an antipathy which
was nearly akin to hate? Martha had been reared piousl

and such self-communings deeply pained her. Agnes s ol'{;’
and her words seemed to fall frozen on her ears : e

uld have that robe finished before

“1 expected you wo
now.” ’

“Tt will be done in a very short time.”
“How soon #”?

¢ In three or four hours.” :

13 .

you ig ;I;r:s itt);”four hours! Pray, how much more have

- “’That rose and all these leaves to work)’ The poor

gn:l’.s, ha:nd trembled violently as she pointed to them, and

a faint tinge overspread her face. ' B

“ And will it take you three or four hours to do that #’

T];ere was doubt and mockery in Agnes's voice, The ime
deepened on Martha’s check, as in a low, almost inaudible
tone she replied :

“ Miss Hilton, T cannot possibly do it sooner.”

. “Very well, T shall expect to see it in my room b‘;r that
time; let me not be disappointed,” and with a majestic
step she passed from the apartment. ,

“Could she love her#” again Martha asked herself, S‘];e
newly threaded her needle, carefully took the first stitch
and went on filling up with heavy work the traced leave’s:
no, s_he could not; she munst dislike her; she could no{
help’it. Father Joseph might say what he would: it was
very easy to preach, it was quite a different thing 1,30 prac-
tise. Martha sewed on. From Agnes her thoughts re -
verted to Mr. and Mrs, Hilton. How kind they had been
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 to her; how much theéy had done for her family, Oh! they
! were so good, she could easily love them, Faster flew her
hand, and more troubled became her brow; the words of
the blessed Saviour occurred to her: “If you love them
who love you, what thanks have you? for sinners love thoss
that love them. If you do good to them that do good to
you, what thanks have you? for sinners do this. . . . ...
But I say, love your enemies; do good to them that hate
you; bless them that curse you; and pray for them that
calumniate you . . . and your reward shall be very great,
and you shall.be the sons of the Most High; for he is kind
to the unthankful and to the evil. Be ye also metciful as
your Father is merciful”* Father Joseph had often re-

peated these words to her, and she had read from “The -

Reflections for Every Day in the Month,” translated from
the French of F. Bonhours, “That we must either Jove our

enemies or hate ourselves . . . that hatred is allowed hut .

"to devils; that it belongs to them alone; and that there is
not a more formal sign of reprobation,” The leaves were
now all finished, and she turned to the rose. As-there was
no shading, the delicate petals were to be nicely marked off.
Moving her seat nearer the window, and folding back the

Blind, she worked and thought on. If she could not love.

Agnes, she would, at least, not hate her; as Father Joseph
had kindly advised her, she would strive to act just as if she

did love her, and by-and-by that. feeling might come.

into her heart. She would never say the least disparaging
word against her ; she would ever speak respectfully of her;
~ she would even do more—she would pray for her. These
truly Christian resolutions quieted her consecience ;, the robe

*Luke, ¢, vi.: v. 32, 33, 27, 28, 35, and 36,
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was ﬁ:}ished at the appointed time, and, with a serene coun-
tfanance, she carried it to Agnes’s room. A gldw of satisfac-
tion passed over Agnes’s face as she raised her eves from
ker drawing, and glanced over the garment. o

S You may lay it on the table,” she said.

“Do you wish me to commence your scarf now ?” Mar-
tha asked. -

113 it 3
homil";; not to-day; it is Saturday, and you intend going

“Yes.”

.“ Very well; if mother has nothing for you to do Srou
m1g'ht as well go now as in the evening. I suppose yo:1 are
anxious to see your sick brother,”

Martha did not expect so much consideration from her
and she thought of her resolution. Yes, she might get t(;
love h.er. . She was so very beautiful, that, if she \Lrvould only
be a little more gracious, it would not be so hard after all,

TH.car thoughts seemed to show forth in hér conntenance, for
W‘lth the first good-natared smile she had ever regarded, hel,'
with, Agnes remarked :

“I'am not quite sq terrible as you think me. T am glad
your brother is so much better, and I hope he y
be entirely well.” '

,:; Thank you, thank you, Miss lilton,”
gnes again placed her eyes on her drawing, and M
artha
at once proceeded to Mrs. Hilton’s room. s e
] 3 :
‘VZeli, Martha,” said Mrs. Hilton, in her .kind, friendly
Wa}:, ‘I suppose you rejoice that it is Saturday 2
“I shall be glad to see mother and Alfred.”
“ And the little ones #?

.“Yes, Mrs. Hilton ; T have come to see if
thing for me to do.”.
3

may soon

EY

you have apy
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# Yon have finished the robe #?
¢ Yes, it 1s done.” |
. The,n I have nothing just at present. M.onds.ty you (1:1311‘
mence Agnes’s scarf, or rearrange the trimming on er
com gnes hOr -
dress.” - . \ |
“The purple silk? . i}
“Yes I:;lu-‘;l‘)d_oes not likte the ruching to run horizontal,
¥ N 5 2” - .
“Iow does she want it put on? |
“That she will tell you herself on Mor}day. . I ha;‘dli
know. I think she said something about ils being se (];
£ th.e waist, and coming down in a graceful fall to the
:;ottom of the skirt, But you have not been to lunch,
Martha !” ‘ ,
i ton. e :
“I do not care for it, Mrs, Hi . ‘
“But you must have. it before starting, so gg back ‘tg
your room and it shall be immediately sent you.
3

Martha, knowing it would pain the kind Mrs. Hilton to

refuse it, returned to her room., The hmch. over, as is-he
was putt,ing on her shawl and bonnet, Mrs. Hilton came in,
i ket in her hand. ‘
caff}ﬁzgeal\lﬁ)[ziiga,” she said, “you must take this to :hde
’ 2 ink, one of them rcaste
1 j and of the apples, Ithlri ; one
iﬁﬁ&aﬁm Alfred. The cordial he is to take as he
he other.” _ '1"
tO?‘k ()th]eMrs. Hiltos, how kind, how tho.ughtful, you are |
“ Thgnk nothing of it, Martha. It is a great pleasure
for me to send them.” Mrs. Hilton followed hc-l: to the
dooor and extended her hand to her., Martha hesitated a

moment, then, laying her basket on the floor, she threw her
b

i “cheek.
ind her neck, and kissed her ¢ .
MI?‘SIa::;’t help it,” ,she sobbed, “I can’t help it. Yon
have been so good, so kind I |

- rich chestnut locks

= Mrs, Clement arose and walked to

bave been to lunch.” '

eat,”
Ple

and

they w
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“God bless you, Martha I gaid Mus.
moisture from her eyes.
Once in the street, wit

Hilton, wiping the

h rapid wa]kit{g she so0n reached
home. The family were again gathered aroung their mid-

day meal, Laying her basket on a chair, she soon removed
her out-door wrappings, and took a seat beside Alfred,

“Oh, mother ! Oh, Alfred 1” ghe exclaimed, resting her
elbows on the table,

* ‘In all the wide world there’s no place Jike home,??

“That’s a good girl, Martha!” gaiq Alfred, his eyes
beaming with affection, it shows how much you love us
all,” S

“Love you all, Alfred, you don’t know, and I can’t tell,
how much T love you all, and not the | :

brother,”” She reached

from his pure white forehead ang
tenderly kissed iy, A flush of happiness irradiateq his
face.

“ Martha,” he exclaimed, «
sister I”

kings might envy me such a

the cupboard,

“Mother,” said Martha, “you need. not bring a plate, I

“No, T could not drink a drop,” -
“ Do, Martha, just to be sociable,” entreateq Alfred,
“ Well, then, mother, yog may bring a cup, but T cannot

“But you will take 4 cup of tea 2

asant conversation enlivened

ara came in for their dye gp
ondered to themselyes why

the meal; Mark, Ellen,
are of notice, and much
the little room always




52 4 AGNES ; OR,

looked brighter and pleasanter when Martha came home.
‘When they had finished their dinner; she gave each of them
a rosy-cheeked apple from the basket. She then put away
the cookies and crackers, and, unrolling a package, turned
to her mother and said, .
« See, some more cordial for Alfred. Mrs, Hilton said he
was to take it as he took the other.” ‘
“God bless her!” fervently ejaculated the widow, her
eyes filling, “ how much we owe her " :
«Owe her, mother ! She is the best woman in the world!
How disappointed I was in her !’
“ How, Martha?”
« Wait, Alfred, till T wash the dishes, and then I will tell
you.” :
The widow seated herself at the window and resumed
her sewing. Martha went to clearing away the dishes,
neatly placing them on the eupboard shelves, and tidily ar-
" ranging the room. Alfred watched her movements, as with
a light step she glided round, her pale face looking so
happy because she knew her presence made those so dear
to her happy too; he conld not see all this without think-
ing of the old home in Stanton. *Twas just the same there,
Martha was the very light of it; he remembered how lonely
it looked a weck that she was away visiting, and how glad
they all were when the weekeended, and she was at home

-

-

thing around her, In his heart he believed there was not
such another sister in the wide world, but perhaps all
brothers think the same. At iast she got through, and it
was really pleasing to notice the additional air of comfort
.and neatness she had thrown around the room. The stove
jooked all the brighter for her hand having been over it,

again, langhing and talking, and having a care for every
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the chairs were placed tidily back, the pillows shaken up
and made to look fuller and rounder, the pl'ayrer-b,ooks and
other volumes on the mantelpiece were carefully dusted,
and the curtains were looped back so as to fall in the most

_ graceful folds possible, to the floor. Picking up little Clara,-
who had fallen asleep, and laying her on the bed, she dre*n'«“t
up het chair to the fire, and, with Ellen on her lap, was
then all ready to tell wherein she had been so greatlj; dis.
appointed in Mrs, Hilton.

“You see,” she said, directing her eyes to Alfred, and
sha’ding with one hand the full glare of the fire from E;len’s
cheek, and with the other smoothing down her soft brown

‘ha.ir, “when I first went to the Hiltons’, I thought Murs.
Hilton a cold, proud woman; she walked about from room
to room of her clegant home, with a calm, statue like in-
difference ; her voice was a lifeless monotone, and her pale '
countenance had an inward look about it, as if, with the ex-
ception of Mr. Hilton and Miss Agnes, she never cared to
converse with any one but her own thoughts. Her remarks
to ‘her friends, which I oceasionally heard, were made in
the same unvaried tone in which she delivered her orders
to her servants, She seemed as lifeless and unsympathizing
as a marble statne ;- I did not like her at all, and felt a chiﬁ
crecp over me every time she came into the room in which
Isewed. Whenover I was obliged to reply to any of her
few remarks, my words would all leave me, and I could
only stammer out a jumble of sounds perfectly unintelligi-
b.le. One day she came in, and, after giving some diree-
tions about the making of a morning robe, she looked at
my black dress, and laying her hand on my arm, in a voice
low?r than usual, sald, ‘ Martha, you have lost a friend ¥
I tried to speak, and after one or two attempts, made out
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to say, ‘father.” t Poor child ! poor child I’ she exclaimed,
with more feeling than I thoaght her capable of, then tak-
ing my hand, gently pressed it, and secmed about to ask
some question concerning him, when, saddenly dropping 1t
without a word, she turned and walked out of the room.*

How relieved I felt when she was gone! I could breathe -

free once more, and though sad thoughts of father’s sick-
ness and death came over me, they were easier to bear than
her presence.” ‘ :

"« Oh, Martha |7 exclaimed her mother, pausing a moment
in her work. ‘

“ Just so, mother, I felt her presence would freeze me;
it was like being in an ice-house to be near her. The day
after you were taken down, Alfred, with the fever, being
Sunday, I was with you; the vext day, with a heavy heart,
I went back and sewed on, as if T had no brother lying in
pain’ and anguish at home, How my heart ached; it
scemed a cord was around it, squeezing it tighter and
tighter. I longed to be alone, that I might have a good
ery, it would have done me so much good, but-Julia Reed
came early to my room.” :

“Who is Julia Reed, Martha 8”

“« Qhe is one that docs the chamber work, Getting;‘

through with her dusting and sweeping earlier than usial,
she obtained permission to spend the rest of the day with
me. She brought her sewing, and congratnlated herself
on having a fine time. Poor girl! I little felt like contrih-
uting to her enjoyment. I could. not bring myself to talk
lest my great grief should come out; ior I feared, if the
family should hear of my brother’s being sick of a fever, I

should lose my place, and then what would have become -

of us all?’ , :
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“ Martha, you had more prudence than 1. I shonld not
have thought of that.” %

““ Ah, but, Alfred, you are not as old as I.”” She leaned
back in her chair, and allowed Ellen, whose eyes had be-
come heavy with sleep, to pillow her head on her arm,
while she glanced at her brother in a kind, patronizing,
manner, as if she fully realized how far superior in wisdom
and experience a girl of eighteen is to & boy of sixteen,
And then she thought of the time when carth scemed one
great ba-zaal‘, where men and women, like grown-up chil-
dren, enjoyed themselves without restraint. It was only
as yesterday since she awoke from all the joyous dreams of

‘childhood, to the sad, stern realities of life. But two

years had elapsed since her father held a prominent posi-
tion in the loved village of Stanton, as head teacher in the
pleasant. ttle brick acaderny. Not yet three years had
passed since she was chosen May Queen, and on her little
throne, under a flowery canopy, crowned with a floral
?w"ea,th,. had received the homage of her youthful squeéts
joined in their choral hymn, and danced with them around,
the’glorious May-pole.  Alas, what sad chanees since then !
Her father, so learned, so very learned, that ii? was myster';
to he:r ho‘w or where he had gained all his infomt%tion ; 50
firm in his religion. so patient and forbearing to his pui)ils
80 respected by all—had drunk the bitter cup of sorrow and’
away from friends, in a strange place, unknown ai;d ixl
pov.erty, had gone down to the silent tomb, leaving his
family—his little ones—all desolate and lone. The voice 0} '
hef‘ brother recalled her from her painful musings.

. Martha, why did you stop? Why don't you go on ¥

Sure enough!” she exclaimed, repressing a sob, and

dashing awagy a tear; “ where was I1%” T
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“«You were saying you feared to have the family know
I had the fever, and that Julia Reed came to pass the day
with you.” ‘ '

“ Oh yes; well, that was a long, long day. Julia intro-
duced one subject after’ amother, and 1 had the greatest
difficnlty in keeping my mind sufficiently on what she was
saying to answer ‘yes' or ¢no’ straight, Vortunately, be-
ing a great talker herself, she did not notice my abstraction.
How relieved T felt when she left me in the evening ! The
next day was drearier still, and so of each day, till, before
Saturday came round, I was about sick with fears and
anxieties. Sometimes I would think, to comfort myself,
that you eould not be dead, for mother would have come
to tell me; then the fear that you had died, and mother
had been stricken down too, would almost make my brain
whirl with snguish. Trying to shut out the sickening

thought, I would say to myself: *if Alfred died, and mother

is sick too, little Mark 1s so intelligent, he’ knows where 1
am, and he would surely come for me.” At last, Saturday
again came round. I hurried so with my sewing, that by

three o'clock T got throngh, ready to come home. Before

starting, I went into Mrs. Hilton’s room for my week’s
wages. She looked at me steadily for a moment, and I
was afraid she was going to ask if any thing was the matter;
but no, without a word she opened her porte-monuaie and
handed me the money. Onuce in the street, walk as fast
as T would, it seemed T could never reach home ; the dis-
tance appeared to stretch on before me; I longed to have
wings to fly; ‘are they all dead ¥ T asked myself, and,
heedless of the wild stare of the ever-shifting throng of the
“gtreet, my hurried walk deepened into a run.  DBreathless,
I reached the door, and heard meother’s voice striving to
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quiet yqvlll in your wild deliriom, and oh, Alfred ! how wild
my own heart felt ] M - )
I first came in other, you know how [ acted:when

The widow wiped & tear from | ‘
rer i
ward, breathed a silent prayer. 0}’6, "o glanciog up-
“Well, I stayed over Sunday agai )
, ; v again, and on Monday went
})a{g{. to my sewing., Mrs. Hilton met me in the p{;ssa:e
.ez, ing t;) my rtzlom; taking my hand; she looked calmCI,y
wto my face, and said: ¢ Martha are i
; d: , you are in trouble ; wil
you not tell me what it is ¥ I felt, in spite of all my ;ﬂ'::t;
;c]o appear ur'zdlsturbe_d, that the tears were again coming;
fastlly brushing them away, I glanced at her pale caI%n,
ace, and, maddened at the thought that she should be so
zlnmloved when I was so very, very wretched, I snatched
my 1and from her, yushed into my room, buried my face
;(r)lrmy a};ro,_n, :e:inc; wept till I thought my heart would breal -
my tears did not relieve me, the feel
. » they only made me feel
worse, When I looked up, she was sitting beside mzc'
;-

when she came in I know not. * Ob, Martha, poor Martha,”
]

:she said, kindly laying her hand on my head, and smooth
;n% éii;(l)wn my fuﬂied hair, ¢all your grieving will never re:
ns; ! el:; t(]i(;id'l tA&gaifll: I glanced at her, and this‘ time
: » instead of a calm, unfeeling face, there wer
the lines of decp suffering traced all over it; an’d inste;r]e:;'

cold, freczing eyes, they were mild, faded gray,

and compassion, full of pity

Immediately my hea
: : : rt warmed t
“ Oh, Mrs. Hilton,’ I exclaimed, ¢ pardon my rudoness ’ }}_;5)11‘1.

fem},'t dknow. how wretched I am!" ¢ My. poor child, she

t}]gtleit’ a\%am Eagmg my hand, and dwelling on the tho’ught
: as father’s death cansed m 8, ¢

s 1z ¥y ftears, ‘my - Y

child, God in merey calls our friends.’ Ilool’{ed 131)?1?1?;

: ]JGI' face, a oreat .
o great pallor had spread over it, and tears were

F
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standing i her eyes. ‘Look ab these lines, Martha,’ she
said, pointing to the many wrinkles on her lofty brow;
¢they were placed there, not by the hand of time, but by
<inful and unhallowed grief? Then she went on to tell me
how other children, besides Agnes, had once gathered round
" her bome, and called her ¢ mother'—how beautiful and faix
 they were—how, with Agnes, they formed a family group
that any mother might be proud of—how she was proud
of them, and thought of nothing else, and, then, how sick-
ness, in the form of a malignant fever, came among them,
and, before disease had time to mar their beauty, how
Death set his seal upon them, and bore them away—all
but Agnes. ¢Yes, yos,’ she exclaimed, while the warm
tears from her eyes fell upon my hand, ¢ when 1 gazed on
my little Rosic, the youngest of the band, dressed in her
snowy robes, the golden curls brushed from off her snowy
brow, her cherub face pale asthe statue of innocence, and
her tiny hands crossed over her little breast, I forgot every
thing but my sad bereavement; my noble Arthur, and
gentle Mary, and now my beautiful Rosie——all, all gone!
none but Agnes left? And youn loved Agnes so much,
and was so grateful she was spared,’ I véntured to remark.
Shading her eyes with her pale hand, she teplied, ¢ No,
Martha, no; strange as it may appear, I no longer dared
to love her as I once loved her/ And then she went on
to tell me, that, while she feared to pour out the wealth of
her affection on this last remaining one, lest she, too,
might be taken from her, a feeling of wicked sore rebellion
against the wisdom and justice of God constantly filled her
heart. She felt, becanse she loved them so dearly, that
they had been called away—and should a mother be
punished for the love she bears her children? was a ques-
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tion that arose a thonsand times before her.  Stern. b
thoughts took possession of her mind. Mr. ilto rr;;" %
console her, but she turned a deaf ear to . ot
w_ords; even Agnes's little zets of endea
d.1v?1-t her from her grief. One day she said sh
sitting by a window, saw Agnes enter the ard(fne s
rapidly frmfl bed to bed, cull a flower here 2§ld a fi vor
there, forming what she well kncw was intended as %“’er
quet for her poor, sad mother. Al the affection :f IO‘J"
heart went out to her, and she inwardly resolved that ds 1:}2
should never separate them, Terrified at the ras]‘mej a f
he[: resolution—for it scemed to her a tempting Deat;f :;
:(I)e:;r: 1(1;1’ lazlst darling—she hurriedly passed into her own
. , close ‘the doori and, kneeling down, tried to pray.
'drom that .day her mind constantly dwelt on her buried
:) ols,’ not in the close, dark grave, but in their brieht
. cautlful‘home. Gradually a feeling of gratitude minale(i
in her grief; ere sin, or .care, or sorrow had in the li t
clouded their spirits, they had been removed to a horise

all his soothing |
rment failed to

.all glorious and happy, ¢Oh, Martha ' she exclaimed, ¢ the

lmockmg qugstion—Should a mother be punished for the
ove she bears her children “—was answered, Notin punish |
ment to me, but in merey to them, had they been called

?

* and not love, but selfish idolatry had I bornethem. Love

15 all disinterested, avd my affection was all selfish. I pre
ferred my own happiness to theirs ; 1 wished the-m bzfck-
?Ofﬁie})eca}lse I could I’nake them happier, but because I Wa;
. %r without them.” She paused, and as Ilooked into her
tace 1 wondered T had ever thought her proud and urifeel-
g5 Instead of a cold, passionless countenance, there was a |
sweet Madonna expresssion indelibly stamped upon it. T

unro sewine ; ing
lled my sewing ; gently taking it from me, she resumed :
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¢ Azriel, dark and gloomy no longer, hovered round my
home; Ifelt a heavenly Father's love shielding and pro-
tecting us, aud I longed to know more of him;’ and then
she went on to tell me how she turned from the gloomy
tesets in which she had been reared, to the reading of
Catholic works; how her mind expanded; how she learned
to bury the selfishness of her sorrow, and feel for those
who had been spared. In fine, how she was led on to the
possession of the greatest gift God can give to man—the
possession of the True Faith; ‘and now you see, Martha,’
she added, ¢the loss of my children was the way God
‘chose to reveal himself to me. Had they been left, I
would have centred my thoughts on earth,and never once
raised them to heaven. In a thousand ways our Heavenly
Father draws the hearts of his children to him, Sorrow is
the ministering angel that leads many to God that other-
wise would never knowhim.” And then she said she knew
I was astonished that she would open a chapter of her life
to me, but she saw T was in sorrow, and wished to com=
fort me. ‘I have given you my confidence,” she said, ¢ will

ou not now give me vours? T was taken by surprise; I
53 3 y surprise ]

wished to speak of your sickness, and yet I dared not ; for
I know, by sad experience, however strong we may consider
ourselves, a little thing often sweeps away our good resolu-
tions, as fall wind sweeps away the dry leaves. She had
said 1t was a fever of which her children died; and might
not the very mention of the word fever cause her heart to
thrill with terror #” J
“ Martha, how could you feel so, after all she said ¢

- #1 don’t know, Alfred; but the one great fear that T

might lose my place, and, then, what would become of us

all, made me blind to every thing else.  Youn know mother .
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depended entirely on my wages to get you your necessaries;
bearing this in mind, I preferred to have her think it was
altogether father's death which caused my grief.”

" “Poverty has its mercies as well as its sorrows,” said
"Mrs. Clement, looking up from ler sewing; “ the toils and
cares arising from our poverty often made me forget for
a while the great loss we had snstained, and the anguish
was so great when I did think of it, that if T had had
nothing else to occupy my mind 1 should have been
crazy.” -

“ How true your remark, mother! But, Martha, go on;
what did you say to Mrs. Hilton ¥’ -

“ Well, I told her of father’s death; how he had been
ailing for years, and how at last he died of, what the doctors
call, quick consumption. But I did not say one word of
our great poverty, or where we lived, or that father had ever
been a teacher, or that we were strangers in the city. No,
no, I could not—1 could not.”

¢ Martha, you were always p.oond)?

“ No, Alfred, it was not pride; but the same fear which
prevented my telling of your sickness. , If she had heard
all this, she would have searched us out, and then ”

¢ And then,” said Alfredy quickly interrupting her, * with
her benevolent heart, instead of dismissing you, would
have helped us all. Martha, Martha, it was pride.”

“TPride, Alfred, pride! mno, you are mistaken. Think
you it would have been no gratification to me to have fold
what a great scholar father was, how much respected by all
who knew him, what a happy home we had, and how little
we once thought that any of us would ever have to go out to

-service? O, Alfred! Alfred! there might have been pride
in telling all that, but not in the frenzied fear that kept me
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silent on the subject.” Tears gathered in her eyes, and her
voice grew tremulous.

“ Martha, I did not mean to reproach you, I did not, T
am your brother; don’t mind what I said! Never was a
kinder, truer sister |” )

“1 don't, Alfred, I don’t. I was not even thinking of
your words when the tears came, but only of Stanton and

those dark days, and the contrast was more than I could
bear.” |

“God’s holy will' be done,” reverently said little Mark,
who had been an unobserved, but attentive listener.

“Yes, little Mark,” rejoined Alfred, *and Martha must
say sg too.”

“I do say so, Alfred. Surely I do. When we cannot
sec the whys and whetefores of things transpiring around
us we are not to murmur against the providence of God,
and distrust the fatherly care he hath over us, Dark and
threatening may be the present hour, and the next filled
with the fruition of Iope’s fairest promises.”

Little Mark came up to her, and laying one hand lovingly
on her arm, with the other brushed the sunny enrls from
his brow. -

“ Martha,” he said, his large earnest eyes looking directly
into hers, “ do you-always feel so ¥’

A faint flosh suffused her cheek. ¢ Mark, you are a
strange child I” she said. .

“ But tell me, Martha, do you #” _

- % Alas, Mark, not always. Before I know it, many and
many a time fears and cares so fill my heart, that, bowed
down and oppressed, I scarcely know what to do. Then
some little prayer, the remembrance of some holy picture,
or the echo of some of the plaintive soulstirring melodies
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of the church will come stealing through my mind, and pres-

ently I recollect what T must do.”

“ What is that, Martha ¢’

“ Seck assist®nee from (God, and resign myself to his
holy will,”

A bright light broke over his face. ¢ Oh, mother,” he
said, “ I am so glad to hear it! And now one more ques-

tion, did you ever before that day”-—rveferring to the day
oun which his mother had her interview with Mrs, Hilton—
“speak of Alfred’s sickness

“Yes, once I casually mentioned that he was not well,

and from that she always inguired kindly after him.”
“She is gool; she Aus a kind heart,” he said emphatiec-

ally, and seated himself on the little stool at Alfred’s feot.
“ Alfred, you look weary. Iam afraid you are sitting up
too long ¥’

 Perhaps I am. I do feel a little tired.”

“Well, wait till I lay this child on the bed, and then I
will help you to yours.”

Little Ellen was laid beside her sister, then, disengaging
the blanket from him, Martha helped him to arise.

% There now, I can walk alone.” He smiled ; she thonght
his smile wore a shade of sadness.

“ T was thinking,” he weariedly said, in reply to her mute
question, as she smoothed the bed-clothes around him, “ how
weak and helpless I have been. Even more weak and help-
less than little Clara.”

«1s that all?’ she exclaimed in 2 cheerful tone, while
she stooped and kissed his pale brow, ¢ is that all, Alfred?
‘Why, in a few weeks you will be as well as ever! How
much stronger you are than you were last week! Yon are

* tired now, but go to sleep, and when you awake I will have
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you a unice roast apple and a cup of refreshing tea.”” She
enforced her command with another kiss, and was turning
away, when he caught her hand.

“Get your chair, Martha, and sit down Mere, I want you
to tell me all about Miss Agnes. I love to hear every thing
of the family, they bave been so kind.”

A change came over Martha’s countenance. Her pale
hand went up to her forehead, as if to drive away some
disagreeable thought. Miss Agnes ! how little the invalid
boy dreamed of her pride and haughtiness to his loved

sister ; but she had never spoken of it, and far be it from

her to mention it now. Her brother noticed her silence.

“Don’t you like her? Is she not kind to you?’ he
asked, in a low confidential tone. A gentle smile played
over Martha's face.

“Miss Agnes,” she replied,in a mild, equable voice, “could
take after ncither father nor mother without possessing a
kind heart; and to-day she told me she was glad you were
so much better, and she hoped you would soon be entirely
well.”

“Did she say that? Did she say she hoped I would
soon be entirely well

“Yes, Alfred ; she did.” /

“ And now do, Martha, tell me all about her. I am more
anxious than ever to know.”

“No, no, Alfred. 1 have already talked too much, and you
are tired.”

“ Well, just one word : is she pleasant and agreeable in
her manner, like her father#”

“ In person she resembles him more than her mother ”

“ But that don’s answer me, Marthia, Is she proud and
disdainful, or humble and unassuming—like him #”
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“Bhe is very beautiful, Alfred, very talented, and to her
friends warmly attached. She is not one of the giddy
butterflies of fashion, but seems utterly to despise the hollow-
heartedness of so-called fashionable life. If one is to be
Judged by their friends, you would sarely pronounce her a
very amiable, discreet, and sensibleperson, for such they are.”

“Jam glad to hear it, Martha. For your sake, I am glad
to hear it.” :

“ And now, Alfred, try to go to sleep! You are tired,
and need rest.” ‘

She left his bedside, and busied herself about the house
but, percelving the eyes of her invalid brother followed her
every movement, she sat down, and, opening little Mark’s
book, soon had the satisfaction of seeing him in a peaceful
slumber,

Reflection on the duties of her religion taught her to
avoid the sin of detraction. To her mother and Alfred
she might have told her grieved feelings without fear that
her confidence would have been misplaced—and it cannot
be denied but it would have given her great satisfaction
just to have breathed to them how much she really did
dislike her. But «a watch was before hér mouth; and a
door round about her lips.” ‘

Worldly prudence and foresight would have whispered :

“You may tell them—your brother and mother—and fear

no after-consequence. They are your true friends; your
welfare is’ their welfare; your interest their interest.”.
Listening to suchicounsel, she would have told them all, and
the after-fate of the whole family would have been ruined
by it. Not many months had passed till she herself was
sensible of this, and rejoiced that she had been restrained,
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CHAPTER V.

Me. Hivrox was seated in his counting—rooin, examining
and arranging papers, when the door opened, and a clerk
announced Father Joseph.

“8Show him in, show him in. I am all throngh now—
but, James,” he called the clerk back, “you cast up the
account I handed you.”

“Yes, sir.’

¢« Well, here are some more papers. You are to look
them over to-day.”

Father Joseph soon inade his appe'u ance ; he was rather
in years, with a kind, benevolent conntenance Mr. Hilton
advanced and warmly shook his hand.

“Good morning, Father Joseph, good morning! A
bright sky overhead, but, nevertheless, a bitter coid day!
Let me draw this arm-chair nearer the fire.”

He wheeled up a large office chair,  Father Joseph sank
jnto it: the weather, and, after that, the rise and fall of
stocks was fully discussed. All through, the good priest’s
countenance wore a puzzled expression; it seemed there
was something he wished to say, but searcely knew how to
introduce it. * Come, Father,”said My, Hilton, perceiving his

- eubarrassment, “ there’s something on your mind j ont with
it. Is it to head another subscription list? or has some
poor family been burned out or froze to death? Which#”

“ Not either,” replied Father Joseph, with a smile.
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“ My penetration is for once in fault. Then say, Father,
what is it ?’

“T have called, Mr, Hilton, to see you about the Clement
family,”

* What, the widow Clement, that lately lost her husband,
and whose son has been so sick ¥

“ The very same.”

“Did you know Mr, Clement, I'ather ¢

“Only from the time he came to reside in the city, but

" he scemed always to have been a miost exemplary Chris-

tian.”

“I hear from Alfred that he was well educated and re-
fined.”

“Yes, Mr. Hilton, he was a thorough scholar; teaching
was his vocation.”

“And I have an idea, Fathe1 that he was proud and
senmtwe and but illy able to struggle with difficulties and
rise above them,”

“He was very feeble, Mr. Hilton, from the first time I
saw him. Sorrows-and disappointments crowded fast upon
him, and he sank under them. But, if one blest with an
iron constitution can easily ride the storms of adversity,
tis lanlle. to expect one whose strength -is all shattered to

~do the same.”

“Very true, Father, very true.” _

After a brief pause, Father Joseph resumed: “On the
death of Mr. Clement, Martha obtaining a situation in your
family, and Alfred contmumrr in Mr. Simonds’s store, 1
thought they might get along quite comfortably. About
this time I was called to visit my sick sister; I went, stayed
with her till she died, attended her funeral, and immediately
returned home, The Sunday after, I noticed none of the
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family attended Mass, and, as soon as I could, I ealled on
them. Oh, how wretched they had been, and Alfred, how
sick! But you had been there, Mr. Hilton, and with tears
in her eyes, the widow told me all your and Mrs. Hilton's
kindness to them.”

“ Out of the abundance with which God has blessed me,
Father, it was nothing, a mere nothing.”

“ Would, Mr. Hilton, that all the rich felt so! then we
should hear less complaining of the importunities of the
poor! But you have not seen Mrs. Clement herself,” he
observed, rather than asked.

# No, Father; she happened to be out every time I have

ealled.” : _ )

%80 she told me. She says she has wished much to see
you, but felt she could not.”

“ Why, Father, why should she wish to see me, and yet
shrink from meeting me ¢’

“She was right. She said you had forgotten her; but,
now I will tell you.” Ile laid his hand on Mr. Hilton's
knee, and spoke in his slow, carnest manner. His words
had a strange effect on his listener; at first a vagune, won-
dering expression rested on his countenance; then, wildly
starting qup, he exclaimed :

“My God! my God! can it be possible? Oh, Father!

Father! how has she suffered! Why didn’t she come to

me? Why didn't she let me know ¥’

“T have given you her reason,” mildly replied the priest.

“Qh, the past! the past! and is it thus we meet?” Ile
arose, and excitedly paced the room, At length, becoming
more calm, he resumed his seat.

¢ Father,” he said, “ painful memories have been stirred—
painful, painful.” o '
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“Not.as painful to you as to her.” ,

“I don’t know, Father. That fatal step, how much
wretchedness has it caused! This very day I must see her;
must hear from her own lips all you yourself have told
me.” : _

“ The tale wrung tears from her eyes, Mr. Hilton; do not
ask her to repeat it.”

“ But, Father, I cannot see her without referring to it,
and, referring to it, I shall have to go over it all.”

“ And, notwithstanding my fears, Mr. Hilton, it may re-_
lieve her poor heart. Pray God it may!” Taking his hat,
he arose. ‘ | :

“ Not so soon, Father,”

“Yes, Mr. Hilton. It is only three days till Christmas,
and, as you may suppose, I have a busy time of it.”
Father Joseph took his departure.

The afternoon of the next day, Mr. Hilton sat alone in
his library; his elbow rested on the arm of his chair, and

. his head leaned on his open palm, He was buried decp in

thought, and the knit'brow and firmly compressed lips
gave to his usually mild countenance a stern expression.
He had been reviewing the past, and sorrows, that had once
stung him to the heart, now rose phantom-like before him,
He struggled to break from them, but they rushed faster
upon him. Suppressing a groan, he raised his hand and
swept the heavy locks from his hot brow.

“My God!” he exclaimed, “can 1 not even now go back
to those days without feeling ari unmanly weakness coming -
over me?” Ilec arose, and crossing his hands behind him,
with bowed head, slowly walked up and down the room,
For some time he continued his walk; gradually the dark
scenes passed away, and pleasant faces that had gathered
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around him in the morning of life, lighting by kind voices
and gentle ministrations the loneliness of a bereaved heart,
rose before him. Not a wrinkle appeared on their brows,
not a white hair mingled in their locks; as they appeared
in the olden time, 6 now they smiled upon him from the
picture gallery of the pash

He counted ‘the years that had ﬁed and as he glanced
at the garnered memories of each, tears filled his eyes.
ow often had he longed to hear once more the voices
that had cheered and encouraged him on; but they had
been strangely, suddenly hushed, and a mystery he could
not unravel had hung around their silence—had hung, I
say, for since his interview with Father J oseph, the mys-
tery in part had been unveiled. ’Tis not my purpose here
to tell his past; suffice it to say, that the poor widow
Clement held a deep claim on the wealthy merchant—a

‘claim he shrank not from, but conscientiously strove to

mect. e ran over in his mind a thousand projects how

he might, without wounding their sensitive natures, place

them in circumstances which would be more suitable to
the refinements of their manners, and more in unison with
their former way of living. = He had called on Mrs. Clem-
ent, and after a long conversation with her had delicately
broached the subject. With moistened eyes she thanked
him for his kindness, but, with a firmness that Hoth pained
and surprised him, refused to have Martha change her
present humble station in his family, and, as soon as Alfred
got able, insisted on his being allowed to resume his place
in Mr. Simonds’s store. As to Ellen and Clara, as long as
she was blessed with health they could get along very well;
but, while a faint flush suffused her pale cheeks, and even
spread over her deeply lined brow, she spoke of Mark,

§
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and the education they had intended giving him. Anxious
to do something for the family, he at once offered to
educate him ; nay, more, the few times he had called on
thern, Mark had greatly interested him, and now, in the
impulse of the moment he offered to adopt him. The first
offer Mrs. Clement joyfully accepted, and, after a short

‘pause, she also accepted the second. She knew, in his

fine home, away from the drudgery of the schools, he could
do much to advance her feeble child, and, with all 2 mother’s
fond love, she determined fo resign him. Mark was the
pride of them all, and to let him go, would be a bitter
sacrifice ; but she kmnew, too, that their love was greater
than their pride, and, all unselfish as real love ever is, would
not stand in.the way of his good fortune.

Mr. Hilton, pleased with her ready acceptance of his
offer, afier some farther conversation, left her, and returned
to his countivg-room. The remainder of the day, the
thought that the dear child was soon to become a member
of his family, filled his heart with a wondrous feeling of
satisfaction. A smile played round his features, and a
light rested in his eyes. But now, alone in his library, he
fears that he has been prec1p1tate Was it right to offer to_
adopt a child without first consulting his w1fe ¢ would she
be able to take the care of him? He knew she was one
that, however feeble, could never resign to hirelings the
forming and mouldmtr of histender mind. He folt ashamed to
go back of his offer ; but could he not tell the widow, that,
on reflection, he thought it would be better for Mark to re-
main at home with her, under the care of a kind and com-.
petent tutor, till he would become of an age to be placed in
college? Yes, that is what he would do. He resamed his
seat, and, opening his desk, took out some papers; one
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sheet was partly written over; taking a pen, he quickly
filled it out. and then placed them all back again. A.Vexed
and worried expression rested on his face. The widow’s
firmness in refusing to have Martha change her humble
station in his family exceedingly annoyed him. If he
strongly insisted, he knew her of old, and could eas.ily fore-
see the consequence; she would take her home, and in some
other family find her the same situation. If Mart.hz.}, must
be out to service, he preferred to have her under his own
roof, where he would be sure of her meeting 'kindness and
sympathy. Poor child! how grievously might not. her
sensitive nature be wounded by the vain, thqughtless
children of wealth, and how deeply her mother's obstinacy
in this respect pained him! What would Agnes, with all
her pride, say to having an adopted brother, supposing Mrs.
Hilton agreed to his proposals—brother to their seamstress,
she in the house at the same time? Ah | he knew it would
sorely mortify her. But why should it mortify her Wh:'y
should not the fact of his sister’s honorably and industri-
ously earning her support rather excite her admiration?
Martha was very intelligent ; Mark not only very beantiful,
but more than commonly gifted ; why should she feel her-
self above them? Them, above all others! Them! them!

¢ Oh, she must know the past, it must be told to her, but

not now, not now !"” he exclaimed, wiping the perspiration
from his forehead ; and hastily turning from a subject ex-
tremely painful to him, he thought of her engagement with
Walter Starr. How unlike they were! Walter with his
bright laughing eye, and frank open countenance—Agnes
with her cold, haughty bearing, and unyielding willl How
would they agree ! Walter only looked upon her surpass-
ing loveliness, and touching kindness to her few privileged

%
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friends, and kLe hoped to possess that loveliness, and be
the constant recipient of that kindness. Just so we have
seen marriages made: only the pleasant traits in each
otber’s characters have been studied ; the darker shades have
been passed over—left to be conned at leisure, after the
indissoluble knot is tied, and many a sad lesson in very
bitterness of heart has then been learned.
. On Agnes, the last remaining one of his little household,
‘all the wealth of a father’s love was centred; and now,
turning from the undimmed past, he_strove to pierce for
her the veiled future, and in many respects not so closely
veiled either, for if one must reap as they sow, if we know
when we put in the seed in the spring what the crop in
the fall shall be, so, does not the present disposition of
those about us foretell, in a great measure, their after hap-
piness or misery? If Agnes’s kindness, so gentle and
soothing in its touching tenderness, so prized, because it
was reserved only for the few and-not lavished on the many,
could not at all times shield her dearest friends, her parents
even, from the proud, freezing taunt, and cold, disdajnful
glance, how would he be able to escape them? Under
his genial surface was a quick, fiery temper, that was terri-
ble whea once roused. How would the cold, mocking
pride of the one, and the impetuous temper of the
other agree, when brought together? Agnes had been en-
gaged to Walter three years ; choosing the legal profession,
he had the year before been admitted to the bar, and was
now in New York, connected with an eminent practitioner.
As soon as well, established, Mr, Hilton was to resign o
him his only child, and the heart of the father feared that
if Agnes, his darling Agnes, learned not to curb her proud,

‘haughty will—learned not to place a restraint upon her tur-
4
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bulent passion, when once in the home of her husband, their
nutnal love and admiration would be changed to hatred
and disgust. Far better they should never again meet;
and yet he knew, to Agnes, parting with the, object of her
best earthly affections would be worse than death. But if
death would be preferable to meeting him no more, what
would be the agony of losing his love, and finding her own
for him changed into hatred? With a groan, he tuined
from the contemplation of so fearful a picture, and, involun-
tarily clasping his hands, sent up an earpest prayer for
his proud, wilful child; then, resting his head op his open
palm, the contracted brow showed that thought was again
busy. Might not the taking of little Mark be, not only the
paying of a just claim, but teaching a lesson to Agnes, that
wonld do her good her whole life? might it not, under her

father’s roof, away from the evil-minded remarks of a mis-

judging world, be the means of opening her eyes to the
enormity of her besetting sin? It might! It might! The
clouds once more cleared from his brow. He reached
out his hand, and took up a book ; opening it, he tried to
read, but the letters all ran info each other, only a con-
fused blur met his eye; closing the volume, he ex-
claimed :

“ I may as well tell Elien now as ot any other time, for

1 won’t be easy till it’s off my mind 1”

Rising, he touched the bell-rope. A servant answered
his call. ’

4 Tell Mrs, Hilton I would be pleased to see her” Seat-
ing himself, he leaned his head against the bright velvet
litfng of his chair, and waited his wife’s coming. A quiet

step was heard along the passage, and, opening the door,
Mrs, Hilton came in.

_already in your mind ?’
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“You wished to see me?’ she said, in her low, calm
voice. '

“ Yes, Ellen,” he replied, drawing up a chair; “I've a
plan to lay before you.”

Seating herself, she asked : “ Well, what is it ¢’

In 2 quick, nervous manner, he brushed the hair from
his forehead, and abruptly said : |

“I have been thinking of our adopting a boy.”

_ She slightly started, but without any change of counte-
nance, asked : : '

‘ How long have you been thinking of it $”

“ Ah, that means if I have well considered it,” he re-
marked, with one of his genial smiles,

“Yes, it does.”

“Well, to tell the truth, T have not long thought of it;
but since it first came into my mind, I've thought of it
very hard” Again he smiled, and drawing his chair
nearer hers, in an earnest voice continued : .

“Ellen, I have carefully considered the subject in all its
bearings, and I know, if we take a child, it is not to humor
and pamper him till we get tired of him, and then cast him
off; no, we must feed him, clothe him, educate him, and
do for hinvin all things as if he were our own. We may

never foel that deep affection for him that we do for Agnes,
but—"

“But what¥” she almost impatiently asked.

“ But, Ellen, who knows but that he may so twine him-
- self round our hearts that he will seem like our dead
Arthur come back to us ¢’

“ He possibly may, but it seems improbable. What

child do you think of taking——for, of course, you have one
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“That is true, Ellen; T have been thinking of little
Mark Clement.”

« Little Mark, is it?” a bright light broke over her face.
« T have seen him ; he visits Martha. What a sweet man-
nerly child he is! Sarely, I have no objection to your
taking him, and Agnes will be so proud of him.”

“Ah! I don't know about that. The very fact of his
being brother to our seamstress will, I fear, be a source of
great annoyance to her. In many instances in taking a
child, it is well to have all connection with its old home
broken up-—where its parents and other members of its
family are vicious and depraved: but in Mark’s case no
stch necessity exists: his mother is a pious, exemplary
woman j Alfred, an intelligent boy, of steady, industrious
habits ; and Martha, being employed in the house, you

know what she is,”

" «She is a good, faithfiil girl,” said Mrs, Hilton, drawing
up a screen to shade her face from the full glareof the
" fire.

“ Well, then, we cannot object to Mark’s visiting h1s fam- .

ily, and they, in return, visiting him.”

“ Certainly not.”.

% But, Ellen, our keeping up this conmection with his
friends, will sorely try our Agnes’s pride.”

“Very true. I did not think of that.”

4 But,” continued Mr. Hilton, while a stern, sad expres-
sion settled on his face, “if the case had been reverstd;
if our children had been spared, and on us, instead of them,
the dark clouds of poverty had settled, obscuring all the
brightness of our lives, and making it impossible to educate
our gifted Arthur; and if through love of him, and to see
him receive an education suitable fo his talents, we should
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intrust him to other hands, would, we not wish occasionally
to visit him, and have him, in return, visitus?  Ellen, would
it not break our hearts to be debarred seeing him, and to
know the memory of us, his parents, was carefully erased
from his mind ; or, if remembered still, only with the pain-
ful regret that to us he owed his being '

“Say no more! say no more!” she exclaimed, raising
her hand and waving back, as it were, the dreadful vision
he had called up. Better, far better for our son to be taken
home to God—but,” she suddenly started up, as' the idea
presented itself to her mind, ¢ you surely cannot think I
would wish to hinder little Mark seeing his friends. Iis

- mother I truly respect; she has borre her sorrows with all

the bravery of a true Christian, and God forbid that mere
poverty should appear odious to us, unworthy servants of
Him who chose His disciples from among the poor !” :

“I do not doubt your kindness or generosity, Ellen ; but -
our Agnes is so foolish, so obstinate. 'Where, in the name
of wonder, did she get her pride? Surély not from the
example we have sef her,”

“You forget the baneful influence of the world on a
young and inexperienced girl.”

Impatiently brushing the hair from his brow, he ex-
claimed : :
“I shouldn't think the influence of the world could so
far counteract the influence of home. I tell you, Ellen,

our Agnes is proud, deeply proud at heart.”

“She is. Alas! she is,” truth forced from the pale lips
of the mother.

“Yon have spoken to her about it ??

“Yes; but T don't see as it does much good.,” Tears
trembled in her eyes, :
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Looking thoughtfully 1nto the grate, Mr. Hilton ob-
served :

“ Where words fail, prayer will succeed ;7 then, tu.rnmg
gently to his wife, he $aid :

“ Kllen, we must not speak to her too much on the sub- -

ject. It will only sour her feclings against us, without in
the least benefiting her. In taklng the child, her pride
will be crossed ; this will cause much bltterness at first,
but in the end, Wlth the blessing of God, will do more in
opening her eyes to her besetung sin than all we could ever
say b

“ But prayer, you said, would do that.”

“1say so still. Taking Mark and praying for her, not
contending with her, will transform her from a cold, haughty
worldling, to a meek, humble Christian,”

“Pray God it may! But you do not know her as wel}
as I, her mother. She is one, her very pride makes her
such, that the more you oppose her, the more determined

she becomes, In taking the child on the conditions you

have named—and we could not in justice take him on any
other—her wishes will be opposed, her thoughts embittered,
and her-will determined.”

“ And then what, Ellen "

“ Her heart will be turned against us, and she will learn
tolook upon us as her greatest enemies,”

“ Only fopfa time, Ellen! Only for a time | Yon surely
have not'lost faith in prayer #’

“No, not in prayer. But this terrible pride—it sweeps.

the soul with avalanchian force, carrying every gentler feel-

ing with it. T have seen sad instances of it.” She sighed

and turned her face to the screen. -
After a somewhat lengthened pause, Mr. Hilton said:

/
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“You do not object to my taking the child ?”

% God forbid I should !-no, no; take him, by all means
take him. In the mean tmle, a mother 8 dmly prayer shall
go up for her erring one.

Mr. Hilton leaned back in his chair, and regarded his
wife with a look of unutterable affection. At length, he
said : '

“Well, now, Ellen, you not objecting to our taking little
Mark Clement, I must tell you it is not altogether a com
mon feeling of humanity which prompts me to this step.
His family have a deep claim on me; I only lately recog
nized them, but now I must tell you a sad chapter of my
early years.”

She looked up wonderingly into his face; he drew his
chair still nearer hers, and in - a low voice, for it seemed a
subject so sacred to him, that he eould not bear a jarring
sound to come mnear it, told her scenes of his past life he
had never told her before. During the recital she at times

" grew very pale, and ‘again a bright flush swept. over her

face. On its conclusionyshe sat for some moments silent,

_then looking upy, in a reproachful voice said:

“ Why did you not tell me this before ¥

“Because I wished you to be unbiased in your opinion.
If it had been against your wishes to have the child in the
house, I could otherwise have provided for him. Oh,
Ellen I” he exclaimed, taking her hand and reverently rais- -
ing it to his lips, “ you cannot imagine how happy you
have made me. Blessings, blessings, rest on you! Asto
Agnes, let cvery thing be just as it is for the present; in
due time she shall know all; and, as soon as convenient,
you will please prepare her to receive Mark Clement as her '
adopted brother. With her foolish pride, I know she'll
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object, but you concurring, her objection will be noth-

il‘.l o kA
%‘ Heaven be praised for the gift of so inestimable a com-
panion !’ he fervently ejaculated, as Mrs. Hilton passed on

to her room.
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- CHAPTER VL

It was the day before Christmas, and Agnes Hilton, af-
ter putting a few finishing touches to a drawing before
her, threw down her crayon, and, taking up the drawing,
repaired to ber mother’s room. Her countenance was bril-
liant and animated. , :

% Oh, mother!” she exclaimed, sinking on an ottoman at
her feet, and holding up the picture, “don’t you think it
beautiful# The more I gaze on that lovely face the more
I admire 1t.”

“ And have you copied it so soon?’ asked Mrs, Hilton,
glancing down on the features of the youthful St, John

““Yes, mother, I meant to copy that wild scene from
the Alps first, but I could not wait; I must have this.”

“Yon have canght the expresmon of the eyes exactly,

- Agnes.”

“Yes, I flatter myself I bave; but there is one thmg I
did not get."-

“What is that?’

“The smile of melting tenderness about the mouth., In
the original—I mean that from which I copied—it is all
hope, all peace and joy, and in this, do you not perceive in
the peace and hope a shade of sadness ¥’

“Yes, as I gaze longer on it, I think I do. But it makes
it all the more resemble a child that I have seen,”

“A child that you have seen!” .
4%
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“Yes, Agues. It is, in fact, so close a resemblance that
it ‘might easily pass for his likeness.” :
« Why, mother, who is it #’ she asked, looking eagerly

up.
“ Little Mark Clement.” ?

-« Little Mark Clementi” she exclaimed; then onece more
directing Ler eyes to the drawing, slowly said: “1 don’t
know but that there is someresemblance. I did not think,
of it before, but he is certainly a sweet-looking child.” ¥

« And have you noticed, Agnes, what a gentle voice he
has :
“Yes, mother, I have. One day I went into Martha's
room, when he was visiﬁing her, It was the first time T
ever saw him ; he seemed quite afraid of me, and shrank
Jback; Ilooked at him a moment and then reached out my
hand, ¢ Come here,’ I said, ¢ and tell me what is your name.’

‘Little Mark ClemenS, he answered, at ouce coming for-
ward, and laying his little, trembling hand in wine. Ilis
voice had so touchingy a sweetness, in it, that T wished to
prolong the conversation, I put to him several questions
about hoops, and balls, and jaclk-straws, something, yon
know, that I thought would be interesting to him, bat,
mother, ke scarcely knew any thing about them. 1 then
asked him, did he know Father Joseph; his counienance
at once brightened. Ah! yes, he did right well. Andthen
he told me how much he loved him; how kind Father Jo-
seph had been, and what beautiful books he had given
him, ¢Did he ever give you any pictures? I asked, think-
ing that, as soon as I had finished those little pieces, | Win-
“ter Sports of St. Petersburgh,’ and ¢ The Blind Fiddler and

his Pets,’ I would send them to him. ‘No, he said, ‘he
has not yet given me any, but he has promised me some.
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I reaily enj'oyed his society, there was such an odd mixture
of' the gravity of age and the artlessness of childhood about
him. Ah!heisa charming child.” She arose from the

~ottoman, and, laying the drawing on the table, sank into

an arm-chair, .
. Mrs, Hilton thopght now was the favorable moment to
introduce the subject of Mark’s adoption,

“And how, Agnes,” she asked, “ would you like him for
‘a brother

br;;f:?;’r mother!” she exrlclaimed, “like Mark for my

“Yes, Agnes; for your brother.”

“If he was my brother I should love him and be proud
of him. But why do you ask? You know I have no
})rother.j "Tis years since Arthur died, and your question
is only a mockery, reminding me of the treasure Death
snatched away.” Tears gathered in her dark eyes.

“ Agnes, the question is not asked in mockery, but do
you kno'w your father and I have concluded to z;tdopt the
sweet child, to fill Arthur’s place ; his mother has given her
consent, and in a few days he is to become a member of
our family.”

“Adopt him! Going to adopt little Mark Clement!”
astonishment and joy were depicted on her countenance.

“Yes, Agnes,” quietly said her mother, her hand moving
faster over the netting on which she was working,

“And to have a Chiistmas surprise for me, ;ou did not
tell me before 17 |

“No, it was bétter you should know nothing of 1 till all
the arrangements were made.” '

“What arrangements, mother ?”

“I don’t know as I used the vight word. Condition, T
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think, would be better—tiil all the conditions had been
agreed upon and settled.”
“ And I suppose one of them is, that Martha is to be dis-
missed, and another seamstress employed in her place
Mrs. Hilton thought it best at once to remove any such
impression, and to tell her candidly that Martha was not to
be dismissed, and that the connection with his family was

not to be broken up. Her calm, mild countenance wore a .

troubled expression, but the cloud soon passed away; qmetly
unrolling the silk from her spool, in a firm but gentle voice,
she sald

“ Agnes, your father and I see no necessxty why Martha
should be dismissed.”

“ What ! keep Martha, and yet adopt her brother 2

“Yes, Agnes.”

“And T suppose that is one of the precious conditions
his mother insisted on #’ her lips curled contemptuously,

“No, she had nothing to do with it. It was our opinion,
your father’s and mine, that it would be cruel to send Mar-
tha home for no other reason than that she happens to be
sister to the child we are about adopting; and, moreover,
it would be cruel, too, not to allow hls friends to visit him,
and he to visit them ”

Agnes sat for some time Iookmg stead1ly at her mother,
“Upon my word,” she at last exclaimed, while a mocking
smile wreathed her lips, “ these are fine conditions indeed I””

“They are no more than just.”

“Just! While you were about it, for fear of mgustme and
cruelty, you ought to have concluded to adopt the whole
family. It will be too bad to separate them; his mother,
brother, and sisters had better be included in-the adoption,”

“Agnes, stop; this is foolish, You know they are
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respectable ; not a stain is upon their character; they are
only poor, and, my child, we should not despise them for
that.” »

“ But have you not considered how more than foolish it
will be to have Martha in the house after you have taken
her brother? - No, I know you have not; and. as to father,
you must be mistaken about his agreeing to these conditions.
He knows better than to allow false notions of piety to
overcome his better judgment ; he knows, too, how unwise
it would be to encourage such undue familiarity ; he could
not so far forget the dignity of his family, as to make a
soamstress equal to his daughter by adopting her brother,
at the same time retaining her in his service. I tell you,
mother, you must be mistaken.”

“ But, Agnes, I am not mistaken, These are the condi-
tions he himself named to me.

“ Mother [”

% Yes, Agnes, the very same.”

An angry flush burned on each cheek, and her eyes
flashed. .

« Mother,” her voice was husky with passion, chd he
not kuow all this would be untterly repugnant to me?”

«“ Agnes, dear, put away these foolish notions of pride.”

“But, I say, did he not #”” she imperiously asked.

N Agnes, listen to reason: how will Martha's presence in

the house, and the visit of little Mark’s friends, be hurtful to

. your dignity, or the dignity of any member of the family #”

“I tell you, mother, I will never receive him as
brother on: these conditions. You and- father may cuddle
him as much as you please, but never expect me to show
Jhim the least countenance.”

‘Why, Agnes!”
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“You need not * Why Agnes!” You know my disposi-
tion; and you know, too, now my firm determination. If
you would take him as sensible parents would take a child
I could love him ; but to have his family continually hang-
ing round, and his sister in the house, will quite alter the
case, will make him an object of perfect aversion to me [”

“ Agnes! Agnes!”

“I tell you it is so !”

“And can you so soon forget his piety and charming
manners 7’ ‘

“They are as nothing, Positively nothing.” Her lips
were white with passion. Awising, she took up her drawings,
and left the room.

In the passage she met Martha; castmg upon her a look
of scathing scorn, she swept past her and entered her own
apartment. Once there, with pale, rigid features, she walked
up and down the softly carpeted floor. She heeded not
the elegancies around her; forgot that the hand of affection
had carefully shielded her from every rude blast. She had

‘risen happy that morning: Christmas and its teeming
memories had thrown a cheering spell around her ; but now
her mind no longer dwelt on the yule-log, mistletoe-bough,
gift-laden tree, and all the pleasant associations of the
coming festival. How little it takes to make the proud
wratched ! 4

Why should she object to Mark, because his sister was a
servant in the house? Did she fear the scorn of her
friends? Did she shrink from the ill-patured remarks they
might make? Was she afraid she might lose caste in society,
from the plebeian conpection? No, she was afraid of none
of these; she knew well they were only too proud of being
noticed by the beautiful and wealthy heiress ; and as to
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remarks, she had never cared for them before, and now

she feared them not. Why, then, had she so hostile a feel-
ing to the adoption, on these certainly just and humane
conditions? She could not herself havetold why. DButit
was because the innate pride of her heart shrank from
coming in contact with the humble and the lowly. Her
imperious will was crossed, and the softened feeling that
had filled her heart for the fatherless boy was changed to
cold, bitter aversion,

As she slowly paced her room, her eyes rested on a
manuscript lying on the table; at first, it only attracted a
momentary glance, but at 1 ngth pausing in her walk, she
looked at it more carefully.” On one side was a cross and
anchor, on the other a large wreath of flowers, and in the
small space in the centre, the name or title of the book.
Stooping, she read: * Lijtle Joe Harny; or, Alone, All
Alone in the World,” Taking it up, she turned the leaves,
and carefully examined the hand. ~ Could it be her father’s?

; it was not his hurried business style. Was it her
mother 8? no; though easy and graceful, it lacked her
exquisite finish, Nor Walter's? Ilow her heart fluttered as
she asked herself the question ; but no, it was not his. A,
whose could it be? She Ehought of all her friends; but it
was not like any of theirs. Puzaled, she again turned to the
title. < Little Joe Harny,” she mentally exclaimed, ““ how
strangely familiar that name seems to my ear, or, rather, -
what a strange feeling it stirs in iy heart 1" She was about
to resume her walk, when, unable to tear herself from it,
she wheeled up her arm-chair to the table, placed an ot-
toman before it, seated herself, and commenced its perasal:

“Tr was a cold, stormy night in November, in 18—
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The pale moon had concealed herself behind black, heavy

"clouds, and the wind, in wild and fitful gusts, swept round
the lone country-house—sometimes iu its mad revels paus-
ing for a moment, then dying away in mournful, agonizing
wails, making it seem, with the rain dashing against the
window panes, as if the storm spirits wept for the very.
desolation they were making. So far as a cheering warmth
and comfortable appearance, the interior of the humble
dwelling presented a pleasing contrast to the gloom that
reigned without. In the farther end of the room, sunk in
a Tecess, and paftially concealed by curtains, was a bed, one
side of which was slightly ruffled, as if some one bad but
recently risen from it. To the right was a small bureau,
and on it several volumes whose looks plainly indicated

. frequent and close perusal; by the burecau was a cherry-

colored stand, kept in c'ompany Ey a straight row of six or

eight kitchen chairs. On the opposite side was a tall, clumsy- -

looking clock, reaching from the floor to the low white-
washed ceiling, and on each side of it a door, one leading
into a bedroom, the other into a buttery, At the other
end of the apartment was a large old-fashioned fireplace,
with a pile of logs on one side, on the other two more

doors; the first leading into a €mall chamber, the second

into a cellar. .

« A bright fire blazed on the hearth, and diffused 2 genial
warmth through the réom.  Seated on a low stool, in rather
close proximity to it, was a little boy of ten or eleven years;
he was bending over, intently engaged in arranging narrow
strips of leather and bits of cord into—it would bave been
impossible to say what, had it not been for the large,
shaggy, good-natured-looking dog which stood near, and
watched with so much intercst his young master’s proceed-
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ings; but Douce’s impatience to help little Joe along,
first by thrusting his huge head inte the .noose-like ap-
pendage of the cord, then dexterously extricating himself,
and taking up in his mouth a bit of the leather, at once ex-
plained the mystery—the child was making a harness for

- his dog.

“ By the table, drawn into the middle of the floor, was a
tall, slender woman, iponing. The line directly over her

‘ head, attached to four hooks, and forming an oblong square,

was almost filled with smoothly ironed and neatly folded
clothes. - She was thirty or thirty-five yesdrs of age, and
her countenance, beautiful and intellectual in the highest
degree, wore a look of deep anxiety and care. At times
she would pause in her work, and gaze at the attennated
form wrapped in'the warm blanket, and seated in the easy
arm-chair, large tears would fill her eyes, and, trembling on
her lids for a moment, quickly chase each other down her
pale checks; then, seeming to recollect herself, she would,
turn aside her head, dash away the pearly drops, and re-
sume her work with a wild haste, that expressed more
plainly than words, the anguish of her heart. He who,
three months before, had scarcely known one hour’s sick-
ness in his whole life, how weak, how helpless now ! That
once powerful frame, how painfully contracted ! That broad
and lofty brow, how deathly pale and deeply marked!
No wonder she was sad~—she, who felt 5o unable to stroggle
w%th the storms of life—to lose the noble protector who had
chosen her, a poor orphan girl, above all the rest of the
world ; had cherished her with such kindness, been so
mindful of her wants, to go now, and leave her once more
alone and friendless, oh! the thought Wwas agonizing! And
covering her face with her hands, she wept convulsively,
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while the wind swept round the house in mournful cadences,
as if chanting a requiem for all her withered hopes.

. “The land in this section of the country had been ounly a
few years under the plough of cultivation ; but a number of
families moving in about the same time, Mr. Harny knew,
the soil#geing rich, that, under the hands of these hardy
pioneers, the trackless forest would soon be laid low, the
land be made to yield her annual cxops of golden grain, the
busy humr of machinery eventually follow the re-echoing

- strokes of the wearied axe, and, in fine, the dark wilderness,
under the enterprising industry of man, would, in a few
years, teem with all the comforts and conveniences of civili-
zation, IHis means were limited, but why on this aceount
despond ? 'Was not this the very spot on which to baild
a competence for later years! How many bad commenced
life with evenless! Had be not the strength and buoyancy
of youth to help him along? Yes; here he would labor
and plant the ivy and fig tree under which to repose in the

peaceful decline of life. Here, then, he scttled, and in a -
few years was able to exchange his rnde log-cabin for his

present comparatively comfortable dwelling, His little
farm had gradually yielded acre after acre to the axe; till
only one lot of seven or eight acres remained unconquered ;
but, the year preceding on which our story opens, this, too,
had been cleared, and now he thought of enlarging his

farm. But, alas, how often sié]{ness,‘ when least expected,

Inys her prostrating hand upon us, and upsets our best-

formed plans! In piling up and burning the logs on this

piece, and hurrying to prepare it for a fall crop, he

brought on a'severe hemorrhage from the lungs, and for

weeks after hovered between life and death,
~ *When his neighbors heard of his affliction, they hastened
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to his bedside and offered every assistance in their power.
Although a staunch member of that proscribed and hated
creed, the Catholic religion, Mr. Harny, by his kind, oblig-
ing disposition and irreproachable life, had overcome their
prejudice, and gained their sincere respect. Besides, his
education was far superior to theirs, and many times had

" he settled their accounts, and amicably adjusted theiugaffairs,

when, but for his friendly intervention, they would have had
recourse to law, and, in the serious expenses of litigation,
lost the little they had so laboriously gathered together.
For these kind offices, he invariably refused any other re-
muneration than, when in need, as he would lightly say,
they would do as much for him. And well now did they
remember the oft-made promise ; several offered themselves
to sit by his bedside and take charge of his medicines
during the long watches of the night; others, consulting
together, came to the conclusion the doctor iu their place
was 1ot to be depended on in so urgent a case, and hearing’
that a skilful physician resided in a village twelve miles
distant, one went for him, while another carried the news
of his sudden and very severe illness to a Mr, Connor, living
about seven miles from them, and who, with Mr, Harny,

" formed the only representatives of Catholicity in these parts;

as might’ be expected; the greatest intimacy existed be-
tweon the two fumilies, As soon as Mr. Connor beheld
the low state of his friend, he advised the immediate at-
tendance of the priest. Maurice, his eldest son, a youth of
nineteen, should, that very day, go for him. The nearest
Church, indeed the only church west of New York, was in
the city of A——, a distance of forty miles; but by starting

.that afternoon, changing his horses midway, and not stop-

ping to rest, he might return with the priest the next day.
. 4\" -

i
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¢ And pray God,” he mentally exclaiined, steing the counte-
nance of Mr. Harny wax paler and paler, ‘it be not too
late 1’ _ ' ;

“‘In the early struggles of Catholicity in this country it
was not unusual for the poor Catholic to be years without
an opportunity of approaching the Sacraments. If even at
the hour of death they could send for .a priest, who after
traversing a vast area of country, over mountainous eleva-
tions, through tedious ravines, and by almost impassable
roads, could arrive ih time fo administer the last Rites of
the Church, the poot sufferer, on the one hand, would feel
repaid for the long years of sorrow and privation, and on
the other, the pious and indefatigable priest, regardless of
all his toils, would rejoice that he had been able to carry the
consolations of our holy religion to one who, though far
away, had never forgotten her precepts; and as to them
that, through human frailty, had fallen into a kind of
spiritual lethargy, from which only the terrors of approach-
ing death could arouse .them, would not the minister of Him
who said : ‘There shall be joy in heaven upon one sinner
that doeth penance,’ feel his heart swell with: gratitude
that he had been ehosen to lead back the strayed sheep to
the fold of his loving Master. Often, on returning from
these laborious missions to his humble home, instead of
obtaining that rest he so much needed, he would find
others anxiously waiting to conduct him by the rough and
difficult roads of those days, to some other equally remote
place. Mindful only for his Master’s cause, cheerfully lay-
ing aside all thoughts of personal comforts, the saint.like
priest would urge on his exhausted energies, till it not un-

frequently happened he sunk under the arduous duties of .

his widely extended mission,
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% The retarn of Maﬁriee, the next day, was anxiously looked
for; and as the sun’s last rays were gilding thoe horizon, his
tired horse drove up to the gate. ~Mr. Connor immediately
went out to meet him; perceiving him to be alone, an in-
describable fear filled his heart. The year before, when
they went to A , they found Father Shiel looking so
worn, that now, seeing Maurice unattended, he asked:

“¢ Where is Father Shiel? Where is the priest, my
son ?’” at the same time his heart grew sick at what he felt
would be the anwer,

¢ QOh, father,” he replied, his.voice quivering with emo-
tion, ‘he is dead! God has called him home !

“On hearing the confirmation of his fears, Mr. Connor
bowel his head and groaned, then, rousmo- himself from
the stupor of grief, he turned and walked into the house.
But already had the painful news preceded him; little
Joe had followed him, and immediately returned, bearing
the sad intelligence to his parents. Mr. Connor said
nothing, but, seating himself at the bedside, took hig friend’s
hands in his; Mrs. Harny stood near, with a ﬁxec; expres-
sion of awe and sorrow on her pale countenance. Mr.
Harny was the first to speak ; his eyes were directed to his
wife.

#¢"Tis God’s will, Arrnes 2 he faintly whispered. She
saw the motion of his lrps and bowed her head to catch

his words, ¢ Don’t feel bad ! "Tis the good God who has -

taken his faithful servant home! Heavy drops stood on

-

his brow, attesting how deep had been the struggle between )

human disappointment and divine resignation.
“For several weeks he continned very low. At length, his
fine constitution, nunder the judicious treatment of Doctor

Larner, began to rally; he sat up the greater part of the
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day, rested better at night, and conversed with apparent
case. All his friends were sanguine in their expectations
of his speedy recovery—all but his gentle, sorrow-stricken
wife; and she, alas ! was too 'well acquainted with the na-

ture of that fatal and insidiouns disease, which at an'early '

are had left her a lone orphan, to be thus easily deceived.
I: was true he was much improved, but the hollow cough
still racked his feeble frame, and sounded a knell to any
rising hope.
¢ On the night in which they are introduced to the reader
a more than usual despondency had come over her. She
could not help contrasting his pale emaciated countenance
with what it had been three months before, then Tuddy
with health and glowing with animation. Conscious it
would add to his pain to witness hor sorrow, she strove, with
all the powers of her mind, to rise above it; first, she es-
sa"ved to speak of the past, but it too painfolly contrasted
with the present; then she turned to the future, but it arose
so dark and threatening before her, that, no longer able to
restrain her feehngs, she sank on the nearest chair, and,
burymg her face in her apron, wept aloud. Little Joe, ob-
serving his mother’s sadness, had some time before laid
aside his occupation, and now, raising his head from Douce’s
shoulder, he hastened to her, threw his arms around her
neck, and, in piteous tones, begged ber to stop crying, or his
heart would brealk.
¢ ¢«Qh, mother, don’t don't feel so bad! See father, how
pale it makes him look !
“ Choking down the sobs, she glanced at her husband, and
perceived through her tears that his countenance was paler-—
-much paler, even the bectic glow had faded from his cheek.
Drawing her chair up, she laid her hand npon his knee:

.gg "
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“‘Ah! Francis, she exclaimed, her voice still tremulous,
“Icould not help it; my heart scemed swelled to bursting.’

“Tenderly prescsmg Ler hand, he replied, ‘I do not Blame
you, Agnes; but oh, it would be such a consolation to me
to see you more 1e31gned to the will of God! He would
have added, whether life or death betide me, but he knew
the very mention of the word death would renew all her
gmef

“¢Iknow it, she smd wiping the tears {rom her swollen
eyes; ‘I know it, and I wish, for your sake, I could be more
resigned, but I feel so Ione-——so lone I’

“¢So lone, while T am with you? he asked, with a sor-
rowful smile, o ‘

“¢Oh, Francis!" was all her full heart conld say.

“* But, dearest, jshould this sickness prove the summons
to another world, i beg you try and be resigned. Recol-
lect, it will be the will of God that I should go. I know,’
he continued, fecling her hand grow cold in his, it will be
a hard, hard trial. But, dearvest, dearest Agnes, for the
sake of our child, our little Joe, try to be resigned and
live.

“tAnd oh, Franeis! but for his sake I should be glad to

“¢I know it, dearest; but God orders all for the best I’
Seeming greatly Weaued he leaned his head against the
back of his chair, and glanced at the elock; mterpretmg
the look, she said:

“Yes, 'tis time for night prayers but first let me give
you your medicine. The doctor said you were to take it
a few minutes before retiring.’

“Bhe went into the buttery, and soon returned with a

- .glass of water in one hand, and a teaspoon and saucer in
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the other. In the saucer were several powders; carcfully

- examining the marks upon them, she emptied the contents
of one into the teaspoon, put a little water into i, and
gave it to him to swallow, immediately after she handed
him the glass to wash down the bitter dose.

“ After a few moments, feeling greatly rested, he said:
‘Get the prayer-book, dearest, I feel able to make the re-
sponses now ; and, as I before entreated, try and be resigned.
Resigning yourself to the will of God, who tempers the
storm to the shorn lamb, will infuse into your soul, even in
the midst of the greatest sorrow, a portion of heaven’s own
peace. Know, were it not for this same resignation, Agnes,
dear, I should now suffer the most poignant anguish at the
thought of leaving you and little Joe; but, confident, if our
blessed Lord ecalls me, that He who hath a care over the
birds of the air and the flowers of the field will shield and
protect you when I am gone,'I freely submit myself fo
his holy will’ He ceased and looked thoughtfully into
the fire; after a few moments’ silence, laying his hand

goftly on little Joe’s head, he said: “And, Agnes, remem- -

ber it will not be long that we will be separated ; for, should
you live out the three score and ten years allotted to man,
still, so fleeting is time, compared with eternity, that it will
seem only as a passing moment.’

¢“¢'True, true " she murmured, sinking on her knees, with
little Joe by her side. Mr. Harny, unable to kneel, rever-
ently bowed his head, and from that humble home arose

the voice of prayer, llke incense before the face of the
Lord.”

As Agnes concluded the first chapter of the manuseript,
she leaned her cheek upon her open palm, and mused on -
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what she had read. The pale, care-worn wife, strugghng
with her bitter grief; the saini-like husband, in his pain
and weakness, speaking words of comfort,to her blecding
heart; the poor little Doy, feeling the joyousness of his
spring-time clouded by some great indefinable dread; the
intelligent house-dog nestling up close to his young mas-
ter—all this, as upon canvas, arose before her; while the
cloek, pointing to the hour of prayer; the bureau, with its
few well-read volumes ; the stand and bed, formed the back
ground to her picture.

“ Alas!” she exclaimed, “ into this humble and peaceful
abode must death intrude? Why cannot he be satisfied

- with reaping in his harvest from the prison homes of the

wretched and depraved ? Why must his sable plumes be
forever shrouding the most beautiful scenes of earth?’
And then she thought of the time when Arthur, Rosa, and

Mary, her angel brother and sisters, were borne from her

presence away—of the peaceful graveyard, where the rose
and eglantine clustered around, and crept over the marble
monument that marked their resting-place—of the dear
church near by, where often, of a Sunday evening, standing
with her father in the little enclosure, she had listened to
the choir practising the glorious anthems of the Church—
those heaven-inspired melodies of Mozart, Handel, and
Beethoven, till, in the ecstacy that enwrapped her soul, she
would gaze up at the blue unfathomed dome, and feel
only a light wall, a thin veil, hid from her view the glo-.
rions heaven whers angels forever chant the praises of the
Lord,

As all these memories thronged upon her, she crossed
her arms upon the table and bowed -her head upon them.

She was unconscious the door opened, and heard not the
. b
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voice of the servant till her name was for' the second time
"epeated.

“ Miss Agnes,” she started up; “it is the hour you told
me to remind you of going to the chapel I”

She hastily arose, slipped the manuseript into the drawer
of her desk, and walked into her chamber. She bad
already assumed her cloak and bonnet, and was taking up
a richly bound prayer-book, when the remembrance of the
interview with her mother that morning flashed upon her.
No soft, relenting light beamed from her eyes; no ‘feeling
of compunction filled her heart. ¢ How ridiculons,” she
angrily exclaimed, % some people can make themselves! I
accept Mark Clement as an adopted brother, and his sister
a menial in the house? No, never!”?

What feelings to fill her heart, and she on the eve of
approachinrr the Penitential Sacrament! Was she comply-
ing with the conditions by which its sanctifying graces
might flow into her soul and make it pure and white, ready
to receive her Saviour on the coming morrow? Instead
of the humility which should adorn a Christian, the fol-
lower of Him who declared, that, unless we become as little
children in meekness and lowliness of spirit, we could not
enter into the kingdom of heaven, she was cherishing- the
darkest feelings of pride—that passion so hateful to God,
She. paused, and took off her gloves; never before, of a
Christmas Eve, since childhood, had she failed to approach
the Sacrament of Penance, and should she omit it now?
She sat down, and again she thought of Arthur, Rosa, and
Mary. Why were they called away, leaving her childhood
lonely and sad? Why did she not go to sleep with them?
Bowing her head upon her hand, the hot tears rolled over
her cheeks. - The little clock in her room struck the hour

i
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of four; again she started up; she felt, in her present state
of mind, she could not make the necessary preparations for
confession ; but then she wanted to go out, to get away
from cold, bitter thoughts. She was in that sullen mood,
that she did not feel Jike speaking to any one, or being spoken
to, and where could she so well avoid this annoyance as in
the church? Yes, she would go, and perhaps the very
sanctity of the place would soothe and quiet her troubled
feelings, She arose, carefully washed the traces of tears
from her face, and left the chamber; as she entered her
room, her eyes met the sad countenance of the Mater
Dolorosa ; hastily turning her head, she walked into the
passage, and descended the wide stairs. Once in the street,
she closely drew the veil over her face and hurried to the
church. Entering the basement of St. Mary’s, she found
& number who had already approached the peace-giving
sacrament, gathered round the altar, while a number more
were kneeling near the confessionals, Almost unconsecious
of what she did, she moved on to one of them—it was

~ Father Joseph’s—and knelt with the other penitents.~ She

opened her prayer-book and turned to the prayers before -
confession ; a tear fell on the open page before her, and a
feeling of compunction began to well up in her heart.

One after another went into the confessional; there were
only two or three before her when the door opened and
she heard a man’s step approaching her; she glanced up
and met the eyes of her father benj gratefully, thankfully
upon her; at the same time a sob sounded near, and the

- slight form of a female, dressed in deepest mowrning, knecl-

ing beside her, trembled violently. ¢ Ah! she too is
troubled,” she thought, and a fellow-feeling caused her to
turn her head ; she started back and the prayer-book fell
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from her hand. It was Martha Clement, her family’s seam-
stress, and little Mark’s sister. The cold, bitter feelings
rushed back to her heart, and an iron firmness settléd round
her mouth. It was now herturn to enter the confessional
but she could not go'in; several moments passed, and
Father Joseph, thinking there were no more penitents,
raised the heavy curtain and came out. Mr. Hilton
immediately stepped up to him : ¥ Father, there are others
still to go.” e cast an imploring glance on Agnes, but
with fixed stony features she arose, picked up her prayer-
book, and walked out of the church. Arrived home, she
at once retired to her room, laid aside her things, and,
taking a seat before the grate, gave herself up to cold resent-
fal thonghts. Leaving her, we turn to Becky Starr, at her
uncle's, in the country. '

VIEWS OF CATHOLICITY,

CHAPTER VIL

Mg, Granaw’s residence was situated in a fine agricultural
part of the country. The numerous out-bmldmgs well-
kept fonces, and general surroundings betokened it the home
of an industrious and enterprising farmer. It was Christ-
mas Eve, and, gathered together in the sitting-room, the
family were listening to Becky Starr, in 4 clear, well-modula~
ted voice, reading aloud a chapter from 8t. Bonaventure’s
“Life of Christ.”” It was ascene a Christian artist might love
to ‘convey to canvas—Becky, with her grave, thoughtful
face, sitting at the table reading by the shaded lamp ; Mr,
Graham, with deep devotion in his conntenance, leaning
forward, in the attitude of an attentive listener ; Mrs. Graham
looking on, her calm mild eyes full of love and gratitude ;
Jane, a girl of fifteen or sixteen, sitting just back of her
mother, 11stemng with wrapt attention ; and George and
Henry, the one ten, the other eight, on low stools at her
feet, turning to Becky, and hearing, with wonder depicted
on their childish faces, of God’s great love to man, As
Becky concluded the chapter, and reverently closed the
volume, the door opened and an aged couple entered. M.
Graham rose.

¢ Hather, 1t is very cold let me draw these arm-chairs up
to the fire for you and mother and, Becky, if you please,

_remove the shade from the lamp.  Father thinks the room

looks gloomy with it on.”
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“Yes, Walter, it looks gloomy—gloomy, like an old
man’s heart—half lighted with life, half shrouded with
death,” . ‘

He sank into the softly cushioned chair, and Mr. Graham
seated himself beside him. Althongh father and son, one
could not but be struck with the strong resemblance
between them ; making room for the decrepitness of age,
Mr. Graham’s features were exactly like his father’s, the
same bold, prominent brow and dark gray eyes, the same
thin nostrils and firm-set mouth,

“ Walter,” said his father, after gazing for some time at a
picture in an old-fashioned frame over the mantelplece,

@ this is Christmas Eve, and to-morrow is a great day in
your Church ¢’

“ Yes, father, a great day; and fo all who believe in the

- Saviour it should be equally gleatuby them should be
equally revered.”

“ And yet,” continued the old man, “there are many
calling themselves Christians—at least, they wonld be
scandalized should you call them pagan, heathen, or infidel—
who look upon Christmas as a day set aside for worldly
enjoyments and selfish gratification.” To them, Christmas

- dark and stormy is no Christmas at a.ll, it must be bright
and sunny for the thoughtless seckers of pleasure.” And then
in that tone of bitterness in which he was wont to speaL
when a deeper current of thought was stirred, he added:
“But did man come into the world to flutter for a few
days, like the butterfly, in the sun of enjoyment, and then
sink into the grave, leaving room for others? Was his life
to have no other purpose’2 ‘No ; they who thus beheve,
thus act, miserably deceive themselves ”

“ Grandfather,” said Becky, who had by this time seated
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herself on one of the boy’s stools at his feet, “shall I tell
you what our Charch teaches on this subject ¥’

The countenance of her aunt and uncle looked troubled ;
the stern old man had never allowed the Catholic doctrine
to be broached in his presence, and now they dreaded to
see his passionate nature roused, but, looking down on
Becky, he replied :

- “Speak, child; tell me what it teaches!”

“That man, glaqdfather came into the world to pre-
pare for heaven, and it depends on himself whether he gain
it or not; that ¢ here he has no lasting city ;" here ‘in fear
and trembling he must work out his salvation; here ‘lay
up those treasures which the moth cannot consume, nor the
violent bear away.’” . ‘

“ Becky,” said granrifather, laying his hand on her head,
“jt rather seems that preparing for the present and future
wants of the body takes up his whole attention; he works,
contrives, and is ever busy for the poor body, which must
soon becomie the food of>worms—but the soul, what does
he do for that? To sce him bustling about, ever eager and
greedy for the good things of earth, it would seem, con-
trary to the Apostle’s word, that here is really his abiding
place, here his lasting city. He sees his friends, eom-
panions, associates, daily ‘stricken down, and yet he urges
on heedless of the warning—forgetful that he, too, must
die.”

Grandfather ceased, and black, heavy clouds gathered on
his brow. Becky spoke not ; she saw he was plunged deep
in thought, and wished not to be disturbed. She sat watch-
ing her grandmother’s fingers patiently toiling the round of

a stocking ; round after round she completed; at last, acci-.
dentally pulling out a needle, she handed the knitting to




104 AGNES; OR,

Becky: “Here, child,” she said, “ will you pick ap theso
stitches ! my eyes are dimmer than they once were.”

“ But, mother,” exclaimed grandfather, rousing himself
from his revery, “ while the eyes of the body have grown
dim, the eyes of the soul have been opened.”

Mr. Graham started; had he heard his father’s words
aright? Was the prayer of years about to be answered?
Were his parents, after all their wanderings, to be gathered
into the true fold ?

As Becky handed back the stocking, her questioning
eyes were raised to her grandfather.

“You all go.to charch to-morrow ¥’ he said, turning to
his son. ]

“ Yes, father, all but Fanny; she will remain at home to
keep you and mother company—that is, if you choose to
remain at home.”

“ Where else should I remain?” he asked, the old stern.
hess coming back.

-4 Grandfather, would you like to hear your favorite
piece ¢’ :

“Yes, Becky, yes,” he replied, in a more softened voice.
Jane handed her the guitar, and, running her slender fin-
gers over the strings, in a singularly clear and musical voice
she sang “The Midnight Messenger.” As she finished,
he hastily rose and took the lamp from the mantelpiece.

“ Father, are you going so soon ¥”

“Yes, Walter. I came in here to get away from heavy
thought, but it follows me, and I must go back to my
room. I can’t rest; I must work vw};ule it is; day, for the
night cometh when no man can wor

He had now reached the door, and , rolling up her knit-
ting, grandmother prepared to follow.
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““Mother,” said Mrs. Graham, kmd]y, “you, at. least,
will stay awhile with us#”

% No, Fanny ; I, too, with father, have work to do.” Then,
while a moisture gathered in her eyes, she added: * We -
go, children, to our room to read, study, and reflect |”

“ And may God be with you in your labors!” fervently
responded Mrs. Graham.

A few moments after their departure Mr. Graham ob-
served;

% Father and mother seem greatly tebubled in mind.”

“Yes, Walter; and we must redouble our prayers for
them. 1 bave soticed a change coming over them for
some time past.”

«T think I have too. They keep very close in their
room, and appear abstracted when out, I have frequently -
asked father a question, when he has looked at me with so
vacant an intensity of gaze that I know he did not see me,
much less hear me, and, Fanny, my heart has been greatly
lifted up; I remember, in my time of trouble, before the
light dawned, it was tHe same with me.”

“Yesterday, Walter, the Thirty-day prayer was ﬁmshed
and to night we will again commence it.”

“ We will, Fanny ; and now telf me, have you the boy’s |
clothes all in readiness, so that wb can start early 1"

“ Yes, they are on chairs by their bed. What time will
you want breakfast #”

“ As for Jane, Becky, and myseH‘ we will be fasting, and
I don’t think you need get it any carlier than usual for the
boys. I mentioned their clothes, becanse I want to start
immediately after the meal. Father Williams will only be a
short time in the confessional, so we must be there early.”

“ Does I;E go to Hartville to-morrow ?”
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“Yes, immediately after Mass. And there again he
hears confessions, and says Mass.”

“T am sorry Patrick went home to-day, you will have
so many chores to do in the morning.”

“Qh no, Fanny, the poor fellow would feel bad enough
to be away from his friends on Christmas. All it will be,
- 1 will have to get up a little earlier myself” -

 What time will he be back #?

¢ Not till after New Years; he works hard all the year, and
I thought, at the least, he ought to have a week’s holiday.”

“ Jane,” said her mother, “ won't you waLe up the boys;
it's most time for prayers ¢’

The boys were roused, and, as the clock struck nine,
Jane handed the prayer-book to her father, and they all
knelt to evening prayers.

At dawn the next day, Becky, already dressed for her
morning ride, was descending the stairs, when the door of
her grandfather’s room opened, and he appeared, beckon-
ing to her. A softened expression rested on his venerable
features. Taking his hand .gently*in hers, in an earncst
voice, she exclaimed :

i Grrandfather, may this be a happy Christmas to you!”

“ May it be the same fo you, child! And now go tell
your aunt she need not stay at home for ng.

“Do you wish me to stay in her place?’ she asLed
allowing no disappointment to cloud her face.

¢ No, child; but we—mother and I-—are going too.
Off, off, no time for questions!” he hastily added, secing
her look of intense astonishment. '

She raised his hand, pressed it to her lips, and hurried
to the sitting-room. The family were ready to start; her
aunt was folding a comforter round Henry’s neck.
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“ Aunt,” she said, “ you have not broken your fast yet #’

“No, Becky, I have not. While George and Henry
were eating, I was waiting on mother and father; they
took breakfast in their room.”

“1 am‘glad to hear you are fasting, for dear grandfather
and grandmother are going too They just bade me tell
you so0.” :

“ Going too! Father and mother going!” exclaimed
Mr. and Mrs. Graham in the same breath..

“Yes, aunt and uncle; I saw grandfather had on his
coat and overcoat, but I did not think of this, Oh, it is
unexpected, unexpected !”

“lt is a joyful surprise for us all, Becky,” replied her
aunt ; then turning to her husband, with tears in her eyes,
she said: * Walter, you see my 3 words are coming true [

“Yes, Fanny, yes.” He brushed his hand over his
brow, and tried to say more, but his heart was too full.
Surely a great change had come over his parents. How
inveterate had ‘been their hatred to‘the Catholic religion!-
How bitter their feelings to their children for embracing
it! And now, unsolicited, they were going to attend a

Catholic place offworship ! To-day they would be present

as listening strangers—another Christmas, might they not
be present as enrolled members of the One True Church ¢

“Walfer,” said Mrs. Graham, “I shall have to detain
you awhile, to get ready myself.” She left the room, and,
almost immediately after, grandfather and grandmother
entered. Mr. Graham rose, grasped their hands, but he
did not speak. ‘ ’

“This is a surprise to you, Walter,” said grandfather,

~ sinking into the chalr whmh Becky had wheeled uap for

him.

»
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“T4 is, father; from your words last night, I did not ex-
pect it.” .

“I spoke what I then thought. But, Walter, we know
not to-day what the morrow may bring forth ”

“True, father; but we know that the merey of the Lord
endureth forever 1 .

“Tt does;, Walter, it does.T This assurance has been the
pillar of cloud by day, and the pillar of light by night, that
has sustained and guided me thus far, in a weary, weary

- gearch.”

“ And, father, as God brought his children out of the
land of Errypt so now he will bring you out of all your
troubles.”

“I believe it, Walter; although all around me is a blank

~ wilderness, I believe it.” IHis voice trembled, and tears

hung on his silver lashes, ~

Mrs. Graham made her .appearance, and, takmg some
warm blocks from wunder the stove, Mr. Graham led the
way to the sleigh.

The seats being wide, Becky found ample room on the
same one with her grandparents. All in, with the warm

blocks under their feet, and furs wrapped snugly around

them, Mr, Graham slackened the reins, .

It was a cold, freezing morning, but the snow-c]ad fields
sparkled and shone, tl!l all Goleonda’s ghttermg wealth
seemed a mere mockery to them; the smoke from every

chimney ascended in graceful Wreaths, as if each house
was an altar on which was burning grateful incense; and -

the air so clear and still, that Becky leaned forward, almost
persuaded she could hear the angel band singing anthems
to the new-born King. Soon the village of Arden appeared

in sight; the modest spire of St. Mary’s Church loomed -

}
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up like a beacon light ; already many, dressed in the humble
garb of paverty, were hastening on before them; now they .
had passed through the gate, and now were entering the
church as they drove up.

With tender care, Mr. Graham assisted his aged parents
from the sleigh and helped them up the shppery path to
the church door j by this time all had alighted, and hasten-
ing her to grandfather’s side, Becky notlced a tear standing
on his withered cheek.

“The snow, Becky, is dazzling, very dazzling,” he said,
tarning and quickly brushing it off, With befunmg eyes
she looked up into his face,,and silently pressed his hand.

Mr, Graham went to secure his horses, and the rest of the
family walked on to their pew. Father Williams occupied
the confessional, and after a short but fervent preparation,
Jane, Becky, and Mr. and. Mrs. Graham approached the
peace-giving sacrament,

At length, confessions over, Mass commenced. From
her childhood, Becky Starr had been accustomed to attend
the fine churches of the city; but now, away from all out-
ward. grandeur, in that poor little chapel, with only the
murmur of the priest’s voice in her ears, she never felt so.
near Bethlehem in all her life.  The reading of the evening
before came up; she thought of the vast multitude that,
obedient to the call of Angustus, thronged Bethlehem, to
have their names curolled—of the tender Virgin and vener-
able Joseph, weary with their long journey, seeking in the
crowded city for some resting-place—of their being refused
admittance even at the humblest lodging, and then, all weak
and trembling, repairing to a poor stable, rejoiced to find, at
last, a shelter from the sleeting rain and midnight frost.
And there, away from the comforts and conveniences of life,
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the Saviour of the world” was born! Ah! was not the
poverty of his birth intended ag a great lesson—to the rich,
that, in their homes of ease and%omfort, bearing in mind the
cold littlé stable of Bethlehem, they should not harden
their hearts to the wants of the suffering poor—and to the
poor that they should not murmur and repine under their
lot, remembering their blessed Saviour, while on earth,
knowing how much they are scorned and contemmed by
the proud, chose them as brothers, and walked with them
the humble path of poverty.

At the time of the Communion, Becky walked up with
the other communicants to the railing ; with all fervor and
humility she repeated the Confiteor, tﬂ)en quickly followed
the Absolution, the Agnus Dei, the Domine non sum dignus,
and the blessed Jesus, Whom in spirit she had that morn-
ing adored with the shepherds, descended into her heart
to replenish it with his all-absorbing grace. Tears washed
ovér her cheeks; quietly wiping them away, she returned
to her seat and remained ina state of ecstatic love and
adoration till the sound of many feet aroused her; looking
up, she saw the congregation crowding to the altar with
their Christmas offering. Immediately the words of the

sacred penman, speaking .of the wise men, oceurred to her
““And going into the House they found the. ch h with

Mary, his mother, and falling down they adored fiim ; and
opening their treasures, they offered to him gifts, gold,'
frankincense, and myrrh.”

Mass concluded, after some time spent in grateful medi-
tation, the family left the church. While waiting for Mr.
Graham to bring round the sleigh, several gathered around
them, and the warm congratulations of the season passed
from lip to lip. Grandfather and grandmother retired
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apart from the rest, and Becky, seeing them look sad and
louely, hastened to them

“ Grandfather,” she said, “ how happy they are on this
blessed mogmng"’

“Yes, child; but their words weary me.” He sighed
and la.ld his hand heavily on Ler shoulder.

“ How did you like the ceremonies ¥ she asked.

“1I can hardly tell you, child ; they seem strange to me.”

“ But the few remarks Father Williams made #”

“ They were appropriate. I liked them well—there
now do not trouble me with any more questions” e
bowed his head, and the thin white locks falling over his
face hid to all but Becky's eyes the stern, sad look of
uncomplaining sorrow.

Mr. Graham drove up. ¢ Father and mother,” he said,
% you must be tired standing so long! "The blocks were
quite cold, and I stayed to have them war med ; let me help
you in first.” Carefuily he guided their fecble steps, and.
gently lifted them in,

Becky a,cra'in seated herself between them, and George
and Henry, feeling now their tongues might with pmpnet)
be loosened, entertained them all the way home with inno-
cent and childish prattle, ‘ ~

After dinner, while making vast discoveries, and showing
to Jane and Becky all.the fine toys the good Santa Claus
had sent them, Becky was summoned to her grandparents’
room.

*There, child,” said grandfather, pointing to an ottoman,
“ get that ; we want you to stay with us.” He arose, stirred
up the fire, and, resuming his seat, said:

# Becky, child, your grandmother and I have read much
of late, and, instead of finding the miserable doubts which




112 AGNES; OR,

urged us to it quieted and dispelled, they have resolved
themselves -into cortainties. In our old age we find our-

selves without a faith, without a visible guide.” Beeky

started.

“ Does it shock, surprise you, child ¥’

“ Grandfather, it does not surprise me; I have known it
for some time.” -

¢ Known it, child ! how? Ithought mother and I effectu-
ally concealed it from all. Certainly we have not spoken
of it.

“It was not from any thing you have said, grandfather ;
but from the books you have been reading, and your
troubled looks, that I knew it.”’

Grandfather smiled : © Becky, child, we have been read-
ing of late only the Scriptures and authentic history,”

“ But, grandfather, there was a time when you had others
besides them !”

“You are right, child, there was ; mother and Iread them,
but their subtle sophistry did not satisfy us; we saw how
utterly incompatible with man’s happiness was their
specious reasoning ; how soon, if they should ever gain the
ascendency, they would destroy the harmony of order, and
plunge the world into an irretrievable chaos, Kvery ome
would be for setting himself up as a philosopher; might
would govern right; and where freedom was promised to
man, the most terrible slavery would be found. Never,
Becky, was such a tyrant as this boasted reason would
prove. Innumerable sects would arise, the name of the living
God would be swept from the earth, and again would the
altars of Moloch stream with the bleod of his vietims.”

¢« And to save man frote all this, grandfather, you have
come to the belief that God left to him a revealed faith ¢”
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“I have, child: He created man, and placed him in a
terrestrial garden filled with every thing that could delight
the senses. There he might have remained, innocent and

happy; one restraint, and one only, was placed upon him’:

he was commanded not to eat of the fruit of a certain tree ;
he disobeyed, he transgressed, and in his transgression
showed the rebellicusness of his heart. He was dnven out
from his delightful home; the penalty of death was pro-
nounced upon him and all hiy posterity ; but the mercy of
God would not see him utterly destroyed; a Saviour was
promised, whose blood should atone for his sin. To Abra-
ham, Isaae, and Jacob was this promise afterwards renew-
ed ; the prophets were enlightened as to the time of his
coming; they so exactly. foretold all the circumstances
attending his birth, life, preachings, miracles, and death,
that, in Jesus of Nazareth, we cannot but see the long
promised, the long expected Messiah come. 'We see, too, -
from his own words, from the writings of his apostles, that
before his mission was fully accomplished, he established
a church wherein a pure and undefiled faith might be
deposited for man, This far, child, have we got; and now,
with the various churches founding their belief on Chris-
tianity, each pretending to be the repository of that pre-
cibus faith, how are we to know which is the right, which
the spurious one ¥

“ By the marks, gmndfather which he Ieft to distin-
gnish it from all others.”

“ Marks, child! Marks!” He bent eagerly forward and
the cloud seemed lifting from his brow.,

“Yes, grandfather; when Christ established his Church
he knew that many would come in his name; “false pro-
phets in sheep’s clothing, but inwardly ravenous wolves,’
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and therefore he set marks upon it by which it might be
easily known to all. Grandfather, these are the marks:
the Church of Christ must be one, holy, catholic, and
apostolic.” She paused, leaned her forehead on her hand,
and remained for several moments buried in thought; at
length she raised her head, and looked up into her grand-
father's face.

“ Well, Beeky,” he said ; “ now that yon have gathered
up the scattered threads of memory, will you tell us what
you mean by saying the Church of Christ must be one ¢’

“1 mean, grandfather, it must be one by the union of its
members in one faith, one communion: It stands o reason,
if dissensions and contradictions about faith or worship
were allowed. to enter, it would be split into a thousand
fragments and lost in a- multiplicity of creeds; but the
Church of Christ is built upon a rock, and is to last forever ;
hence it must be one, strong and unweakened, capable 'of
resisting the ¢ rains, floods, and winds which beat against it
Christ says, ‘one fold, one shepherd,’ to express emphatically
its indissoluble unity, We cannot reject one single article
without rejecting the whole; we must be either for it, or
against it, for ¢ whosoever shall keep the whole law, and
yet offend in one point, is guilty of alL’ "* )

¢ But, Becky,” said grandmother, laying her hand on her
arm, “pause here a moment. The Church which is Christ’s
must be one. Very well; now tell which, among the exist-
ing churches, has this boasted unity., Father ‘and I have
examined them well, and have failed to find it.” &

¢ Tt is, grandmother, because you have not examined the

‘Catholic Church, There, and there only, will you be able to - |

* St James, ii. 10.
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find unity. Among others you find nothing but wrangling
and discord. They are not to-day what they were yester-
day, and to-morrow they will not be what they are to-
day. Constantly changing—constantly blown sbout by
every wind of doctrine, what claim can they have to this
first of essential marks, 8t Paul points them out and
bids us beware of them; he says: ‘I beseech you, brethren,
to mark them who cause dissensions and offences contrary
to the doctrine which you have learned ; and avoid them.,*
And in still another place, he exhorts us to be ¢ careful to
keep the unity of the spirit in the bond of peace. One
body, and one spirit; as you are called in one kope of your

* vocation. One Lord, one faith, one baptism.’} The Catho-

lic Church alone has preserved this unity; she is the same
throughont the world, the same creed, the same worship.
Even the sacrifice of her altar is cverywhere offered up in
the one language, the sdine used in all her sacred offices
throughout all the western parts of the world from the
apostles” days. And, grandfather and grandmother, be-
hold in this one point before us how the wisdom of God
guides his Church! The common or vulgar languages are.
forever changing, and, in order to preserve her from losing

“in these changes a tittle of her unity, one language was

chosen for all her ritual. Here her unity of faith, and
unity of worship are both secured. A Catholic finds him-
self in a strange country; he knows nothing of the lan-

- guage spoken around him, but there is a Catholic Chureh;

he sees the same sacrifice of the altar offered up in the same
language in which he has always been accustomed to hear

* Romans, zvi. 17, , .
+ FEphesians, iv. 1, 2, 3. “Challoner’s Catholic Christian Instrue-

© ted,” p. 116.
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it. There arc the seven lsacraments, prayers for the dead,
invoecations of the saints, believing the 'same supremacy, da~
ting back that supremacy, through long ages, to St. Peter, the
rock on which the Church was built, Ile is no longer a
stranger ; he is at home with the mewabers, in the union of
one faith, one communion. Has any other than the Catho-
lic Church unity like this

Grandfather’s and grandmother’s eyes were fixed upon
the carpet, they Leeded not her question; minute after
minute passed by, but they still mused on. At length, rais-
ing his head, grandfather exelaimed :

“The second mark, child! Tell us about the second mark,

of Christ’s Church, I believe you said it was holiness.”

1 did, grandfather; for it stands to reason the Church
which the blessed Saviour founded, wherein the fruits of
his precious blood might be apph d to the souls of men,
could not be otherwise than holy. hrist himself declared
‘the gates of hell should not prevail against it,’* that is,
that no sin or wickedness should ever creep into it, and
he promised to send another Paraclete, the Spirit of truth,
. that it might abide with it forever.t In Isaias we read:
‘And a path and a way shall be there, and it shall be called
the holy way; the unclean shall not pass over it} and
listen to St. Paul, speaking of it, he says: ¢ Christ loved the

Chureh, and delivered himself up for it, that he might
sanctify it, cleansing it by the laver of watexr in the word of .
life: that he might present it to himself a glorious church, -

not having spot or wrinkle, nor any such thing ; but that it
should beholy and withont blemish.’§ You see, grandfather,
holiness is another indispensable mark of Christ's Church.”

* Matthew, xvi. 18. Isaias, xxxv. 8,
+ John, xiv. 186, 3 Ephesians, v, 25. 26. 27,
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“Yes, child, yes,” he impaticntly exclaimed, while the
black clouds gathered on his brow, it must of necessity be
holy, Christ could not be the founder of one that was

; but tell me how you can claim holiness as belonging
exclusweiy to the Catholic- Church? Methinks; child, I
have heard any thing but holiness ascribed to it 17

“But by whom, grandfather? Its cnemies. They
found its purity and holiness laid too grat a restraint
upon their passions; they broke from it, and, ashamed to
own to the world their unworthiness to be ranked among its
members, they accused it of the very excesses of which the
themselves were guilty. Look upon the lives of these pre-
tended reformers; not one of them but seem abandoned to
the most shameful crimes.. Luther’s violence of temper
burst forth on all oceasions; throughout his writings is dis-
played the same spirit of pride, hatred, and intolerance ; he
tried to make out God the author of sin, by denying free
will to man; he boasted of having, with impunity, broken
the most solemn vows. That peace which the world can
neither give nor take away was not granted to his councils ;
he and his disciples were ever wrangling, disputing, and
contradicting. Having thrown off the restraint of the
Church, one would not submit to the opinion of another,
hence followed bitter contentions, and suddenly a multitude
of new religions werc spawned upon the world. To believe
each one’s account of the other, never was there so quar-
relsome, furious, and scandalous a set. What vile epithets,

~what odious comparisons, they dealt out to all who in the

least dared to disagree with them! What seditions they
stirred up ! 'What confusion and tumult followed in their
wake! And yet these were the pretended reformers of
Christ’s Holy Church! It would be impossible for me,
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grandfather, to tell you all their inconsistencies, and
wanderings after they began the business of reforming:
I will, therefore, refer you to Bossuet’s ¢ Variations,” there
you will find them fully treated. And now, leaving them
and their slanders agaiust the Church which God has given
his angels charge over, I will just glance at the boasted
Reformation in Enghud and see what kind of men set
about the same work there. Were they holy, God-fearing
‘persons, who labored under the belief that errors had crept
into the Church, and it was their pious duty to correct
them? Were their tender consciences pained at the want
of piety among the people? - Did they strive to arouse

them from their lethargy, and inspire anew in their hearts

the love and fear of God? Grandfather, you and grand-

mother have been reading history, authentic history, you

tell me, and what does it say ¥’ ,

Grandfather’s hands were crossed upon his cane, and his
head bowed down upon them. He groaned aloud, no other
reply did he make, and Becky went on:

% Grandfather,” she laid her hand upon his knee, and her
voice took the tone of deep feeling, “I know what you
would say; I, too, have read history, and instead of all this,
instead of being holy, God-fearing men, they were devoid
of every sentiment of piety and hnmamty, and it was their
morals, not the Church, which so terribly needed reforming.
They slandered it ; to be sure they did; but in the midst
of all their slanders and persecution its purity and holiness
shone forth more gloriously than ever. Like Lauther, in
the case of the Landgrave of Hesse, it mlght have con-
sented to Henry the Eighth having two wives at one time,
but it would not sanction so great a wickedness; and the
firmness of its Pontiff, in maintaining its integrity, proves

i
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to the world that God had not forgotten his promise; that
the Spirit of Truth was still with it, gniding and directing
it in all things.”

Grandfather suddenly raised his head, and exclaimed:
“Strange, child, strange, that England should boast of
having thrown off the spiritual authority of the Pope,
when she threw it off for no other reason than becanse he
would not sanction so abominable a crime! And strange,
too, that, having broken off from him, she should bow to
the supremacy of one, a monster in human nature, for,
from that time, Henry became the bead of England’s
Chureh 1”

i Yes, father, I lecollect and a strange head a strange
reformer, he must have been Y

“ Grandfather and grandmother, it is no more than might
be expected. Hardening her heart, she was given over to
a reprobate sense; and, while we may exclainy: What
blindness! what infatuation! we cannot but see in it the
justice of Almighty God. She heaped the vilest slanders
on his Church, and,it is but fitting the world should know
why she separated from its commumon, and to whom she
owed the existence of her own.’

Grandfather put more wood on the fire, and, moving to
one side of the fireplace, leaned his elbow on the mantel-
piecce and his head on his open palm. The clock near him
ticked loud, with almost an intrading noise.

“ Mother!” he exclaimed, after awhile hstenmg to it;
“how the babbling minutes fly ! We linger——they heed 1t
not—willing or unwilling, they drag us with them down the
path of life I” '

“ And yet, grandfather, these minutes are laden with the -
choicest gifts to man.”

)
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“ Becky, child, that may be easy for the young to believe,

. when to them every change has upon it the morning fresh-

ness of life; but not so to the old; morning and noon are
past, and only the night of the grave is before them.”

“To the aged worldling, he to whom this world is all,
grandfather, it may be so; but not to the aged Christian.
To him more joyous, more glorious, is the coming change.
The grave he has not looked upou as the end, but as the
beginning of his life; beyond it is his paradise of delights,
where no serpent can come to tempt and lare him into
evil, In triumph he exclaims: ‘O Grave! where is thy
victory? O Death! where is thy sting?”

Grandfather moved on to his seat, and laid his hand

gently on her head.

“ Dear child,” he said, “the world has never been to -

your grandmother and T our all, and yet how dark the
grave appears to us!”  There was an indescribable sadness
in his voice, which brought tears to Becky’s eyes.

% Grandfather,” she replied, pressing her hands together,
it is because you have no sure faith to light you to it.”

4 No, child; no. TFor the last few months onr hearts have
been racked and torn; sorrows have multiplied upon us,
and darkness is around us.” He covereds his face with his
hands, and Becky knew by the convulsive breathing that
her grandfather wept. In a moment grandmother was at
his side. She had ever been his faithful partner, smooth-

_ing the rugged paths before him, and where his manly

strength and courage failed, with her womanly paticnce
and fortitude, soothing and helping him on. '

¢ Zachary,” she said, laying her hand on his shoulder,

« remember the words Walter spoke to you this morning.

The mercy of the Lord endureth forever” It is dark be-
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fors us now, but it is only the darkness just before day. I
can already see a bright ray streaking the horizon I”
- The passionate burst of grief was over, raising his head,

- in a calm, subdued voice, he replied: “ Rebecea, the preju-

dices of years must be laid aside, and what we were taught
to hate we must learn to love.”

“8o be it, Zachary, if light and peace come with P

“ Becky,” said grandfather, suddenly turning to her:
“you believe your Church to be infallible #” ) , :

“1 do, grandfather; I would have to doubt the words of
Christ himself .to doubt its everlasting purity and holiness.
He said it would never err or go astray, and in believing
his word I believe in its perfect infallibility. Tn it, grand-
father, you will find those channels thm;ugh which the
grace of God may flow into our souls—there is the Holy
Sacrifice of the Mass daily offered up on its altars—seven
sacraments—days sct aside for fasting and prayer—Ilives of

- members eminent for their piety—in other words, lives of

its saints, placed before us, that, while asking their prayers,
we may make their virtues onr own—every thing in it
tends to excite a holy emulation in doing good——ten:ds to a
carrying out of those two great commandments Christ
gave—love to God and man.” |

“Sacrifice of the Mass daily offered up—seven sacra-
ments—days set aside for fasting and prayer—asking the
saints to pray for us I’ said grandmother, in a musing tone,

“Mother " exclaimed grandfather, “we will talk to
Becky about all them another day; but, child, tell us now
about the third mark,”

“Grandfather, the third mark of Christ’s Church is its
universality. It must extend fo all nations: ‘Go ye into

the whosle world, and preach the Gospcl to every crea-
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ture.* It was not, like the Jewish religion, to be confined
to one spot; the earth was to be its inheritance, ¢ All the
ends of the earth shall remember, and shall be converted
to the Lord: and all the kindreds of the Gentiles shall
adore in thy sight. For the kingdom is the Lord’s, and
he shall have dominion over the nations’t In the Acts we
see the establishment of the infaunt church, and, following
its history, in course of time, we see the disciples removed
from their field of labor, others succeeding them, and the
work still going on. Persecutions fall harmless upon it,
and nations gather themselves under its sheltering roof.
Heresies spring up, each claiming to be the Church of
Christ; and a name is given it which it shall carry down to
all succeeding generations. They strive to wrest this name
from it and assume it themselves; but in vain, they can-
not—it belongs not to them. Grandfather and grand-
mother, what is this name? Tt is Catholic. And why
could they not assume it? Because it was to point out the
one Church, the great Charch, the universal Churchj and
what claim had they to being One, Great, or Universal ?
They, torn with dissensions, limited to a few members, and
confined to remote corners! As to the modern heresies,
many of them have in like manner claimed it, but with no
better success. Like the early ones, they are known by
the names of their founders, or nations among which they
first appeared, or some novelty belonging to them, as Lu-
therans, Calvinists, Charch of England, Kirk of Scotland,
Baptists, Methodists, etc. The nicknames, Romanist and
Papist, which they in their spleen have cast upon it, show
up their malice and weakness, and the greater claim it has

* Mark, xvi, 15. + Psalm xi. 28, 29.
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to it: for, in spite of all, Catholic it came down to us
Catholic it still is, and Catholic it shall be, when they, ]ik(;
the ecarly heresies, have passed away. Grandfather and
grandmother; it would weary you, I fear, shonld I, in speak-
ng of its universality of place, enumerate all the countries
over which it is spread, for in those countries in which it is

" not the established chnreh, as in Eugland, Scotland, Hol-

land, and the Protestant parts of Germany, it has numerous,
very numerous followers, and the same may be said of it
throughout the world.  And not only in place js it Catholic
or universal, but in time. Turn to any history you please,
and however much the historian, in his prcj:ldice, may
wish to cloak it, you cannot but see it is the Church of the
-apostles’ days. The very heresies which have in suceeed-
ing ages sprung up incontestably prove this. Oune denied
the trinity, another the resurrcction, another baptism,
another transubstantiation, or the change of the bread and
wine into the body and blood of Christ, another the poun-
j:iﬁoa,l authority, and so of each of its tenets, and in combat-
ing and refuting these errors and maintaining the parity
of its faith, it proves it was the same in doctrine, in litargy,
and in government, it is to-day. It had, as I observed,
when speaking of its unity, the same sacrifice of the altar,
the same sacraments, the same supremacy, and dating back
that supremacy to Peter, the rock on which the Church
was built, against which the powers of hell have never pre-
vailed, dnd never can prevail,”

With eyes bent earnestly upon her, grandfather and grand-
mother had listened to her words, but now grandfatherspoke:

“Child, you are right. The Church which is Christ’s
must be universal, in time as well as in place. A church
which canmot trace itself back to the apostles’ days, can-
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not be the church which Christ founded and his apost}eg '
preached.”

“No, grandfather, certainly not; and this now brings
me to the last of the four marks by which Christ’s Church
may be known—its apostolicity. It must be able, through
a succession of bishops, to trace itself back to Deter, the
first bishop, None of the Protestant sects being heard of
till the sixteenth century, can they do this? Can they show
an uninterrupted succession of pastors? No, grandfather;
they cannot, The slightest knowledge of history would at
once expose any pretensions they might make.”

“ Bus, Becky,” said grandfather, « does not the Church of
England, or Episcopal Church, claim an apostolic succession?”’

“She does, grandfather; but through what channel?
Through the chanuel of the Catholic Church. For she
knows, the world knows, it is a fact as palpable as the noon-
day sun, that the Catholic religion was the first Christian
religion, the religioh the apostles labored to extend, and
which, through the most terrible persecution, and in spite
of the most violent opposition, converted the Pagan world,
and carried the light of the Gospel to the barbarous nations
around.”

_“DBut, child,” asked grandfather, « did it not afterwards
fall into the grossest idolatry ¥

« No, grandfather; that is only one of the many slanders
its enemies have cast upon it.” '

Grandfather looked sharply at Becky, while a stern look
of incredulity settled on his countenance.

« Father,” said grandmother, observing his changed ex-
pression, “ we must_not be too ready to believe all alleged
against it. Doubtless, when Becky comes to tell us of its
sacrifice sacraments, and all those things she has promised

\
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to tell us about, she will be able to clear up these acousas
tions,” : -

‘.‘ Grandfather and grandmother, in my poor way I could
easily do it, but you must not depend entirely on my word.
I wi}l bring you Milner's ¢ End of Religious Controversy,’
afld there, from the writings of one of its most learned d;-
vines, you will see all the slanders against it ably refuted
refuted, too, in a style you cannot but-admire for its calm’
reasonable, and sensible tone; no false rhetorie, no empt_);
declamation will you find in it; only the strong, forcible
langnage of truth.” :

“ Child, you will bring us the book this evening?’ -

“1 will, grandfather.”

“ And now, Becky,” said grandmother, “ speaking of the
Church of (England laying a claim to apostolieity through

+ the Catholic Churel, tell us, doas she, even in that way, prove

her claim good ¥’

.“ No, grandmother, she does not.  Queen Elizabeth com-
missioned the Catholic Bishops of Bath, Durham, Landaff,
and Peterboro, to consecrate Matthew Parker, he being :;
.Pr(otestant, and they Cathelies, of course they wounld not do
1t5 and for maintaining their rightful authority they were
persecuted, deprived of their sces, and Parker, it was said,
was consecrated by one Barlow, who had himself never
beq?n consecrated, thus, notwithstanding all her voluminous
writings, unable to prove Barlow’s consceration, her link is
b'roken, and she has no more claim to an apostolic suceos-
sion than any of the other heresies, * Bat not so with the
Catholic Church; through cighteen hundred years it can
trace itself in a direct line back to Peter. In the first age
to Peter succeeded Linus; to Lious, Cletus; to Cleﬁls}
Clement : and the second age, to Clement, Ahacletus ; to An-

oy
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acletus, Evaristus; to Evaristus, Alexander I.; ; and grand-
father and grandmotber in the same manner, th;ourrh all the
centuries, I can descend to Yius IX,, the present Pope or
head bishop; making in the agoregate, two hundred and
fifty-six who have occupled the chair of Peter. Strong and
unbroken, grandfather and grandmother, is the chain that
binds the Catholic Church to the eternal rock on which it
was founded.”

The door opened, and Jane informed them that tea was
awaiting. ¢ Becky, dear,” said grandmother, rising, “ you
will not forget the book after supper?#’

“ No, grandmother, T certainly will not.”

“ And, Becky,” said grandfather, taking the hand she
lovingly extended to him, * we will ponder over your words,
and when all you have told us is well considered, we will,
child, refer to those subjects you promised to treat of.”

“ At any time, dear grandfather, at any time.”

A glad, grateful ook, passed between the two gu]s as
they walked on with their grandparents to the tea-table.
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CHAPTER VIIL,

A rew days after Christmas, Mr. Hilton’s carriage drove
up before the widow Clement’s door, Little Mark was to
be taken to his new home. IIé was already dressed in his
bright plaid suit, and was standing by his mother’s knee -
listening to her parting words of advice, The children,
Ellen and Clara, scarcely comprehended what it all meant.
Marky was going away, but then he would soon come back
again, and they would see him éver so many times, and he
would bring them such nice presents. Alfred was very
grave, but he strove to speak in an encouraging and even
a cheerful tone.

“ Mother,” he observed, ¢ this is a great chance for Mark
who would have thought, a few wecks ago, that he would be
adopted by a rich man, and treated with all the kindness as
if he was his own chlid Y

“ Burely, Alfred, it is unexpected, and Mark must be good,
and prove himself grateful.” Her eyes filled; but, stooping,
she tied his little shoeq and when she looked up again the
tears were gone,

Mr. Hilton knocked ; a pallor spread over Mark’s face.

“ He's come,” he whispered, with :h@ite lips. f

“ Courage, Marky, courage! " said Alfred, walking to the
door and opening if.

Mr. Hilton came in, seated himself, and after a remark or
two addressed to the widow and Alfred, reached out his
hand to Mark, % Well, Mark,” he said, are you most ready
to come home with me, and be my little boy ¥




128 . AGNES ; OR,.

|
e made no reply, but, leaning his head on his mother's
shoulder, sobbed aloud. ‘
# Marky, Marky,” she coaxingly said, “ yon mustn’t cry.
You will now have all the books you want to read, and such

beautiful pictures; and by and by you will be able to take

a little brush in“your hands and make pictures yourself.”

“ But you won't be there ! Oh, mother, mother, you won’t
be there 1”

“ Mark,” said Mr. Iilton, drawing his chair up to
bim and laying his hand tenderly on his head, “your
mother will be there as often as you wish to see her, and
Alfred, Ellen, and Clara too; and Martha, you know, is
there now.” .

“ Martha P’ he exclaimed, raising his head. #Oh, Thad
forgotten it; ves, she is there, and 1 won't be all alone I

Mr. Hilton’s countenance grew deathly pale, but, master-
ing his emotions he drew Mark to him.
~ «No, Mark,” he said, “ you will not be all alone, and
now dry up your tears, and show them how brave you are.”

Alfred wished to speak- calm and collected, but feeling
that little Mark’s tears were becoming contagious, to change
the conversation, he turned to Mr, Hilton and said :

*I have some good news to tell you, sir; Mr. Simonds
has raised my salary.”

« How much, Alfred ¢

¢ One-third, sir.”

“ And have you agreed to stay with him a year #”

“Yes, Mr, Hilton.”

“T congratulate you on having your salary ra1sed but I
/am sorry yon are engaged. I would rather employ you
myself; however, the year will pass quickly, and then don’t
engage with him until you see me.”

YVIEWS OF CATHOLICITY. 129

T will not, sir, and I should not have done so now if I
had known you wished to employ me.”

HE“ never mind, Alfred, it may be all for the best »
He torned for little Mark, be had stepped across the room,
and in a.low voice he was conversiag with his little sisters.

“ Come Mark,” he said, “ kiss them now, and we will be
going.”

Mrs. Clement snddenly rose ; 'twas ev ldent she was strug-
gling with bitter feelings.  Alfred rose too.

“ Mr, Hilton,” he remarked, in rather an unsteady voice,
“our home will be little Mark’s home no move.”

“No, Alfred; but he is going to those who will cherish
him as their own.”’

“ And, Mr, Hilton,” said the widow, while her lips trem-
bled, “ when you observe faults in him, be not too hard with
him ; remember—remember—" she stopped, unable, with
any composure, to proeceed.

Apgain & change came over Mr. Hilton’s countenance,
“TRemember, Remember ! Can I ever forget? AsThope
for mercy hereafter, the child shall be as my own.”?

He took little Mark by the hand, opened the door, and
passed out. The widow and Alfred followed.

“ One more kiss, Marky, and I must hurry to Mr, Si-
monds.” He took it, silently pressed Mr. Hilton’s hand,
and walked rapidly away. A’ moment longer the widow
lingered, “The past!” she whispered, in Mr. Hilton’s ears,

“The past!” he slowly repeatedﬁ “The past!” And
dashing a tear from his eyes, he tenderly lifted little Mark
into the carriage. A quick drive, and they were at home..
In the hall Mr Iilton met Agnes Kindly taking her
hand, he said :

“ Let. me introduce to my dear Agnss her adopted brother.”
%
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She glanced down on himj his large Dlue eyes were
raised timidly to hers, while he pressed close to her fathet’s
side, His golden hcm', in short, thick carls, was brushed
from off his beautiful forehead, and there was altogether
such an angelig expression about his countenance, that,
stooping, she threw her arms around hiw and kissed him.

“ Oh, Miss Agnes!” he exclaimed; ¢ Tam soglad to see
you again, to thank you for those nice pictures you sent
. me ! 19

He foagot his timidity, and now warmly pressed her
hand.

% Then you liked them #’

“ Oh yes, very much; especially the ¢ Fiddler and his
Pets I’ 7

Again she kissed him. ITow she wonld have loved him,"

but for the demon pride. At that moment she caught a
glance of Martha standing at the head of the stairs, and
smiling through her tears. It seemed to Agnes a trium-
phant expression gleamed from that smile, AH the cold,
angry feelings rushed back to her heart; rudely pushing
the fair child from her, with a stately step she passed on to
her own room, while Mr. Hiiton, with a heavy sigl_l, turned
with-little Mark into one of the parlors,

A week passed, and Agnes, in her own room, was taking
copies from a ngtch-book ?01‘ some time she worked dili-
gently away, then a frown lowe1 ed on her brow, and, drop-
ping her pencil, she leaned her head on her hands. Hard
lines settled round her mouth; she was thinking of little
Mark Clement and his family. Why had her parents per-
sisted in taking him? Was there no other child but their
seamstress’s brother? Was Mark Clement any more an ob-
ject of charity than a hundred others, whose friends would
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never presume to intrude upon her home? ¢ They think,”
she bitterly exclaimed, “to make me yield; but never,never
will T look upon him as a brother while his go-between of
a sister is in the house.” ' Against Martha, in particalar,”
was her animosity directed ; but for her hateful presence,
Mark’s beauty and winning ways would héve easily gained

!her affcctions. She never once considered that the poor

girl, having so’ beautiful and charming a brother, would all
the more bitterly lament that poverty which obliged them
to transfer him to other hands; how, a menial'in the house,
sbe would see him raised to a station above her; how sad
thoughts of her almost idolized father would arise; what
great changes had come over them since his sickness and
death ; the home-circle broken, his children separated, some
ratsed up, and others cast down, Ah, poor girl, such re-
flections as these wiil beno strangers to thy heart; and yét
Agnes, blinded by pride and wilfulness, sees and heeds it
not!

She arose, and going to the piano, raised the lid.. Seat-
ing herself, her slender fingers swept tlie pearl keys, and

she seemed about to commence a bold, spirited march,”

when suddenly changing ker mind, she more lightly touched
the keys; a faint prelude followed, and she sang a sweet

- Italian air of touching sadness. Tears trembled in her

eyes, and, unable to finish it, «she bowed her face upon her
hands and wept. She was not thinking now of Martha,
Mark, or her mother or father j no, her thoughts had fiown
to one whose ‘every feature was indulibly printed on her
heart — one whose rick, maaly voice, bad joined hers the
last time she sang the strain; then shc was all joyous and

happy, and the “sad air seun :d in strange contrast with
her buoyant feelings ; now a

£
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shadow “ no bigger than a man’s hand ;* but which threat-
ened to obscure all the peace and sunshine of her home.
Oh, if he were only with her, how soothingly would his
words fall on herears! but he was gone, and knew not how
coldly her parents had turned. She loved Walter Starr
with all the wild Jevotion of her proud, passionate nature ;
and yet, as she now longed for his presence, she instinet-
ively shrank from the thought of ever revealing to him the
canse of her sorrow. Noble and generous as he was, might
he not think it betrayed a selfish and unfeeling heart? Not
so with Becky; equally generous with her brother, she
felt she could confide in her, could tell her all. She did
not reflect how unjust was the cause of her grief, how it
discovered a baneful passion—a passion which, if not re-

strained, wquld destroy all the natural goodness of her

heart, and make her wretched in this world, and forever mis-
erable in the next; no, she did net think of this, she only
knew she was unhappy, and she longed to hear Becky’s gen-
tle voice, and feel her soft hand pressed lovingly on her brow.
. Raising her pale face, her slender fingers once more swept
the keys, and with a voice gnivering with emotion, she sang:
“ More constant than the evening star,
Which mildly beams ahove ;
Than diadem, oh, dearer far,
A sister’s gentle love !
Brighter thar dew-drop oun the rose,
Than Nature's smile more gay ;
A living fount which ever flows,
‘Warmed by love's purest ray.
Gem of the heart! Tife’s gift divine,
Bequeathed us from above;
Glad offering at affection’s shrine,
A sister’s holy lovel”
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Her voice becaine more calm, and rising from the instru-
ment, she exclaiined :

“ Yes, Becky has ever been to me asister, kind and true,”
A faint tinge suffused her check as she thought of the time
when Becky would have a stronger claim to the name sis-
ter than medre gratitude. BShe seated herself before her
tap_esi;ry-frame, took several stitches, then went to her draw-
or for wore worsted ; again she saw the manuscript, her
curiosity was once more excited, and, sinking into an arm-
chair, she turned to the second chapter. '

“Tae dreary months of winter passed, and the beautiful
months of Spring flung their fragrance over the world, Na-
ture, animate and inanimate, seemed to rejoice ; but still,
from oune little home the voice of lamentation arose. Mr,
Harny lingered on, but how pale, how emaciated ! A few
days, and his pilgrimage shall close; a few days, and no
more shall those racking pains assail him. His gentle wife
glides likd a spirit through the house struggling with her
sorrow, and never easy unless preparing some delicacy, or
busied in, some way for him. Oh, if by some powerful
effort she'could wake and find it all a dream — a fearfu)
dream — his sickness and approaching .death, ber loneli-
ness and desolation, what joy would thrill her heart! Al
ways fenderly attached to him, how would her love increase
ten-fold ! But, ah! it may not be, it is yo dream, no wild
and fearful dream ; but a stern, aching reality, Little Joe
has awakened to the sorrows of earth ; the flowers of child-
hood have faded, and only a desolate moor stretches on be-
fore him. Iiden’s music is hushed; the ashes of Eve's
forbidden fruit are strewn upon his heart; he writhes in
the bitterness of new-born sorrow, and would fain escape it

/\
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“if he could. One day he was sitting at his father's beds1de,
slowly fanning him; the invalid's eyes were closed, and he
bent his head to hear if he still breathed; a light step
sounded near, and looking up, he saw his mothcr smnding
beside him. A tear coursed down her cheek, and fell upon
lis forehead. . '

“¢Must he die? he whispered, and the words smote so
heavily on his heart, that, dropping the fan, he rushed from
the house, and throwing himsclf under a tree near by,
sobbed and cried in very helplessness of woe, His dog
followed, and nestling his huge head against him, whined

‘and moaned, as if he fully comprehended the cause of his
young master’s grief,

«¢Qh, Douce! Douce! go away, he eried, at the same time
that he threw his arms around his neck, and sobbed with
more vehemence than evear.

¢ Must he die? Must he be taken from us? Oh, father !

father !’ and tears rained over his checks. The singing of
the birds, the gay sunshine, the clear blue sky looking so
peacefully down—all, all seemed fo mock him in his agony ;
and hugging the dog closer to his heart, he wept like one
not to be comforted.

“Several weeks passed; it was at the close of one of
those days, in éﬁrly sammer, that seem to pale and trem-
ble at the remembrance of the ‘wild storms of winter. The
sighing breeze was silent, as if listening to some far-off
echo ot the past ; shadows crept over the green fields, and
the sky, lately so blue, looked pensive and sad behind her
veil of fast-gathering clouds. Mr. Harny sat bolstered up
in bed, the hectic glow burned on his cheek; his eyes, sunk

far in his head, were fixed upon a crucifix he held in his
feeble hands,
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“¢ Agnes,’ he faintly exclaimed, ‘is it time to take my
next potion?

“She glanced at the clock: ¢ No, dearest, it lacks fifteen
minutes ; but if you feel very weak, you can take it now;
the doctor said you could take it whenever you felt a bad
turn coming on.’

“tGive it me then, he gasped. The flush faded from
his cheek; heavy drops of perspiration stood on his brow.
She flew to the stand, poured out some liquid from a vial
into a tea-cup, and quickly returning, raised his head on
her arm, and placed the cup to, his lips.

“¢Try to swallow, dearest,” she exclaimed, in a trembling
voice, while her cheeks blanched nearly as pale as his own.
With difficulty Lie swallowed the dranght; she reached the
cop to little Joe, and wiped the glistening drops from his
brow. He dpened his mouth and gasped for air ; Nellie
Counor, who stayed constantly with the family, hastily threw
up the window, and drew aside the curtain ; the door was al-
ready open. Oh! it was fearful to w1tneqs his stroggles ; he
convulsively clatched the bed-clothes, his nostrils became
rigid, and a pitiful, helpless look of agony shone from his eyes.
His wife bathed his temples, chafed Lis hands, didevery thing
in her power to relieve him; little Joe, in awe, buried his
head in the bed-clothes, and wondered he could not ery. |

“¢Q Jesus, pity ! Holy Mary, pray for him! exclaimed
the sorrow-stricken wife, in accents of terror and anguish,
Nellie poured more medicine into the cup, and handed it
to her; again she raised his head on her arm, and placed
the pation *o his lips.

“%Qh, FrancisP she entreated, ‘try to take one swallow,
it will help you; do, dearest, do.’ Ile raised his hand as
if grasping for something, and, with a quick movement she
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poured the liquid into his mouth; collecting all his ener-
"gies, he forced it down.

“Dark clouds hastily ushered in the night; the winds
swept ruthlessly round the house, regardicss of the pain

and suffering within, Nellie flew to the door and closed it,”

but left the window up; the rain came down in torrents,

bright flashes of lightning streamed in through the windows, -

lighting up, with a weird unearthly light, the little room,
for one brief mowent, and then leaving it darker than be-
fore. Little Joe hastened to light a candle, while the deep-
toned thunder seemed to keep time with the heavy feeling
of despair tugging at his heart.

“0 God! have pity on thy suffering child,” exclaimed
Nellie, smkmg on her knees; ¢ Mother of' Sorrows by the
anguish which filled thy heart when standing at the foot of
Calvary’s Cross, pray for him, assist him, and help him in
this great hour of need ! Dearest Jesus, who suflered death
that all might live, look down with pity on the :greatness
of his distress!’

¢ Little Joe, not knowing what to do, and anxious to do
gomething, knelt down beside her, and tried to pray; but,
poor chlld all he conld uvtter was: ‘Father of Heaven,
pity poor father ! Holy Mary, pray for him !

“ A glance from his mother, who was holding his father’s
head on her arm-~for, raised up, the sufferer seemed better

able to breathe—and he was at her side. *Tell Nellig to get

some hot cloths,” she whispered, ‘to wrap round your fath-
er’s hands; they are very cold, and doubtless his feet too.’

“AL last Lis breathing became easier; the perspiration’

dried from his brow, and the hectic glow mantled his cheek.

“¢Thank God! you are better, dearest!’ fervently ex-

claimed the pale- wife.
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¢ Lay me back against the pillow,” he faintly murmared.

“Once more comparatively easy, he closed his eyes and
slept, or seemed to sleep. The storm went down, the
winds died away, and the silence of night reigned in the
sick chamber, Mrs, Harny sat by lis side, little Joe had
been sent to bed, and Nellie been prevailed upon to lie
down, The light, with a bool placed like a screen before
it, to shade its glare from the sufferer's fuce, was burning
dxmlv on the bureau, the lond ticking of the clock fell
gtatmfrly on her ear; she feared it might waken him, and
was just arising, intending to stop the pendulum, and thus
silence its deep, heavy tick, when he opened his cyes and
said:

“ ¢ Never mind the clock, it does not annO}Lr me.’

“Quietly she rescated lherself, and in a faint voice, he
continued : ¢In the morning, Agnus, I think you had better
send little Joe for Mr, Connor, and have them send Maurice
for the priest. My heart tells me there is one there now
to fill Father Sheil’s place.’

“‘Yes, dearest, as soon as the sun rises I will call him

7

up.” She kissed his thin hand, and strove to appear com-
posed.

“¢Agnes!' a tremor passed over his fdce, ‘it’s most
over; but bear up, we will not be long separated.’

b Oh Francis!" was all she could say.

s Agnes, you have been my good angel in life, be my
good angel in death, and when you see me struggling in
the last agony, with the arms of prayer and resignation
assist me then. '

«of will] I promise I will!’ she sobT)ed bowing her face
upon her hands,

“ Weariedly he cIosed his eyes; and again all was still,

-
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A broad belt of light in the cast betokened the approach

of another day ; broader and broader it grew, till the shades
of night faded before it,-and the sun gloriously ascended
the horizon. Little Joe was awakened by a light touch on
his shoulder; his pale mother bent over him.

“¢ Awake, my child,” she whispered; ¢ dress yourself as
fast as you can, say your prayers, and eome out to breakfast;
you are to go for Mr. Connor.

“t And father! he exclaimed, wildly starting up.

#She placed her finger on his lips. ¢Hush! do not dis-
turb biig, he is in a light sleep” With a noiseless step she
left him. Little Joe dressed himself with all dispateh, said
his prayers, and on tiptoe stole from the room to the sum-
mer kitchen, or back room as it was called. Here a com-
fortable breakfast awaited him, and as he hastily partook
of it, his poor mother delivered to him the message lie was
to take to the Connor family. With as heavy a heart as
ever child had, he started on his errand. Tt was a beauti-
ful morning; all earth looked refreslied after the shower,
As heleft the little lane, and entered the woods, he thought
of the time, the summer before, when his futher took him
to A , to attend Mass, The priest passing down the
«aisles sprinkling the congregation with holy water; the
breath of incense ascending on high; the music of the
choir, reminding him of the angel band his mother had
teld him of—all came back; and now, as he gazed upon
the cloud-like vapors arising from the meadows, felt the
cool drops fall on his face from the brecze-shaken boughs,
and listened to the choral hymns of the birds and the
anthem-like voice of the winds, itfseemed all nature was
‘assisﬁing at a grand celebration of¥ the Holy Sacrifice;

sinking on his knees, he clasped bhis hands, and gazed -
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through the leaf‘y canopy, at patcheb of the dark, blue sky,
till it almost seemed he gazed

“i{Through opening vistas into- heaven.'

“He remembered how much his father wished fo scea

ijpriest, and now he prayed a priest might be sent o Aim. Aii-

sing, with all haste, he pursied his way; a bounding step
and panting breath caused his heart strangely to thrillj he

_ looked behind him, with a sharp, shrill bark of satisfaction,

Douce sprang to his side.. Laying lLis hand on the faithful
creature’s hoad, he hurried on.  Emerging from the woods,
he came to a spot where, the summer before, his mother
and father picked a large basket of strawberries; he was
with them—Douce t00 ;. oh, how happy, how joyous he was,
running from the berries info the woods, gathering crinkle
root and ginseng, visiting his bird-nests, the robin away
up in a maple, the woodpecker in the side of a partially
decayed elm, and the sweet little bluebird in the cavity of
a tall stump—then, ranning back to his pareats, who, as
they picked the luscious fruit, talked of their labors and
laid out plans for the fature. Wiping the fears from his
eyes, he hurried from a spot so franght with painfal recol-
lections, Alone, from all of their own creed, since the
sorrow and desolation of sickness lad come upon them,
his father had loved to dwell on the DBlessed Virgin, St.
Joseph, and the child Jesus’ sojourn in the dark land of
Egypt, away from their dear Jerusalem, and in the long
winter evenings, al his father's request, his mother, in her
low, sweet voice, had often sung that plaintive hymn:

#¢Like the children of Zion on Babylon's shore,
‘When Jerusalem, their country, smiled round them no more,’
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“¢Oh, father! father! in wailing sounds, burst from his

Jips. It was seven miles, across lots, to Mr. Connor’s. As -

Muvs. Connor came from her dairy, to look after the dinner,
little Joe, with flushed cheeks and swollen eyes, appeared
in the open door before her. Raising both hands, she
wildly exclaimed : :

“¢ Little Joe Harny! Your father—how is he? how is
he ?

“Little Joe hurriedly replied: ¢Last night we thought

him dying, but he is better now, and wants to see Mr, Con-

nor, and have you send Maurice for the priest; he says
this time he won’t be disappointed, he will surely find a
priest there.’

“‘Yes, yes; I don’t doubt it. Manurice shall go; God
will not let his servant depart without coming to light him
through the dark way.’

“Instead of sinking on a chair, the assurance that
E{aurice shounld go for the priest, that his father should see

priest before he died, so encouraged him that he no lon-
ger felt fatigued, but was all anxious, all eager, to go di-
rectly back with the weleome news. Bnt Mrs. Connor
would not hear of it. ¢Sit down, child, sit down? you
will vide over with us; for I will go too,’” she said, torning
to a girl of eighteen or ninecteen; ¢ his mother must have
some one besides Nellie. Ah! it’s a sad, sad trial for her,
poor thing, so pale and thin, so just like a shadow herself.’
The kind matron wiped a tear from her eye.

“¢ Bernard, Bernard,” she called aloud. A boy of ten
ot twelve years, with two other children, came bonnding
in. Seeing little Joe, they rushed up to him with the
eager joyousness of childhood, and, for the first time that

morning, a smile' lit up his tear-stained face. ¢DBernard !
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exclaimed Mrs. Connor: ‘run to the field just as fast as

~ ever you can, and tell your father and Maurice to come

right up, little Joe Harny’s here, and to send Mike to the
pasture for the horses. Here's your cap; quick, child,
quick.’ ‘

“«The child snatched the cap, and darted from the house.
Mrs, Connor bustled about, hurrying up the dinner, giving
directions to Bridget about the cheese the next morning;

. how much rennet to put into the milk, and, after carefully

cutting the curds, how to fix them in the press; telling
Tauny and Hughy to be good children, and mind, their
elder sister while she and their father were gone, and to
take good care of Miles, a fat-cheeked, dimpled little dar-
ling of fifteen or sixteen months, Then she went into the
next room -to prepare herself. Mr. Connor, Manrice, and
Bernard soon came ir; glancing at little Joe, Mr. Connor
saw him surrounded by his happy, light-hearted children,
who were all looking pityingly-into his face, and in trying
to comfort him, child-like, probing his wounds still deeper.

«“¢ And so they are going to put your father into a box,
and bury him away down in the ground,’ said little Hughy.
*1 wounldv’t let them do it, he indignantly exclaimed.

“¢Sure he can't help it,’ said Fauny.

“«<But it can be helped, persisted Hughy, standing on
tiptoe, and. lovingly twining his arms around his neck, ¢ it
can be helped; for father's going over, and he won’t let
them put bim in the ground.. Don’t cry, Joe; for I tell
you father won't let them do it )

“¢Do stop, Hughy " said Fanny, ¢ don’t you see you are
ouly grieving him still more? .

“The brave liftle fellow looked up, greatly puzzled how
his words could possibly give pain, Mr. Connor, having

-
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heard from his wife all the particulars, came and seaRd
himself in the midst of the children, drew little Joe to him,
took out his great ‘cotton pocket-handkerchief, and pushing
the hair from his forehead, wiped the tears from his cheeks,
and tried in his plain simple way to comfort him.

“ As they were sitting down to dinmer, Mike came in,

After the meal, Mrs. Connor kissed little Miles and Hughy, -

gave a few more directions to DBridget, and charging the
children to mind her till she and their father got back, she
sprang into the heavy lumber wagon, Little Joe was seated
beside her, on the back seat; Manrice and Mr. Connor took
the front. With the team they could not go ‘cross lots,

. and, consequently, had to go aronnd the long way, making |

a distance of ten miles. At the village of Stantorl, Maurice
left them, and, hiring a horse and light wagon, proceeded
to A , for the priest.”

As Agnes concluded the second chapter, she paused ere
turning to the next. Never before had she felt so deeply

interested in the hero of any story, as she now felt inter--

ested in little Joe Harny. . She who turned so coldly from

little Mark Clement, who, too, had early drunk the cup of -

sorrow, could tenderly sympathize with little Joe. His
person had not been deseribed, and yet he arose before her

with bright black eyes, fine, clear complexion, and hair of

the richest, darkest brown. As for his being a fictitions
character, an imaginary being, such a thought never ocemr-
red to her. She had -read many a novel, and would bave
smiled with supreme contempt at the imputation of believ-
ing any of the characters, incidents, or any thing connected
with them had any foundation in truth—that they were
pictures, more or less fairly drawn, of real, not realities of,
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life, she readily admitted. But now, she looked on the life
of little Joe Harny as a veritable history, and it had for
her a strange, almost mysterious, interest. 'What a paradox
is the human heart! how full of sceming contradictions!
Agnes was at once cruel and hard-hearted, kind and im-
pulsive. Since little Mark came into the family, save the
morning she' met him and her father in the hall, she had
studiously avoided him. The poor child felt that some-
thing was wrong, but Mr. and Mrs. Hilton were so kind,
trying to make up for her coldness, that, as yet, he compre-
hended not what that something was. As to Martha, were
it not for the increased pallor of her cheek, one might sup-
pose that she, too, was unconscious of it. As Agnes was
about to turn to the next chapter, a servant entered bearing
a letter from Becky Starr. She was almost tempted to
lay it aside for the present, but the hope it might contain
some little word about Walter, caused her to change her
mind, and the manuscript was slipped into her drawer.
Bidding the servant loop farther back the heavy erimson
enrtains, she leaned her head upon her hand, and gave her-
self up to the pleasure of Becky’s letter.
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CHAPTER IX.

Tr was the afternoon of the next day, that Agnes, after
a lengthened call on Mrs. Starr, returned home; and, im-
mediately repairing to her room, seated herself before her
desk, drew out the manuscript, and commenced the third

chapter.

« Lgaving Mr. Connor to sit by the bedside of their sick

friend, Mrs. Connor went out to the liftle back kitchen, ‘

where Nellie was busy ironing. ~

« i Nellie, she said, ¢ there’s no time to lose, I must hurry
and bake up things to have in the house for the comers
and goers.” She would have said burial or funeval, but she
could not bring herself to utter the word. ‘ '

¢ ¢Oh, mother ! exclaimed Nellie, pausing in her ironing

and looking up, ‘do you think he is really so low #

«¢Yes, Nellie; he has fearfully changed since we saw
him a week ago.

«¢Last night he had one of his bad turns, but we thought
it was the shower coming up; he is always worse at such
times. But, mother, she stepped nearer Mrs. Connor, ¢I
really fearcd he would never have another. I don’t know
what will become of her; she prays and tries to be -re-
signed, but she’s all of a tremble whenever she speaks of

his death.
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« ¢ But mother will bear it. God will give her grace to
be resigned; he will not forsake her’ Little Joe had

~ come in urobserved, and was sitting on a bench near the

door, '
“Mrs, Connor’s sympathy was literally of the active

. kind; she could not sit still a moment. . She looked into

the cream-pot, it was nearly full, and the thunder of the
preceding night had soured all the milk ; she skimmed the
pans, put the cream into the churn, and set Nellie, who
had by this time got through with her ironing, to c,hu1'n~
ing; then she went about making pies and cakEs, and pre-
paring the yeast for the baking of bread early the next
day. Her rapid movements reminded little Joe of happier
times, when his own dear mother's step was as light and
buoyant, and covering his face with his hands he tucrned to
the wall and wept., '

“‘Don’t ery, little' Joe! Nellic rested one hand on his
shoulder, and bent over him with such pitying concern in
her tones that his tears fell all the faster. |

#¢Oh, Nellie! Nellic!" he sobbed, ‘it all ecomes over me
0. Father is going, and we'll soon be all alone. Oh,

Nellie ! Nellie !’

“¢No, Joe; don’t say that—don’t say all alone. Haven't
you got us, and don’t we feel just as if you were our rela-

~tions# The poor child looked up into her faée, and then,

with the sullden impulsiveness of childhood, arose and
threw his arms around her neck. At that moment Mrs,
Connor entered the room with a tray of flour.
“*That is right, Nellie, try and comfort the poor child,
and if your churning is doné take him out under the trees.’
“The churning was done, and she led him out. The

¢00] breezeqfanned his hot brow ; there was the starry dan-

|
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delion, the white and red clover, the bunch of violets by
the little gate; the lilacs and early roses his father had
planted, and his mother had tended with so much—we can-
ot say pride, for pride is a hateful word, not at all ex-
pressive of the ‘fecling she experienced ; meither does the
word pleasure suit us, when used in connection with that
deep, quiet, all-pervading happiness—that spiritual exalta-
tion that was not altogether a prayer, and yet was so allied
to praise that the idea of devotion seemed indissolubly
connected with it. Little Joe looked at them, till each
seemed fo speak back his own grief; each seemed to feel
all the loneliness that pressed upon his heart. He could
stand it no longer, and with bowed head he turned and
walked into the house. )

% Mrs. Connor pansed not in her work till, at last, the tea-

table was set, and a small piece of toast, neatly covered, -

stood on the hearth for the invalid. She then went into
the room where he lay, and, with a kindness that was not
to be resisted, insisted on Mrs. Harny going out and taking
her supper, allowing her to wait on him during his meal.

«¢ And, James, she addressed her husband, ¢ go too, I can
do better alone.

« As Mrs. Harney sat down at the table, she glanced at
the row of pies and tins of cake on the shelf by the win-
dow, and a shudder ran through her whole frame. Turn-
ing to Nellie, she said :

“+Your mother is very thoughtful, very kind; they will
be all needcd—why, what is this? she exclaimed, rubbing
her eyes; but a dimness had come over them ; reeling, she
fell into Nellie’s arms.

«Mr. Connor and Nellie carried her to the door; little
Joe, with wonderful command of his feelings brought the
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camphor bottle; but, as he rubbed her hands, with a low
wailing cry, he called on her not to go; not to leave him
alone, all alone. Poor child! his little heart scemed steeped
in the waters of bitterness. At length, a deep-drawn sigh
announced that his mother had returned to a consciousngss
of her 3nisery. Rising up, and going out, where her sob-
bfng nrflght not fall on the ear of her husband, and add to
his pain, she seated herself under a-tree, and with little
Joe’s hand in hers, gave vent to her sorrow in a paroxysm
cof tears, The golden red in the west faded away; dzrl@
ness gathered around them, Little Joe looked 1; and
twining his arms around her, softly whispered : d
. “¢ Mother! don’t ery any more; sce, the stars are look-
ing down kindly upon us.’

“ Mechanically she raised her eyes; the u;mumbered
lamps of heaven were all lit up.® In their twinkling dis-
tance they seemed to her the watch-fires of that heaven!
home where man redeemed never feels more the blig‘htiny
hand of sorrow. Yes, he was going there ; her husbandf

p her I?Oble.husl?aﬁd—and would she keep him back—back

from thfe Joys 1n store for him—back from the choirs that
- were waiing to receive him?  Her head sunk on her chest.

y

and she was lost in thought, till a hand was kindly, but en-

- ergetically,-laid npon ker shoulder,

““Why, child!" exclaimed the thoughtful Mrs. Connor,

* ‘you must not sit here, you will cateh your death of cold.

Just feel your dress, how damp it is. Come right in!

a Come right in ]’

‘T‘}‘lShe passed her arm around her, and helped her to arise.
*Lhere now, lean on me. And, child, don't feel so bad;
remetaber ‘tis the will of God, and sure he wouldn't aﬁiici:
you but for some wise purpose. Afflicting ! Why, isn’the
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doing the greatest good to him, taking him to his grand
heaven, away from all the sorrows and wickedness of the
world?  Oh, child, child, why should yon mourn? Isn’t he
showing him great favor taking him to himselt?

¢ have Dbeen selfish, very selfish!’ exclaimed Mrs. Har-
ny, elinging closer to her.

“¢No, not sclfish, child; you couldn’t help it She
feared her words, intending tob be soothing, implied & re-

roof. ¢ Heaven help her, poor stricken one!” she mentally
exclaimed, drawing her to her warm, faithful heart.

« They entered the house; a lighted candle stood on the
stand, and its dim flame, swayed by the wind eoming in
through the window, shed a fitful light through the room.
Little Joe, weary with his long walk and after ride, sank on
the bench near the door. Young as he was, how memory,
with her painful contrasts, tortured him! A year ago he
had sat on the same beneh with his father and mother, and
watched the fire-flies, and listened with charmed ears to
the katydids answering each other from the trces near by.

His mother, too, had sung her favorite hymn, ‘Ave Maria,

day is declining,” while his father’s rich manly voice, tak-
ing up the refrain, filled the air with one of the beautiful
melodies of the Catholic Church, but now he was going
away. No more in that humble cottage would his voice
be heard in grateful praise; a few more sobbing prayers,
and to earth it will be forever hushed. Douce came in,
1aid his head on little Joe’s Lknee, and looked up sorrow-
fully into-his face. Poor dog! he too felt that the King of
"Terrors was near, for he shuddered, looked wistfully around
him, and erowded up closer to the child. '

¢ Mrs. Harny sat near the head of the bed, holding a
wagted hand of her bhusband’s in hers; his large, sunken
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chzsf slowly turned in their sockets till they rested on her
“ ¢ Courage, dearest,” he faintly murmured.  With a calm-
er ‘c‘:czl;?tenauce tha? she had worn for weeks, she replied :
es, courage, for it is & ancis, fro
s Qyimts 8 e ndginn b]ioscsl.:vho calls thee, Francis, from
“ er looked at her wonderingly, and while a smile irradi- -
ate‘fl‘hls pale, sui?ken features, in a hollow voice exclaimed :
) My prayer is heard. T prayed for this. Oh, Agnes in.
pain and agony I prayed for this, that God migit ,ive
you grace to be resigned ! He will not forsake you Iige is
the protector of the widow, and the Father of the fat.herless ’
He glanced -at the crucifix on his breast; she raised it to hi'
lips, and he reverently kissed it. The hours wore on ;
long dreary night it was, but at last day broke in the'east.

. A few more fiours, and Manrice, with the priest, would be

E?;i?r %!:r,exivhc})l could tell how anxiously they looked for
b e‘;tremit-tyﬁ_ 1;}n!‘ the sufferer waxed feebler and fecbler,
b 3 les became GO]d., the fluttering pulse ascended
arm.  As the sun crept in at the western window, the
all knelt around his bed, and, in a firm voice, Mr., Coéi
?Olrg;facilea?ud the prayers for the dying. After all his
o Of i 851::,&3 t(t) see a priest, he was to go while the priest
el arag; ng hliIn? He opened 'his eyes, and looked
e namz ‘Agnes_’. i .a hoarse whisper he pronounced
(139
) ‘;:Vhl;at,‘.r}e:fft. ¢ $he‘ben.t her head to cateh his words.
_— pllt,;‘ tis God s.wxll——-praises to his holy name !’
¢ an efiort to sign himself, for the last time, with the

si 088 i
. Sign of the cross, She took his cold hand in hers, raised it

to his fore i
o ﬁ:i fo;chead, rested 1t a moment on his chest, guided it
eft, then to the right shoulder. _ A smile rested on his
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face. Little Joe left the room, to sce if he could possibly
catch a glimpse of Maurice and the priest. He came back
on tiptoe, and whispered to,his mother as Maurice and the
priest came in. A thrill passed over the dying man’s frame
as the word priest fell faintly on his ear; he-Jooked up, the
veil that was fast gathering over his eyes cleared away ; an

eager, joyous expression lit up his countenance. The priest -

glanced at the stand and took one of the vials, his knowl-
edge of medicine at once told him the nature of its contents 5+
promptly, he administered a large portion. “Twas astonish-
ing to see what a change came over the safferer; his breath-
ing became easicr, and once more, in a faint voice, he was
able to speak. They all left the room putting on his stole,
the priest sat down beside him, heard his confession, and
administered the Last Sacrament. = The family again gath-
ered round the bed, the pale wife gazed for'a moment on

the face of her husband, and, without a groan, fell heavily

back into Mrs. Connor’s arms, His spirit had winged its
flight to a better world; his pain and suffering were all
past. They carried poor Mrs, Harny out, and it was some
time before they succceded in restoring her to conscious-
ness. Little Joe clung to Father John, crying and sobbing,
but when his mother opened her eyes he flew to her, ant
threw his arms around her neck.

e told me to be resigned I” she faintly said. Father
John spoke kind and soothing words, but with her arms
clasped round little Joe, and her eyes fixed on the ground,
she seemed not to hear them. With white lips she contin-
ued to murmaur, ¢ Hetold me to be resigned ! e told me
to be resigned

« Extremely alarmed, Mrs. Connor entreated all to leave
her, that, alone with her, she might rouse her from her fear-
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ful apathy. She begged her, by her duty as a, Christian
by the reverenee for the last wish of her husband, to be -rez
signed ; and by her love for Joe, poor little Joe, to rouse
up and try to live. DBut her words fell on unheeding ears.

- No murmur, no sound now escaped the white lips, but such

alook of desclate wretchedness gleamed out from the fixed
eyes, that Mrs, Connor clasped her cold hands in hers and
falling on her knees, in wild, impassioned language, c,alled
on her who is our refuge in affliction, our consolation in
suffering, Jesus loved his mother, and is it not a shame
.that. those who profess to be Christians should feel scandal-
1zed when the froits of her intercession are mentioned 3
The poor widow listened, at first, with that abstraction of
glance one sees in the somnambulist then, whilé[é great‘
flush swept over her face, she leancd her head on Mrs, Con-

3101-’5 s‘houlder, and wept till the fearful agony was calmed
in a shower of tears,

“ When the nighbors heard of the death of Mr. Harny
they were greatly astonished that they had not been in:
forz'ned of his being worse, so they might have offered. their
assistance ; but the invalid had preferred to-have onl-y the
Connors around him during the last great agony. Onl
those who had been sick and brought down to the verge oi'r
the grave, can realize the desolation of the soul away from
the C}%lu‘ch, the sacraments, and all the hallowing influence
of religion in the midst of strangers hostile to our creed
?hat treasure we cling to with greater fonduess at "the clo~3i
ing hour, the link that binds uvs to heaven, the torch thf;.t
lights us through the shadowy valley, our mentor in life
and angel in death—angel that leaves s not, but bears us;
safely, through all the dark places, up to the presence-cham-
ber of the Deity. Oh, holy, thrice holy réligioﬁ! Well
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wnay thy children shrink from hearing, with theiljhdynllg ear:(,)
one word against thy faithful love 3 well may 1‘5 eyl ongand
have only those around them who, like themse v‘es, ov: i
revers thee. But now he was gone, the .stl'l}gg}eopas ) e
victory gained, and they all cameo lm,.n.tenmg-J.:fll%j :11(:,1 w?] 6
to the village of Stockton Mills to orde.r aco n;; ; ep1 "
chase a few mourning things, remembering to ge 1?30 o
ter of a quality that would not afterwards be dlssi:ress.m{:3 10t
the widow to pay ; another went over to the Connm"s(3 ()M(i‘
those at home know the event, and dig a grave. . n ;f .
Connor’s farm a little plot had been fenced in, w er.T:i{:r
want of a cemetery nearer than A : , two of his chi f;‘ n
and one other Catholic had been .buned. The women ‘])1 ; (?r-
ed every assistance : one brought ina black E')onnet, anot glha
black erape veil, and another a rich mourning ‘shawl. 0 ,'e
could, indeed they urged she n.mst, take them; they, their
owners, would not need them till after the funeral.d Lo

« Oh, there is a blessed fecling of sympitthy and benev <1)~
lence in the noble-hearted Americanj&.. What other people
© on the face of the earth can be so dls:mterestedly, 80 tou(}h.l.
ingly kind in the hour of great affliction ? :V}ﬁo s: (;?Zidu
lest, by any thoughtless word, they Wound't e 02;1 a e y
steeped in sorrow ! Who so soon forget that_ the sonol\)\fn
stricken is a stranger—a member of a creed .they'have, ¥
interested parties, been taught to 1ook.up.on with dm:tmst,h?cz
use no harsher term?  That sickness 18 in. th.e family, t a
the shadow of Death is hovering around it, is 'a'll-suff'iment
to gain their kindliest sympathies. When the neighbors saw

Father John sprivkle the corpse with Holy Water, when -

the widow, little Joe, and the Connorsfell on thei-r kneesr,
and bereved his blessing, instead of sneering smiles  and
[ole)

scornful words, tears sprang to their eyes, and they Furned'
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sobbingly away. Oh, may the time come when their eyes
will be opened to the glories of our beautiful religion ;
‘when their kind hearts will learn to prize the sonl-fouching
sweetness of that faith which they cannot look upon un-
moved. . . '

“Father John dared not wait to celebrate Mass the next
morning, as the Connors so earnestly desired he should.
No; others might be as anxiously watching for him as they.
that day had watched. What a life of toil—toil without
rest, the priests of those days led! When Maurice reached
A ; he had just returned from a sick call of some thirty
miles; without a moment’s rest, he said a little prayer, started
with the new messenger, and, stopping only to change
horses, reached, as the reader has seen, barely in time to
administer the Last Sacrament tc the dying man, No, he

must not stay ; Maurice started back with him that, night.
Two days after, the remains of Mr. Harny, followed by
many of the neighbors, were borne to the grave. Tt was a
beautiful day; a quiet serenity reigned over all, the roses
on-the graves seemed almost tempted to close their delicate

petals, the tall grass forgot to wave, and the birds,
in the tree-tops, hushed their wild songs, and only ch
forth their gentlest notes.
Bridget and Michael accompa
back to the desolate house.”

way up
irruped
" Nellie remained at home,
nied the widow, and little Joe

As Agnes finished the chapter, she laid the manuseript
on her desk, and, approaching the piano, raised the lid ; for
a moment she paused, then her fingers swept the pearl keys,
and the soul-subduing, soul-entra ncing Dies ira, swelled
on the air.  'When shé had sung several stanzas, she leaned
her headqgn her hands, and the melody ceased, Her fath-
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er's quick, nervous rap was heard; he opened the door and
-came in. But Agues raised not her head ; an indescribable ’
feeling had come over her. 'Twas now several days since
little Mark had become a member of the family; during
this time she had shunned her father’s society as much as
possible, and, when unavoidably in Igis presence, had treated
him with marked coldness, This, it eannot be denied,
caused her many a lonely hour, many a remorseful pang,
when, to drown the voice of conscience, she would either
fall into a vielent passion, or sink into a sullen and stubborn
mood. She had hoped her continued coldness and icy
wretchedness would move the hearts of her parents, and
cause them to yicld to her wishes, either to dismiss Mar-
tha, or to return Mark to his family. - But, instead of that,
Martha daily. gained in favor ; her mother spoke to her in
the kindest tones, and her father seemed to take the great-
est interest in her welfare. Little Mark was his constant
companion, down at the counting-house, in the sitting-room,
dining-room, and library ; he walked with him every morn-

ing to Mass, sat beside him in the pew, kneit by his knee -

at night and said his prayers, and worse, oh, worse than
all, the poor widow and Alfred and Ellen and Clara had
been to see him, and had been kindly and graciously received
by her parents. Fow wretched, how unhappy she was!
She saw the humblest, the lowliest, preferred before her,
preferred by whom? By her own parents. Jealousy and
pride tugged at her heartstrings. Then she thought of
Walter : would he, too, turn as easily from her? Would

ke forget the loviny past, and treat with indifference and’

contempt her every wish ! Wold others usurp the place
in his affections which only she should fill? Waves of
jealousy swept over her soul, and a deathly pallor chased

&j
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the roses from Ler cheek. Her father came for

glaneed a moment at the desk i

over and tendeﬁl'y kissed her b;:'::i’ pproaching her, bont
“ Agnes, my dearest Agnes,

Look up, darling, and spe

; 0011.11(111 she turn a deaf ear to that sorrowful v
billf;ts 1gth; tt%?; IIom-ng:' appeal 7 The very fear, very proba
her J:<>t11 with ) ‘tt?rfmlgh!; forget, Lis lovo, almost paralvze:l-
morged i oo grief, Little Mark, father, mother, all ;vere
g s‘fl;ne, great overwhelming fear, She felt the
threw heryarrlr);bai?;l:);ds?p??‘-rt'; :Nith o adder she o
cheek on his shoulder, 1o fiher’s necks aﬂd_hid her pale

“Agnes, my d i is e ‘
S16S, my dear child, this ot i
Me—pamed me past words toutel] !,,Taﬂgemeﬂt e pained
Still ske did not speak; it seem

lost the power of articulation,

He clasped her h .
; °r hand, and started bagl . .
In a voice of alarm he e;{daimedr. ed back; 'twag icy-cold,

¢ Dearest ! you are 1
- ill, let me Je: y
now,” e had Jjust rea’ ¢ lead you to the sofa—there

said : ched the be]l—rope, when she faintly
“ DOn’t, fathgr; don’t Tillg.”

“ But, you are n

‘ of well

know it.” el deavest, and y our mother shoulq
“No, father, no,” A frow '

retyrning, he s i
. 2, eated himself
lter head o

ward,

why are jou 50 . st
-estranged ¢
ak to your father.? ]

oice? could

ed her white lips had

1 contracted her brow and
. . b )
beside her. Again she laid

n I]l ¥ i it e
5 ShOlﬂdel, hlS kmdness, t}l iI‘ estranﬂement
> ’

i she did not

? he thought
Proud spirit was at last subdued ; but, alas, it \%as fl};i cs(:lld,
i | 11}
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mission, but exhaustion, not contrition, but mortified pride,
that caused these tears and sobs. She raised her head
from its resting-place; twilight was fast coming on; sha-
dows were gathering around them. The grate sent out a
fitfal glare, that seemed to make the darkness all the more
visible. The St. Agnes, by the piano, that always reminded
her of her beautiful sister Rosie, now almost seemed as if
it was Rosie’s self—darling angel Rosie—come back to
soothe her in her loneliness; her lips quivered; she turned
her head, and from the mantelpiece the meek,” gentle
Mater Dolorosa looked down so sorrowfully, so reproach-
fully, upon her, that again she hid her face on her father’s
shoulder, The gloom deepened; carefully lifting her head,
he arose and lighted the gas. :

“ Darling I” he said, * you look weary; lie down, and I
will send your mother to you.”

He bent over her, once, more kissed her pale brow, and

left, the room.
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CITAPTER X.

A FEW mornings after, as Agnes entered her room from
the breakfast-table, she saw on her desk a note addressed
to ber. It was from Edith Carter; opening it, she read:

« Dear Agries,—Why have you so long absented yourself
from my sick-chamber? Will you not come to your sick
friend ¢ [ Eprra.”

“1 will,” she said, replacing the note in the envelope.
She smoothed down the wavy‘ folds of her hair, drew on
a rich velvet cloak, put on her bonnet and gloves, and leav-
ing orders for Terence to come for her with the carriage at
six o’clock, was on her way to her sick friend. Afier a
somewhat lengthened walk, she paused before a fine-looking
residence, and, ascending the broad granite steps, rang the
bell.  Ier summons was almost immediately answered,
and the next instant found her in Edith's room. It was now
three weeks singe she had seen her, and what a change that
short time-had wrought! She had had a slight recurrence
ofthe hemorrhage, and although Agnes had heard that her,
lungs were very sore, and her cough worse, she did not
expect to see her so feeble,

“ Agnes!” exclaimed the invalid, slowly rising and com-
ing forward to meet her, “as 1 looked out of the window
and saw the clear sky, and the glorious sunshine, I felt so
lonely in my room, that I had to send.for you.”

y
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Agnes stood for a moment gazing upon her, then, draw-
ing her to her heart, said: «“Oh, Edith! you have been
struggling with death; I with the world I

Astonished at the singnlarity of the expression, Edith
fixed her large wondering eves full upon her, and slowly
repeated : « With the world, Agnes! with the world !”

“Yes, Edith,” she brokenly replied; then, holding ler
off, 5o as to scan her slight form, added: “ Ah! but death
“almost gained the victory, you are but a shadow of your
former self.”

A still greater pallor settled on her wan countenance, as
she hoarsely remarked: “Yes, Agnes, the walls of mor-
tality are giving way.”

Stooping, and tenderly kissing her, Agnes replied: « And,
dearest, if they are, what is death to one like you but a
happy transition from a world of care to a world of bliss?”
Edith leaned heavily on her arm, while large drops stood
on her forchead. '

“ You tremble, dear Edith; let me assist you to youf

chair”” She sank weariedly into it, and Agnes wiped the
moisture away. ' T

A quict, gentie being was Edith, with deep piety pervad-
ing her cvery thought, and it astonished Agnes that she

should dread to die. If the deceitful pleasures of earth .

had enthralled her soul; if the vanities of the world and
the homage of society had engrossed her mind, then might
Agnes not have been surprised that now she should shrink
back from the narrow and contracted prison of the grave.

But Edith’s hopes had long been pointed to heaven. A

deep sorrow had early falien upon her that showed her the
nothingness of life, Soon after leaving school, her affec-
tions had been gained by one whose worth promised her
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an unusual share of happiness. -She loved him with all
the- ardor of her voung, trusting heart. Already was the
fame of his talents bruited abroad; she trembled with de-
light as she read the high encominms pronounced upon
them, and felt how worthily they  were bestowed. And
she was to be his wife! the one to lighten his toil and
make pleasant his home! Iler cheek glowed with happy
anticipations, and she looked forward to vistas in the future,
opening joyously upon her. It lacked but ene short week,
and they were to be united ; jewels were bought, cards sent
out, every preparation made; but, in the midst-of all he
was stricken down with a fever, and the day that was to have
witnessed their nuptials saw him consigned to the grave.
It was a severe blow to Edith, one that she well-nigh sunk
under; but, rallying after the first few days of abandon-
ment and grief, she strove to bear her trial with the Tesig-
nation of a Christian, In the striet praetice of her religion
she sought and found a balm for her wounded spirit 3 she
became an angel of merey to the suffering poor; and the
gentle and beautiful Edith was better known in the homes
of poverty and sorrow than in the halls of fashion and
wealth. Two years before, she accompanied her parents to
Europe. She visited Rome, saw all the wonders of that
“City of the Soul;” was in the presence of the Father of
the faithful, he to whom the care of the whole flock is eon-
fided, received his blessing, and more than ever longin‘g for
heaven and loathing the pleasures of earth, she pxl'epared
to accompany her parents on their return home. In Paris
they stopped, intending to stay afew days, and there she
was taken violently ill with hemorrhage from the lungs;

- - ,
for a long time she lingered, but at last got able to recross

the ocean. Agnes, with whom she constantly corresponded,
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was informed of all the particulars of her sickness, and she
'thought how rejoiced will dear Edith be to join her affi-
anced in another and better world. But, when she saw
her, it was with pain and surprise she perceived, that as
death appeared at hand, the gentle and pious Edith shrank
back with terror at his approach. How could she go into
the presence of her Lord to be judged? The world called
her good, but how did she know whether her actions had
' been performed in the true spirit of piety or not? Was it
to please God, or to fly from bitter thought, that she went
among the poor, and tried to relieve their sufferings?

Did she shun the safons of fashion through self-denial, or
because she took no pleasure in them? Did she frequent
the sacraments in obedience to the commands of the
Chureh, or because she found i in them a sensible delight?
Poor Edith; fear and trembling’ seized upon her soul, and
she who had led so exemplary a life wept at the approach
of death. Agnes was in wonder at it. She had read how
the saints rejoice when the moment of their release draws
near, and why should Edith, whose life so much resembled

theirs, be filled with fear? Ier earthly happiness had
been blighted, why then should she not rather rejoice to.

die, to go to that blessed land where, with the loved one gone
before, she wou]ci forever bask in the sunshine of God’s

holy presence, away from sorrow, away from sin? Ah! this
dread ; this fear was one more trial the gentle Iidith had to
suffer before going to her rest. Sowmetimes, at the thought
of the awful moment of dissolution, a cold perspiration
wouid bathe her whele body; in a low, wailing voice she
would ery: *In-this very room shall T be judged. Ilere
shall my eternal lot be apportioned to me!” Then bowing
her face upon her hands, the hot tears would wash through
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her attenuated fingers. But God is faithful, he permits not
his servants to be tempted above their strength, At such
moments of utter desolation, thoughts of her loving Saviour,
and all he had suffered to open heaven for man, would
rush upon her; confidence would return to her heart, a
revulsion would come over her feelings, and no longer
dreading, she would long to die, to go to that blessed

: Saviour, -

% Edith;” Agnes spoke, in her kindest tones, « did you
resign all hopes of recovery from the first of this sickness #”
“Agnes, I did. Mother, and tﬁher, and sister Bertha

. fried to change my mind, but the painful shortness of the
breath, and the ever-constant pain in my side, told me too

plainly of the grave to be deceived. Although T have all
along known it, and struggled—strugeled, oh! so hard, to
be resigned; still, at times, so great a dread of the grave—
no, -Agnes, not the grave; I know I am not to be there,
only the frail body—but, so great a dread of going, with
all ' my imperfections, into the presence of my Judge, that
I am afraid—I tremble. In the langnage of Job, I ask:
* What shall I do when God shall rise to judge med and
when he shall examine, what shall [ answer?' "% She leaned
her head against the back of her chair, and tears coureed
down her wasted cheeks,

“And, dearest Edith,” said Agnes, gently taking her

hand, “don’t you, at other times, feel perfectly lehnu fo

go ?1)

“Yes,” she feebly rephed with closed eyes, “ wait till 1
rest, and then I will tell yon all abont it.”

“Would you not rest better on the sofa ?*

“1 believe I wonld; and, if you please, you may get

% Job, xxxi. 14

ey

%
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me a pillow from my bed, and the quilt on the chair be-
side it.” Agnes got the pillow and quilt, and settled the
invalid so comfortably, that, with a sigh of relief, she said:

“ Now, indeed, shall T rest. Ah! dear Agnes, what a

 kind hand you have around the sick.”

Agnes bent over her, and kissed her brow. ¢ Hdith{”
she cxclaimed ; while tears sprang to her dark eyes, ¢ what
would I not do if I could only case you of your pain I”

“1 know, Agnes, how generous you are, and may God

bless you, and give you that best of gifts, an humble and

pious heart.” .

_Agnes’s long lashes drooped; turning away, she made
no reply.

Edith released her- pe'lrl rosary from the cord of her

robe, signed herself with the sign of the cross, fervently

kissed the crucifix, and closed her eyes. Agnes sat look-
ing at the thin lips, the sunken checks and marble brow,
with its delicate tracery of blue veins; and she thought
how soon would the gentle being before her be hid from
her sightiu the cold, dark grave; then glancing vound the
room, gie mentally exclaimed: “ How desolate will it be
when s s gone, Not only her fiiends, but her books,
her pictures, the very sofa on which she is lying, the chairs
about the room—all will seem lone without her! What is

life? a dreami—a vision-—we are here to-day, to-morrow

passed away!” Shebowed her face upon her hands, and

* her thoughts insensibly wandered from her sick friend to
ji;de Mark, her curly-headed adopted brother, and kind

clings for awhile gained the ascendency of pride. At
ength Edith opened her eyes, and, fixing them on hen,
quictly observed :

“Before the couch of death pride drops its gorgeous
trappings, and appears in all its real deformity.”

v
%
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Agnes started, and the blood mantled her cheek.

« ] wasthinking,” resumed Edith, raising herselfto a sitting
posture, *that it was the sight of the dead body of the
Empress Isabella of Spain which first opened St. Francis

- Borgia’s eyes to the nothingness of worldly pomp and

grandeur. Pride then appeared to him in all its reil de-
formity, He saw how little wealth, dignity, and station

. avail when death comes.”

Agnes knew not what to say in reply; she felt ill at easc,
and Jest her -uneasiness might be observed, she chose to

temain silent. The distant murmur from the streets below

came up like the restless beating of the sea against the
rock-bound shore, And has man, she thought, from the
creation, been ever the same busy, restless being? In the
ages past, did the same passions urge him on? Did envy,
pride, desire of fame, and love of pleasure exert the same
influence over him that they do to-day? She could not
doubt it.  History, ruins, dating back to another time
and race, told her it was so. And how long will the strug-
gle last? How long shall the ceaseless tide of humanity
beat against the crumbling walls of time? Her reflections
were interrapted by Edith’s again addressing her.

“ Agnes, I promised, when I had rested, to tell you of

God’s great mercy to me. You asked, did I dread all the

time to die? I iell you no. No!” she exclaimed, while a
radiant glow lit up her wan countenance, and she folded her
transparent hands-over her breast; * Like the disciples a$
sea, when the storm rages wild round me, and darkness
envelops'me, and the waves threaten to ingulf me, fright-
cned and dismayed, I rush into the inner chamber of my
heart, and throwmo myself at the feet of my Dblessed
Saviour, ery: ¢ Lmd save me, I perish!" and rising, he com-
mends the winds and the waves ; they all rush back; dark-
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ness retreats; and, lo! a great calm ensues, and, with the
Psalmist, I ery out: ‘The Lord is my help, and my salva-
tion, whom shall I fear? Oh, Agnes! Agnes! death has
no power over me then; on the contrary, I long to go—
to be released from this prison-house of clay; and so grea*
is this longing, that with St, Teresa I pray:

tAh, Lord! my light, my living breath! -
Take me, oh, take me, from this death,
And burst the bars that sever me
From my true life above.
Think how I die thy face to see
And cannot live away from thes,
Oh, my eternal Jove!
But ever, ever weep and sigh,
Dying heeause I do not die’ V¥

She cedsed ; her hands were tightly clasped ; her eayes,
brilliant with celestial light, were raised-with so eager an
expression, that Agnes s'mL. upon the carpet, and thlew her
arms around her, as if to detain her,

«“(Oh, Edith! Edith!” she sobbed, “don't leave us,
don’t.”

Edith unclasped her hands, and looking in her face, with
touching sadness said : “ Dearest, I cannot go when I please,
but must patiently wait the hour of my deliverance.”

Both were .silent for some time; at len ﬁ'th Edith ex-
claimed: “ Agnes! rise, I beg you.” Agnes seemed not
to hear the request, and again was it repeated. With a
pale, tearless countenance she arose, but did not speak.

Deep thoughts were stirred ; would she be as happy when
death came to her?y Edith was several years older than
Agnes, but those ye&rs would fly swiftly; and then, if she

* Translated by the Rev, Father Cagwell
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should be called to go, would she be as well prepared?
What brought that reproachful pang, when Edith spoke of
pride? 'Was it pride, or only asserting her just rights, her
objecting to having little Mark’s famlly hanging round?
The cold glance returned to her eye, and with it the resent-
ful feeling to hor heart. She left Edith’s side, and seated

Therself at the table.

“You have some exquisite drawings here,” she said.

“Yes; they are some Bertha selected. You canlJook
them over at your leisure, and if you wish to copy from
any, they are at your service.’

“Thank you, Edith; I have not copied all those you so
kindly brought me yet; ‘here is one I would like to take
home.” ' :

“ Which one is it {7 .

“¢The Bride of Christ; or, taking the veil’ The nuns,
what sweet faces they have and the young postulant how
beautiful she looks in her brldal array. DBut, she is gomg
to lay it aside forever, See, at her right hand is the sim-
ple white band that is to encircle her fair smooth _brow,
and the coarse dark robe that is to clothe her delicate form;
in front of her is the long black veil. Oh! what a heav-
enly smile is on her face; she doesn’t mind giving up the
world ; she is taking heaven in exchange. Do you know,”
she exclaimed, looking eagerly up from the drawing, “I
always thought that you would be a nun 1”

“ What made you think so, Agnes{”

“Y don’t know ; but I suppose it was your gentle, qulet
ways, and the tone of piety which pervaded your whole
mind, When we were at the dear Sisters’, I used to say to
myself: * Idith is just like them . she will never leave them,
she will become one of them; and when you returned
home, and a different report was brought to me. I could
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hardly credit it at first. No, moj it was a mistake; it
could not be ; but, when every thing confirmed its truth, then
1 felt grieved, disappointed, I was busy with my books;
for you recollect I had two or three years of hard study
before me when you left school, at the time the news
came 7’ She suddenly checked herself, but Edith
sald :

“Go on,"Agnes, dear it does mot pain me now to hear
you refer to those days.”

“1 was thoughtless, dearest; forgive me; T will change
the conversation.”

“No, Agnes, do not; go on; what were you gomo' to
Say Q”

“That when the news came of Jerome Power 8 de‘xth,
I said: ¢ Now, surely will Edith come back to the Sisters’
I left school; I saw you shuning society; leading in the
world the life of a religious, and T wondered my expectations
were not realized.”

“Dear Agnes!” it seemed an angel note thrilled Tdith’s
voice, it was so sweet, ¢ from the time of Jerome’s death 1
did reselve on becoming aSister, The world was nothing
more to me; but I must wait till the i mlage of the beloved
was effaced flom my heart. 1 dared not present to God
affections sullied by earthly love. The bride of heaven

_ must be wholly, not partly devoted to her spouse. In that
little drawer,” she pointed to the bureau, “are the jewels
I was to have worn that day—you know the day I 1efm
to ¥’ ‘

“Yes, dearest; I do.”

¢ Well, beside them are the letters he wrote me, his por-
trait and a lock of his hair; these I could not look at with-
out feeling all my sorrow rencwed, and I knew as long as

this remained the old love was niot gone.’ ‘When I went to

1
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Europe, [ took all but the jewels with me. Although I
could not look at them, still I could not bear to leave then
behind—they must go with me! I mentioned it to mother,
and she kindly took them out, and packed them in my
trunk.  In Rome, one day, feeling more than usually de-
pressed, I knelt before the great altar, in St. Peter’s, and
fervently prayed that God would give me grace to be re-
signed to his holy will; that T might think less of my suf-
fumg, when it all at once occurred to me how little had T
saffered in comparison to my blessed Saviour. I thought
of the bloody sweat in the garden, the head crowned with
thorns, the cruel stripes, the ‘hands and feet pierced with
nails—all, all for me! Oh! who had cver loved me like
my God? Whose love could compare to his? T fell pros-
trate before the altar, and while the aching feeling left my
heart, I realized why the saints rejoice in ‘the midst of the
greatest persecutions—they are suffering for the God who
suffered for them! What joy, what happiness, to be able
to make some little return! Gratitude thrilled my whole
being; the old love was forgotten; I was free. I could
offer to God my undivided affections; I was all his. Be-
fore leaving the church, I said a little prayer for the repose
of Jerome’s soul, and, on my return to our lodgings, took
out my casket and gazed unmoved upon its conients.

With a determination, as soon as I reached home, to dedi.
cate the remainder of my life to God, I went with father,
mother; and Bertha to Paris. They intended to stay only
a few days, but I was impatient ; I longed for the moment
when I could bid adieu forever to the world; a lassitude
was stealing over my frame, and I feared somethmg would
happen to disappoint me., That something did happen,

sickness came upon me, and I knew I was soon to die.

- Oh, Agnes!| then it was the sinfulness of my repinings ali

§
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arose before me. God had called me to be his—T held
back—-and when I came forward, he would not receive me.”
Tears bathed her cheeks; bowing her head, she covered

her face with her hands. o

«Dear Edith 7 said Agnes, kindly, “don’t cry; you
were chosen to join the community of saints above, to be
the spouse of Christ in heaven, where death can never
-more affliet you.”

« Afflict me, Agnes! oh, if T had only resigned myself to
the will of God, it would never have afflicted me. It was
not death, but my own rebellious heart which had made
me suffer.” Her voice was tremnlous with sobs.

« Edith! Edith! this is rebelling again. Submityour-
self to God, and you have uothing to fear. Here, let me
read to you out of this little book. T know you love it,
for I see in it many marked passages.” It was St. Liguori,
"¢ On the Love of Jesus Christ,” and she read from it till the
mind of the invalid was calmed and relieved., As she closed
the volume she said: .

« Now, Edith; T will arrange your pillows again, and

with these words in your ears, you must try to také some

sleep.”

«] will, Agnes, T will. Like the lullaby which soothed
us in our infancy, they speak of protective kindness, and
endearing love, Can a child in its mother's arms kunow
fear? ~Can a Christian, surronnded by the love of God,
distrast lus salvation? No, no, Agnes; fear and distrust
shall be cast out: ¢In peace, in the selfsame, I will rest,
and T will sleep.’”

Agnes spread the quilt over her, smoothed the sunny
hair from her brow, tenderly kissed her cheek, and reseated
hersell at the table. She had looked over mearly all the
drawings, when Mrs. Carter softly opened the doer, and

VIEWS OF CATHOLICITY. 169

came in. There was between the mother and daughter
a great resemblance; the same slight form and delicate
complexion ; the same breadth of brow and eyes of heavenly
blue, shaded by long silken lashes. She affectionately
greeted Agnes, and in a whisper asked : 2

“ How long has dear Edith been sleeping

“ About an hour and a half”

“Tlas she conghed much P

“No, Mys. Carter; I have not heard her couch at all
Does shie congh raueh in the day %7 o

“No, dear; but sometimes she coughs so at night that
she can take no rest. Last night I don’t think she closed

" her eyes,”

. “Poor, poor Edith! and she never mentioned it to me.”

“No; she never speaks of her sufferings to any one. [
heard her, or T should not have known it. But, dear Agnes
eome with me down to the parlors, T fear our whispering’
will disturb her. Johana will sit by her side, and when
she awakens we will retarn.”  Mrs. Carter cast a lingering
look of affection on the invalid, and led the way otit,

In the parlor she talked of their late tour, but Agnes was
abstracted, At any other time she would have listened with
Pleasure to the graphic descriptions Mrs. Carter gave of all

- she had scen abroad; but Edith’s sickness had bronght up

thoughts which clashed with the idol passion of her heart.

These thoughts must be battled with; selflove must b(",
s.oothed and flattered. 'Was she proud? No, she was only
f"}ust; some p.eopl.e let piety warp their minds, and through
ear of offending in one point, offend in another. If itis’
wrong to have grades in society, why have grades always
famsted? Why is one a prince, another a peasant? Why
Is one born to serve, another to be served? It is for the
good of tshe whole; by it order is maintained, and society

-
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preserved.k Should hers be the daring hand to help tear
Adown the barrier separating one from the other? Noj she
would adhere to her first resolution ; reason and common
sense told her it was right. Pity her reason and common
sense did not lead her a little farther, or rather that piety
did not enlighten them, then she would have known that,
as the different grades go to form one great body politie,
so it is mecessary a fraternal bond of charity should exist
among them all.  Should the eye despise the hand because
it cannot see? Should the hand despise the eye, because,
seeing, it cannot take bold of and possess?

It was after dinner that they were recalled to Edith's
room. Johana was taking a salver out as they entered.

¢ Dearest, did you enjoy your meal ?’ asked Mrs. Carter,
drawing up a chair, and seating herself near her.

“Yes, mother; the toast and egg were excéllent, and the
grapes very fine; they eame so opportanely, too, just before
dinner. Agnes, you must carry home my thanks to your
mother for her kind present.” Edith, of course, knew not
how matters just then stood between Agnes and her mother,
and thought the commission would be a pleasant one.
Without saying whether she would do it or not, Agnes
asked her how she felt on waking.

“ Rested, greatly rested ; and now, Agnes, will you grant
me another favor 2”

¢ Certainly, Edith, if it is in my power. What is it #”

“Tt is- to play for me ¢Bright Mother of our Maker,
Hail’ You know we used to sing it every evening at the
dear Sisters’.” '

“Yes, I remember,” Agnes seated herself at the melo-

deon; and as she sang the lines, her happy school-days, the
study room, with its long row of well-filled desks, the Sis-
ters and pupils, all came so vividly before her, that she

|
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forgot the lapse of time. Edit{ was well, her voice and the
voices of a4 hundred more joined hers in that fervent iuvoca-
tion to the Virgin Mother of God. The air finished, she
arose from the instrdment and seated herself near the win-
dow. The door opened, and Mrs, Carter was summcncd
to the parlor.

Edith, observing a great gravity had settled on Agnes’s
face, was about asking her the cause of it, when she impa-
tiently exclaimed :

“1 love ¢ Bright Mother,’ there is somethmg so simple,

" so childlike dbout it, and yet I can never sing it without

feeling sad.”

“ Why, Agnes w

“ Because every thing around me is so changed I was
happy then.” Edith looked earnestly at her, and asked:

“ Agnes, are you not happy now ¢’ \

“ Happy, Edith ; sometimes I think I am; other times I

know T am not. It you should ask what caused my un-
happmcss I should not be able to tell you. I said every

thing was changed, but nothing is so changed as myself.
What constituted my happiness then, does not constitute
it now.’

“Dear Agnes ; can you tell what constituted it then?”

“Yes, Edith; easy enough, A letter from home, well-
learned lessons, and approving smiles from the dove-eyed
Sisters. Ah! how light my heart was; how little it took
to make it happy 1”

Edith laid her head on her hand, and reflected awhile,
“Isee,” she said, “bow it was, A strict performance of
your duties made you happy; neglecting them you would
have been wretched. Children and grown people, in this
respect, differ not so much. Irksome tasks are placed be-
fore the child; he is told he must accomplish them; sub-
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" mitting his will to others, he toils om; succeeds, and happi-
ness crowns his labor.  And why is he happy? Because he
performed his duties. How did he perform them? By obey-
ing. Why did he obey? Because he was humble. And
here, Agnes, is the sedtet of a child’s happiness—its hu-
nility. If man, in after years, would be as humble as the
child, he wonld as faithfully perform his duties, and, per-
forming them, be just as happy.” ‘

« But, Edith, if asked in mature years to countenaunce a
positive wrong, would it be right for us to do so?”

“ Certainly not.” .. E

“ Would it be pride in us to refuse ?” -

“ Again I repeat, certainly not. We would not be per-
forming our dnty to consent to wrong; but, at the same
time, we should not, through an obstinate pride, object to
what is right, simply because it is offensive to our tastes.
There are many things which may be disagrecable to us,
which selflove may incline us to' shun—snch as coming in
contact with the poor, living in humble style, when our
means calls us to it, instead of madly striving to follow
after our wealthier neighbors; being kind and amiable to
all, even to those for whom we may feel an aversion, cheer-
fully fulfilling the duties of our station—all these, like the
¢hild’s task, may be irksome, but by performing them, like
the child, we are happy.”

Agnes was silept, and LEdith said no more. She was too
well acquainted with her friend not to be aware of her
ruling passion, Having heard all about the adoption, she
knew her proud, imperious nature .would rebel against

Martha being retained in their service after Mark had be-

come & membet of their family. Through delicacy of feel-
ing she had refrained from speaking on the subject. Agnes
was of a reflective turn, and she thought a few suggestions
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about pride might work on her mind, and leave an impres-
sion of good, To her fiiends, those whom she considered
Ler equals in intellect and station, she was kind and affec-

tionate; to all others, cold and repulsive. The poor,

the vain and superficial, she ranked in the one &lass; if
the poor rose, they formed the Vaing superficial part of
society ; if the vain and superficial sunk to poverty, they
showed, in their total want of real refinement, the condi-
tion of those to whom they were justly levelled. Like
“the comet of a thousand years,” there might be, now and
then, a gifted one from among them, but it was the excep-
tion, not the general rule. As her father said, she was
deeply proud at heart, yet all the time she flattered herself
that she was only just. “I dislike the soulless butterflies
flattering about the flame of fashion ; and, because I candidl y
express my féelings, the sanctified raise their hands and
exclaim: ‘ Belold her pride ! T hate the sycophancies of
the poor, and their everlasting trying to edge themselves
into notice; and, because, with no false covering of my
sentiments, I let them sce that I do, I am pointed out as
one devoid of every particle of generosity—uttorly hard-
ened. They are so humble, make so many fine speeches,
and are so charitable, that while astonished at their own
goodness, they daily thank God they are not so great
smners as 1. Well, never mind; let them have their
way; let them think as they please; I shall not waste my
breath contending with them, I shall just go on in the
same way in which I have begun.” Her brow contract-
ed‘ wto a frown, and glancing out of the window, she saw
with satisfaction that Terence, punctual to orders, had
come for her, ‘ '
““ Edith;” she said, “ I must go now.”
“ Has the carriage come 2
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“Yes. Johana, I believe, left my things in the next
room.” ~ :

“ Wait a moment, Agnes; I will ring for her.”

“No, no; I can get them myself just as well”

She got them, and was drawing on her cloak, when
Edith said: “ Agnes, you have been very kind to come
and stay with me to-day, You will come again, will you
not ¥’ '

“Yes, Edith; whenever you wish to see me, you have

'

only to send me word, and I will hasten to you. I would

come unbidden at any time, but it might weary youy there-
fore, I propose waiting till I am sent for.”

“How generous and thoughtful you are, Agmfé! I will

never forget it I”

“Yon are surprised, because you expected no good in
me.” There was a hard, disagreeable smile about her

mouth as she said this.

«“ No, Agues, no; I never had any reason to think so.

You have always been kind and affectionate to me, and our
0ld school friendship you have never forgotten.” :
Referring to her school-days always touched a tender

spot in Agnes’s memory; bowing her head, the long, dark

ringlets fell over her face, and hid the tears that rushed to
her eyes. In a moment, regaining her- composure, she
threw her arms round Edith, and drew her to her heart.
She had reached the door, when Edith exclaimed:

“ The drawing you wished to take home you are forget-
ting.” S -

“ Bure enough; it had quite escaped my mind. When
shall I return it 9’ ‘

“Reep it as long as you please.” Edith stood with her
hand leaning on the marble table, and she looked so pure

and holy, so ethereal, .that Agnes thought, surely she is \f

/
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ripening for heaven; no unkind sentiment sullied her soul.
After a riveted gaze, she exclaimed :

« Dearest Bdith, you are truly good. T believe from the
bottom of my heart, you entertain np uncharitable feeling
for any living creature.” .

“ Why should I, Agnes? God loves them all.”

“Yes, I know; but all are not like you, Once more
good-bye.” She caught her hand, pressed it, and hurried
away. In the carriage she tried to fecl at ease, but there
was a restlessness about her she could not quiet. “Deing
with the sick all day has made me nervous,” she exclaimed.
With an impatient movement of her hand she opened the
carriage window, and glanced out on the thronged street.
Poverty and wealth she saw jostling together; there was
the well-dressed lady, the poor seamstress and servant-girl,
the man of business and the laborer—all hurrying on, each
intent on his own affairs; and, what had she to do? What
was her portion in the great striggle of life?  Edith’s course
was almost run; was she nearing the end of hers? If she
should die, would she be missed? Where were the throngs
of the year before? Were they all there? No; many had
passed May, Did they leave a vacancy behind? No; the
street was just as crowded. She might go, and they would
not kpow it., What was she but an atom, and yet atoms
go to form the whole. She closed the window, and drew
the veil over her face.  She. would have been satisfied could
she as easily shut out thought; but no, it was busy -—busy,
gnawing into her very sonl. “I am wretched!” she ex-
claimed, pressing her hand to her forehead; “like Saul, I
must have music to calm this terrible feeling that has
come over me,” Reaching home, she met her father and
mother in the ha]l; but, without saying a word to either,
she ascended the stairs, and hastened to her roomi.

!
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CHAPTER XL

A wownTtu passed away before Becky was called upon to
renew the subject of religion with her grandparents. It
was in the evening that she was summoned to their room.

“Becky,” said grandmother, pointing her to be seated
near her and grandfather, *we have carefully read the
books you gave us,”

“ And, dear grandmother, in them you have found a
fuller explandtion of the four marks of the Church than in
a conversation I could possibly give.”

“ We have, child, we have,” said grandfather; “and we
sea these marks are absolutely necessary to prove the
Chareh of Christ, Without unity, how could it faithfully
preserve the doctrine it had received ?  Without sanctity,
what worth would that doctrine be? Without eatholicity,
or universality, how could it be the Church, whose limits
was the whole world? Without apostolicity, or a regular
snecession of pastors, how could it be able to prove its
deseent from the apostles? No, child, these four marks,
unity, sanctity, catholicity, and apostolicity, are so essential,
that a Chureh lacking them can have no claim whatever to
being the Chureh of Christ.” The old man took off his
spectacles, and laid them on a table beside a volume he
bad been reading. )

“ Becky,” he abruptly asked, “ do you recollect a re-
mark I made in the sitting-room on Christmas Eve §”

“ What was it, grandfather ¢
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“ Why, mother said something about her eyes being dim,
and T remarked that while the eyes of the body had grown
dim, the eyes of the soul had been opened.”

'“Oh, yes, grandfather, I remember it well, and agreat
joy it brought to my heart.”

“Tt need not, child, it need not. No joy did it bring to
us.ﬂ

“ Why, grandfather?” Becky looked up surprised.

- “Because we thought before we were in safety, and con-
sequently for ourselves we feared not, but then our cyes
were opened to know that dangers surrounded us on all
sides. That which we had trasted in was a false light, an
égnis. fatuus ; and into what marshes was it leading us, I
tremble, child, when Tthink of it.” The word « mﬁdehty”
escaped his lips, when, starting-up, he exclaimed :

“ Child, we had rcad the arguments by which each sect
attempts to prove itself the Church of Christ, and how
unsatisfacsory we found them; nothing real, nothmw sound ;

all inconsistent, all chaffy, and forming a most msuﬂiclcut
food for the eager, hungry mind. In fact, after all our’

reading we closed the volumes with the conviction that

their whole aim was not so much to substantiate their own,
as to disprove the Catholic’s claim. And why do they all
vent their spleen against this particular Church? A
modern Babel in multlpllclty and confusion of creeds; why
are they so united in hatred to this?”

“ Becanse, grandfather, split up into a thousand frag-
ments, toachmg doctrines. they find necessary to be con-
tinually changing and mendmg, confined to very inferior
numbers, unheard of till the sixteenth century, they know
they can have no claim, not even the shadow of a claim,
to being the Church of Christ. Not so the Catholic, they

]xUOW—"Emd for this they hate it—that it can date back to
g
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the foundation of Christianity; that it is the Church
which overcame the pagan world, that is by far the most
widely extended on the face of the earth, and that, being
- under one head, one government, its unity is unbroken:
Its unity, universality, apostolicity they cannot deny, be-
cause it is public to the world. Nothing is left themsbut
its doctrine, and in their blind bhatred they rush upon it
with every slanderous weapon they can lay bold of.” '

“ Doctrine, child, it is on this point we wish now to
speak, Doubtless you think from the books you have
" piven us, Milner’s ¢End of Religious Controversy,” ¢ Faith
of Catholies, and Challoner’s ¢ Catholic Christian,’ we
could find out all about it ourselves, but we are all weary
with reading, and would rather hsten awhile to you; then,
when we turn to them, it will be pleasa.nt to have the
memory of your words going with us.

“ Yes, dear grandfather and grandmof;hu ; but, like the -

four marks, I will not be able to treat them so fully as you
will afterwards see them freated.” Shesat with her hands
folded on her lap, looking up with a calm, peaceful coun-
tenance, and her voice was so sw’eetly attuned that they
forgot their deafness and drank in with avidity her every
word, Grandfather’s hands rested on the arms of his chair,
and his eyes were bent keerly, searchmgly upon her.
Grandmother’s countenance was equally anxious but not
so troubled.

“ When we went to Church on Christmas,” said grand-
father, ¢‘ we saw that which appeared to us strange and
unaccountable—the lights burning in the daytime, the dress
of the priest, and the different language of the ritual. The
reason for this last, in speaking of the unity of the Church,
you have explained to us.”

“ And, grandfather, does it now look inconsistent?”
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« No, Becky, it does not. In fact, for a religion that is
to last to the end of time, to extend to all nations, it would,
viewed from a merely human point, strike us asa wonderful
instance of worldly wisdom and foresight. What better
means could be adopted for the perfect preservation of the
faith than a language which is not in common use, and
which, therefore, is not subject to the eontinual changes of a
common language ; and what could better conduce to nnity
of worship, for, as you justly remarked, let one professing
the faith be cast on whatever part of the habitable globe
he might, he i$ able, by this very means, to join his brethren
in worship. Hvery part he understands, the langunage is
not strange to him, for it is the one in which he has al-
ways heard the sérvice performed. Ob, child, the expla-
nation of this one point has opened to our cyes thé grandest
stroke of policy we ever saw, ever heard of.”

“ Grandfather, it is more than human, it is divine wisdom
which governs and directs it.- Christxp.rpmised to be with
it all days, even to the end of the world;* that the Holy
Gthost, the Spirit of truth, should abide with it forever,
teaching it all things; and as in this so in every other point,
you will see it mdued with a wisdom above the wisdom
and understanding of man. What else has enabled it to
withstand the storms which, foi eighteen hundred years,

- have beat against it? * Tt was built upon a firm foundation,

and the arm of the Omnipotent supports it on every side.””
“Well, child,” said grandfather, “ without any more
digression, will you tell us the meaning of the lighted
candles on the altar ¥’
“Tt is, grandfather, to denote the light of faith with
which we should approach it, and to express our joy for the
. ¥

* Matt, xxviil. 20,
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gldrious tr Iumph of our Lord, commemorated in the saeri-
fice there offered up.” ‘

“ Sacrifice, Becky, that is a word which, in reading the
four marks of the Church from those books you gave us,
we frequently saw, and it struck us as something very
strange, somcthing quite uncglled for. Was not Christ’s
sacrifice on Calvary an all-atoning sacrifice? What necd of
any other?’

“ Grandfather, it is no other; it is the same saerifice of-
fered up in an unbloody manner.”

« Bat, being once offered up, what need of offering it ap
again ¥’

# That we may have in the sacrifice of the altar a stand-
ing memorial of the death of Christ; that by the sacrifice
of the altar the fruit of his death may be daily applied to
-our souls; that his children may have, to the end of the
world, an external sacrifice, in which they may join togeth-
er in the outward worship of religion, as the servants of
God from the beginning of the world had always done ; and
that in and by this sacrifice they may unite themselves
daily with their high-priest and victim, Christ Jesus, and
daily answer the four ends of sacrifice.”*

“Well, Becky, first tell us what these four ends are, and

then how the Mass, as you call it, is a sacrifice.”

“ As to the ends, grandfather, first, for God’s own honor
and glory; second; in thankegiving for all his blessings,
conferred on us through Jesus Christ, our Lord; thirdly,
in satisfaction for our sins through his blood ; fourthly, for
obtaining grace, and all necessary blcssmrrs from God.}
These, grandfdther\and grmdmother ave the four ends for

% Challoner’s © Catholic Christian,” p. 94
4 # Grounds of Catholic Doctrine,” p. 4.
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which sacrifice is offered up; and now, to prove that the

Mass is a sacrifice, we must first prove that Christ insti-

tuted a sacrifice,’and then if what is offered up on our
altars b2 in accordance with that institution.” She arose,
took the Bible from the mantefplece, and, retmmng to her
seat, opened and turned to Luke xxii,

+ Before you read, tell us, Becky, is that our Bible or
yours 7

She knew her grfmdp‘u ents would plefer their own, and
therefore had chosen theirs.

“It is yours, grandmother,” she replied, “ and in it we
find our Savionr on the eve of his passion, verse 19, bless-
ing bread, breaking it, and giving it to' his disciples, saying :
¢This is my body, which is given for you: do this in re-
membrance of me;' likewise the cup after supper, saying :
¢This cup is the New Testament in my blood, which is
shed for you! Our version has it: ¢ This is my body which
is given for you: Do this in commemoration of me. In
like manner the chalice also, after he had supped, saying :
¢This is the chalice, the New Testament in my blood, which
shall be shed for you” In chapter xxvi., verse 26, of Mat-
thew; and chapter xiv., verses 22, 23, and 24, of Mark,
we see a confirmation of this given even in stronger terms,
Here, in-speaking of the bread, after blessmo' and breaking
it, he says: ‘Take, eat; thisis my body, and of the cup,
‘Drink ye all of it; for this is my blood of theyNew Testa-
ment, which is shed for many for the remission of sin.’
Here, grandfather and grandmother, we see the diseiples
partaking in a mystical manmner of his body and blood;
mind, in speaking of the blood, he does not say it is a figure
or type, but that it és his body, and he further orders them

~ to do it in commemoration of him; or, as your Bible has
i, in remembrance of him. And of the chalice or cup, he
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says: ‘This is my blood of the New Testament, which is
shed for miany for the remission of sins.” The Old Testa-

ment was dedicated with the blood of lambs, oxen, and -

goats ; the New, with the blood of Christ here mystically
shed.  And in Psalms, cix. in ours, and cx. in yours, our

Lord, speaking of Christ, in the most emphatic manver
declares him to be a priest forever according to the order
of Melchizedeck, Turn to Genesis, xiv. 8, and we find
that: Méchizedeck’s offering was bread and wine; so Christ,
in offering himself mystically undei the form and ap-
pearance of bread and wine, changing that bread and
wine into his body and blood, soul and divinity, is a priest
forever, according to the oxder of Melchizedeck. In Mala-
chy, i 11, it is promised that from the rising to the going
down of the suan the name of the Lord shall be great
among the Gentiles ; and in every place there shall be saeri-
fice offered to his name, a clean oblation.” -

«That is somewhat different to our version, Becky ; turn

to it and see what it says.”’ - She turned to it and said:
“Yes, I see there is a difference ; here, instead of sacH-
fice, it is incense; and instead of oblation, it is offering. I
will make no comment on these varistiong, but to-morrow
I will bring you Ward’s ¢ Errata on the Protestant Bible, in
which you will learn the motive or reason for them.” She
paused a moment, her calm, thoughtful eyes fixed on her
grandparents, and then resumed: ¢ DLut, notwithstanding
the difference, we have, by the word offering, a sacrifice
promised in every place, from the rising of the sun to the
going down thereof, and what can this sacrifice be but the
one Christ instituted when he was pronounced a priest for-
ever, according to the order of Melchizedeck And he
said to his disciples : ¢ Do this in remembrance of me.! Do
what? Offer up the same sacrifice whichi he was then offer-
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ing up, J:‘knd did they doit? Did they obey him? Did
Phe}‘f continue to offer up the sacrificc his loving mercy
mstituted ¢ Turn, grandfather and grandmother, to, 1

~ Corinthians, x. 16, and hear what St. Paul says : ‘The cup

of blessing which we bless, is it not the communion of the
blood of .Christ? The bread which we break, is it not the
communion of the body of Christ?” '

“ But, child,” said grandfather, “does not St. Panl in
hm,' Epistle to the Hebrews, ix. 11, 12, say that-¢ Christ
being come an high-priest of good things to comc by;l
great‘er and more perfect tabernacle, not made with liands
that is to say, not of this building ; neither by the blood of,
goats and calves, but by his own blood, he entered once into
the holy place, having obtained. eternal redemption for us ;'
and further on, I believe it is the 25th verse: ¢ Nor 'e:t
that.he should offer himself often, as the high-priest enger—
eth into the holy place every year with blood. of others; for

- then must he often have suffered since the foundation of

the world ; but now once in the end of the world hath he
appeared to put away sin by the sacrifice of himself. And
as 1t is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the
Judgment, so Christ was once offered to bear the sins of
man.y.’ And, again, in Romans, vi. 9, 10: ¢ Knowing that
Chrlst being raised from the dead, dieth no more 'bdeath
h?,th 2o more dominion over him. For in that he dfied, he
died unto sin once,” How, child, can you reconcile these

Ppassages with the belief that Christ is offered up on the

altars every time the priest says Mass? Death hath no
more dominion over him; how, then, can he be made to
die daily ¢” ,

“Grandfather, it is very easy to reconcile these passages

“E;th ’t;he belief of Catholics in regard to the sacrifice of the
altar, '
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“ How, child, when, as T just quoted, he was not to offer

himself often ; for, as the Apostle justly says: ¢ Then mnust
he often have suffered from the foundation of the world;
but now, once he appeared to put away sin by the sacrifice
of himself. Once, child, you see it is once.””

“Yes, grandfather, I do ; aud in no way does that clash
with the Catholic’s belief. Christ died once for man; his
death paid our ransom, made us free, and opened heaven
for us, consequently there can be no need of his dying
again.” _

“Then why the sacrifice of the altar? That seems to -
imply that his sacrifice was not sufficient.” '

« No} grandfather; so far from that it proves its all-
saving power. ~The blood of the Saviour cancelled our
debt, and in an inbloody manner is it offered up to show our
love and gratitude, and in obedience to the command he
gave, when he said: ¢ Do this in remembrance of me.’ In
Acts xi. we see the disciples continuing the breaking of
bread; and in 1 Corinthians, xi. 24, Saint Paul repeats the
history of this adorable Institution, and solemnly aflirms
that as often as onc shall eat of the bread and drink of the
chalice, ke shall show the death of the Lord wuntil he come.
You see, by this, grandfather and grandmother, that it is
not by way of a new death the Mass is offered up, but as a
standing memorial of that death, a daily offering up of the
same to God, and applying to our souls the precious fruits -
thereof. And to prove that this unbloody sacrifice has
always been offered up from the 'apostles’ times, you have
only to consult the ancient Liturgies of the Chureh and you
will be able to trace it through all the centuries down to
the present day. Thus it is by the faithfal obedienee of the
one Holy Catholic and Apostolic Church to the commands

of Christ that the prophecy of Malachy is fulfilled. }l{\
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cvery place, from the rising to the setting of the sun a
clean oblation is thereby offered to the Lord, and his name
is great among the Gentiles.”

Grandfather looked earnestly at Becky, and as she was
abont t6 make some further remarks he raised his hand to
enjoin silence, - Ile must pause and consider what he had "
already heard before he ecould hear more. Grandmother
rolled up her knitting, took off her spectacles, handed them
to Becky, who laid them on the table, and with her hands
clasped, sat gazing into the fire. Minute after -minute
passed. A winter storm raged without, and while Becky
listened to the blustering winds, creaking trees, and rat-
tling window-blinds, she thought of the suffering poor, and
sent up a silent prayer for them:

“"Tis a wild night,”” said grandfather, at length rousing
himself from thought,  a wild night, and yet "tis only typi-
cal of life. Becky, child, the jarring of the elements with-
out is nothing to the storms that have shaken my soul.”

“ But, father,” said grandmother, in her soothing way,
“they are past, and we will not think of them; we will
only bless God that the sunshine of peace is at iast begin-

‘ning to shine on our declining days.”

“ Mother, you are right; let tho storms of the past be
forgotten; let only the calm succesding them be remem-
bered.” . A smile of love and gratitude lit up his venera-
ble features. ¢ Child,” he exclaimed, turning, in his ab-
rapt manuer, to Becky, “if you were a Protestant, what
u;lou]d first strike you on entering a Catholic place of wor-
s lp P agd

Becky smiled, af she answered “ I suppose, grandfdther
it would be the Mass.”

* “ And that explained, yon would want further to hear the
meaning of the ceremonies attending it 2”
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¢ Yes, grandfather, I would not be satisfied till I knew
all.”

“Then, tell us, child, why the prlest wears so, stmnge a
dress? Why the little bell is now and then rung, and why
the priest bows to the altar, kisses it, and passes from one
side to the other in the course of the service ¥

« Grandfather; in the order in which you. have put your
questions, I will answer them; but first I must explain
that, in regard to ceremonties, although the homage of our
Creator essentially consists in the internal dispositions of our
sonls, and without these, outward worship is vain, still the

construction of our nature is such that we require external

s‘igns and ceremonies, to act through the medium of the
senses upon our souls, and raise them to God.”

. % True, child; the worship of the old law was rendered
more solemn by them, and surely if they had not been
requisite to our nature, God himself would never have
instructed Moses. to embody his religion with forms and
ceremonies. But I will not further mtenupt you; go om,
child, and tell us of the priest’s dress.” -

% Ag the Mass, grandfather and glandmothel is, as T have
told you, a representation of our Saviour’s passion, so it is
meet that the priest, who officiates in his person, should
wear, while officiating, vestments representative of those
with which our blessed Jesus was ignominiously clothed at
the time of his passion, The Tonsure, or erown, the curi-
ous-shaped cap the priest wears, represents the crown of
thorns with which our loving Saviour was erowned. The

Amice, that is, the small piece of cloth the priest first puts
on his head and then lowers to his shoulders, represents-the
cloth with which the Jews blindfolded Christ when they
bade him prophesy who it was who struck him. The Alb,
that is the long, white garment, the Wlnte robe Helod in
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mockery, put on him. The Gir-dlo; the cord which you
saw confining the folds of the Alb ; the Maniple, the small |

~ garment he wears on his left arm, and the Stole, the long,

narrow robe round his neck, and crossing on his bleastm—
these represent the cords and bands w1th which he was
bound in the different stages of his passion. The Chasu-
ble, the outside vestment worn over the others, represents
the purple garment which they put on him when they
mockingly saluted him King of the Jews. The eross upou
the back of it represents the cross he bore upon his bleed-
ing and lacerated shoulders.”

“ Becky, child,” said grandfather, “when we went to
charch on Christmas, and saw every thing looking so'strange,
we were almost bewildered; but the next day happening
to turn to Mxodus xxviii, we read of the garments,

‘which, by the instruction of God, Moses ordered to be pre-

pared for Aaron and his sons, in which to minister to the
Lord; and we felt that, however inconsistent, to unreflecting
eyes these things may appear, if they had not been very
necessary helps to devotion, God would not have intro-
duced them into what was then the purest religion on the
face of the earth—a type of that religion which Christ,
the seccond person of the blessed Trinity, was coming on
earth to establish, I am glad, dear child, that you have
explained the meaning of the priest’s dress to us, when

mother and T talked it over between ourselves, we con-

cluded they might be symbolical of something—of what, -
we could not tell,”

“You were right in your conclusion, grandfather ; not
only do they refer to the different parts of the passion, but
they are emblematic of the virtues which should adorn
both priest and laity. The Amice denotes divine hope—
hope, which is termed by the Apostle, the helmet of salva-
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tion; the Alb, innocence; the Gird]e,.purit-y and fidelity;

the Maniple, patience and submission ; the Stole, the sweet '

yoke of Christ, which is to be borne in this life, in order
to be happy in the next; the Chasuble, the outside vest.
ment covering the others, charity, which covereth a multi-
tude of fanlts, and which marks us children of God, and dis-
ciples of Christ. *‘Love you ome another, as I have loved

“you ... by this shall all men know you are my disciples.”*

Five colors are made use of in the vestments : white on the fos-
tivals of our Lord, the blessed Virgin,8t. John the Evangelist,
the angels, and those saints who were not martyrs ; red, on
the festival of the finding and exaltation of the cross, that of
Pentecost, and the festivals of the apostles and martyrs; green

on most of the Sundays and holidays; violet in the peni-

tential times of Advent and Lent, and on the Vigils and
Ember ddys; black, upon Good Friday, and in Masses for
the dead. Your next question, grandfather, was abont the
occasional ringing of the little bell during Mass; if is rung
to give notice, to such as cannot see the altar, of more

solemﬁ parts of the sacrifice, to recall the mind from all

distraction, and impress it with greater fervor and devotion.
And now, why the priest bows or makes a reverence before
the altar? It is because the altar is the seat of the divine
mysteries, and a figure of Christ, which is not only our
sacrifice and high-priest, but our altar too.”

¢ Altar, child ¥’

“Yes, grandfather; inasmuch as through him we offer

our prayers and sacrifices, And why does he kiss the altar? '

it is for the same reason. And why does he move from

_one side of the altar to the other? After the epistle is read

the book is carried to the other side in order to read there

the gospel. This removal is to represent the passing from
* 8t, John, xiii., 34, 35,
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- the preaching of the old law, figured by the ef)istle, to

- Christ’s gospel, published and established by the new. At
the beginning of the gospel priest and people make the
sign of the cross upon their forcheads, to signify they will
not be ashamed to confess Christ and his doctrine ; on their
lips, to signify they will profess it by their words 3 and on
their breast, to siguify that not only outwardly but inwardly -
shall it dwell with them.”,

“Is that the time, Becky, that they all rise ¥

“Yes, grandfather ; they rise and stand during the read-
ing of the gospel, to show their willingness to do whatever

~ their Saviour shall command. On Sundays, the festivals

of our Baviour, those of the blessed Virgin, the apoétles
and doctors of the Church, the Nicine Creed is said, to
aver the ttuths contained in the gospel, and the people re-
main standing till they come to the words, ‘¢ homo factus
est'—‘And was made man,’ and then they kneel and bow
their heads in reverence of the mystery of our Lord’s
incarnation.” :

“ Becky, child, I noticed the priest, soon after the gospel,
washed his fingers at the corner of the altar.”

“Yes, grandfather, and this washing denotes the clean-
ness and purity with which the divine mysteries should be
celebrated,”

“And T noticed, too; at one time of the Mass, a great
silence to fall upon the people, and, all uninstructed as I was,
a great awe came over me.” . : '

“No wonder, grandfather ; that silence signified the eru-
cifixion, at which the earth trembled and shook to its foun-
dation, and darknoss covered the face of nature. Oh!
grandfather, that was an awful moment. I am ncver pre-
sent at the angust sacrifice that I do not then feel asif I
was standing at the foot of Calvary’s Cross, a witness to all

L
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the prodigies of that day—the sun refusing to give light,
the veil of the temple rent in two, the rock shivered, the
earth trembling—and with the eénturion I am ready to cry
out: ¢Indeed, this was the Son of God!'” An intensity
of light beamed from her eyes, and her voiee, though low,
thrilled with feeling. Her grandparents were deeply -
* affected, but, after a little pause, grandfather gently said:

“Tear child, go on; the evening is waning fast, it will
soon be eleven, and we fear to keep you up too late.”

4 Dearest gtandfather, you are kind and thonghtfal; it
wounld not weary me to dwell on this subject the whole
night. But I have little more to say. The elevation of
the IMost and Chalice, before which the people bow down
in adoration, is to represent his painful elevation on the
cross, and the Communion denotes his death and burial.
Just before the last gospel, the priest turns and gives his
blessing to all present; and, at the gospel, we again stand,
as 1 said before, to signify our readiness to do whatever
God shall command; at the words, ¢ Verbum caro factum
est,’—* The word was made flesh,’ we again kneel in rever-
ence to the mystery of our Lord’s incarnation. In Chal-
Joner's ¢ Catholic Christian’ you will see a more ‘particular
account of the Mass, and the ceremonies attending it.”
Her words ceased, and again silence filled the room. As
the clock strack, grandfather started up and exclaimed :

«Child; we will keep you no longer, but another day
you must tell us the difference between the Sacrifice of the

Altar and the Sacrament of the Eucharist.”

¢ Dear grandfather, to the best of my poor abilities I will
endeavor to explain it.”’ ‘ '
«Well, now go; and may the Father of all bless yon

He turned his face to-the fire; and, kissing the withered

cheek of her grandmother, Becky left the room..

[

"
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CHAPTER XIL

IT. was at the close of a clear, beautiful day, th J
s]an-tmg rays of the sun came in at the windm\'f, h ed(f' e
a sickly light on the floor, that the widow Cie’mS .
returned from a visit to little Mark, was seated be?‘llt" b
stm.re. . Ellen and  Clara stood, one on each. side Zlfc; lf}
Ez:;kmg nulmerous questions about little Mark—how Le lil{ilri '
is new i
s takenlzﬁe; Z}CJ;:II; g‘:ﬁ'ne things he had, and ho:v often he

“Did he say,” Ellen i i c

comin to ces 37; 5 len impatiently asked, “ when he was
' “ No, my dear, he did not; but he sent you one of hi

picture-books, and said you must learn to read all th .
tures by the time hegomes again,” e

She eagerly extended her hand to receive it : little Cla
mf)ved round to her, and seating themselves :)n the ﬂoor:'a
:;fllth thle voI.ume spread out on Ellen’s lap, began to enjoy;
de; g}j{eg {)}?mted pictures. There was one that particularly
. -lg ‘ e It represented a peaceful rural scene: a

litle girl, with a basket on her arm, was standine under t’l'
:ahade of an enormous straw hat; one little hani was holtl?ff
;‘ffma b;nc}l; of wild flowers, the other was scattering grain
o & basket to a flock of ducks, which had just emerged
Jom Sah g)vor;ﬁ close by. Some. with their broad, flat bills
e elling up the food with notable. industry, while
1s were looking up gratefully into their pretty mistresa’s

just

'
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face, as if trying their best to speak their thanks.' Onhc.mz
"side of the pond were short, clumpy bushc.:s, pm’a.wz(lis ‘1115
their roots in the water, and part only bathing their a;ln y
Jeaves therein. A velvety pasture, dotted here and‘f e]:]e
with white and red clover, spread a,rr.mnd, and over t-{;
‘whole the sunshine danced and play.ed in .th,e most nm;;la
manner. Ilow intently they exar.mned it. Anfi ben ;n)g
their heads low, they strove to decipher the few lines lm1 .Lll‘
it! Reading was yet a sealed mystery.to Clara, :«; }Ilii
Tllen could only pick out a letter here an-d there.h Et
mother’s countenance looked as if engaged in dee_p t %u}% b
and they knew at such times thoy were not to dlStU{' (-:"lﬁ
oh! if Marky were only with them, he couhf! tell them a
ab(‘)‘n;fhz: Clement’s basket of sewing was by her side; she
touched it not, but sat gazing ﬁxedly upon t}}e stove, l?he
was thinking of all Mr. and Mrs. .HﬂtoP 8 kl?dn.(;fs to 0e}r1
how happily Mark was situated in their family, how w1 ;
derfully improved was Alfred’s health-, and there w?s 'a gh arz
grateful feeling in her heart as all this passed be oua1 e ti
and yet, one thing puzzled her; Martha seﬁamed sdai& no
withstanding the happy changes in he.r family, an s gnes
Hilton maintained a cold, distant bearing, not at al .mTahc-
cordance with the generous sympathy gf her parents. ; I
past, as far as Mr. Hilton was econcerned, she had never
mentioned to her children. In the sorrow and flesola.‘l‘:l(‘{?
of after-life it had gradually passed from her mind, or, 1
for a moment memoty turned to i, it brought back so many
p;ainful recollections, that she had iez'u'ned to pass over it as
we pass over the package of time-stained letters we recelvi
in our youth, when those who wrote them, and t'hosie ;
whom they were written, knew naught 1'3:11; of the joy an
sunshine of life; when not a cloud had chilled the buoygncy
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of our spirits; when our happ.iness seemed as lasting as the

heavens above; and when sickness, old age, and death,

seemed 50 far—so very far off—that we could hardly believe
it possible they could ever come upon us. Ah! these were
happy days, and yet the letters written then we cannot
now bear to read. The hand that traced those delicate
characters has long since mingled with its mother dust;
the spirit, that dictated those fond words has long been
called to join its sister band in heaven—they passed away,
but their letters still remain—reinain, and are cherished as
mournful relics of our early love, Ah! those glowing
hopes all blighted ; those grand designs never accomplished ;
those glorious pictures of the fature all false—'"tis too much,
our bruised souls cannot go over the ruins of the airy cas-
tles of our youth. And so the suuny past, with all its
rainbow promises, had been a' sealed book to the sorrow-
stricken widow; and yet not altogether a scaled book, for
sometimes, like the dissolving views of a magic lantern, the
present would insensibly fade -away, and the past, with all

its music of glad voices, would arise before her. Butlike the

wandering Jew, when he - consulted the great Cornelius

Agrippa, a sight of past joys made present sorrows more

unendurable, move bitter still. The children would see a
greater pallor spread over:her cheek and unbidden tears

spring to her eyes; but, for fear of farther griex;ing her,
they dared not question as to her sorrow ; pityingly they
would turn away and wonder what made poor mother
weep.

Proverbially kind to the mdigent and unfortunate, Mr,
Hiltor’s cave for the widow and her children caused no re.
mark. Little Mark’s adoption was very -easily accounted
for; he had no son of his own, and it was nothing singular-
that he sh;)uld adopt so intelligent and beantiful a” boy.

¥
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‘With Mrs, Clement he freel,y eonversed upon the past, but
before her children - he carefully avoided referring to it. Tt

might be pride caused this silence, or it might be he fearcd
they would fancy they had too great a claim upon him,
At all events, she, too, determined to be silent on what was
evidently, to him, a sensitive subject. Dut, was she happy !
Looking on the improved condition of her family ; feeling
that her prayer for little Mark had been answered, conld
she be miserable? Noj the restor®d bloom to Alfred’s
cheek, and little Mark’s glowing accounts of his new home,
forbade it. If she was not happy, she, at least, was not -
miserable. She was grateful, and gratitude and happiness

are so nearly allied that sometimes it is almost impossible to

distinguish between them. But, how different was it with
Martha; naturally quick and sensitive, she saw the adop-
tion of her brother the cause of a bitter estrangement, and’

her first thought was to tell her mother and have him re- |

turned home ; but then Mark could never -be educated, and
might, struggling with poverty, grow up feeble and un-
able to support himself. Alfred, young as he was, had
already as great a burden as he could bear; while others
of his age were scarcely looked upon as more than children,
he was called to be the principal stay of the family. M.
and Mrs, Hilton were very kind to Mark, and secmed
to be very much attached to him. Might not his removal
even make the breach wider? Could it be possible that
Agnes's coldness arose from the fear that Mark would re-
ceive a portion of her fathei’s wealth, and thereby lessen
her inheritance? One glance at her was enough to acquit
her of any such sordid fears; there was a nobility stamped

upon her brow, that raised her above any such suspicions..

‘Was she proud? Alas! could Martha doubt it, when she

daily encountered her cold, disdainful glances. Yes, the
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fact that Mark was
her more than if

195

4, - easiness, but wl
she spoke of going, Mrs. Hilton insistoeq on *}1,91' St’l:‘;ri:l(;n'
i S

Sﬂ;i ifjel:ilt: 1lxzicrease h(_%r wages 3 this she would not ¢on-
e Wis,hed ) 0 1 Mrs. Hlltoz} it was not for higher wapes
Poor Martha Y cnlaznge her situation, Then what was ?t@
without brinn«;mg silent ;. she conld not give the true reasor;
only obild angha Seeming accusation against Agnes, their
tho teath ) Emd she had been reared too piously to conceal
ramsod anduil:a f;: a sn}btgrfuge. .She was pain"fully embar-
promi;ed o er agita,txoln, to silence farther questioning, -
and saying: “aiv. Mrs. Hilton warmly pressed her hand’
cannoty]e tg‘ : not’l,ler day, Martha, I will tel you why i
thought 3 Y ﬂu 29, ‘left the room, Whep alone, Martha
Stron%;l insiat dover, and dfatermined, as long as they so
o th: ¥ nsis N on her sta.y_mg, that she wonld remain, and
mean time say ‘nothing to her mother and A]fre’d of

the unpleasantness :
of her situat .
left her, Mark was too yo won,  One consolation was

Agnes’s aversion; he wo
liberal education, embrace
a%)le to pay back with int
him ; and his greaf talen
boor Martha rejoiced in ¢

the day they adopted th

after she had concluded to stay,

ge; Mark was with him,
her head, he said . L

““ And 50 you will not leave ug2”
LNO,' sir;” she timidly replied,
ooking earnestly into hep face, as if he would‘read her

ung to feel keenly the sting of
uld remain with. them, receive a

y- One day,
she met Mr. Hilton in the

aying his hand gently on
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very tbongh:cs, he asked: ¢ And what does your mother
and Alfred say to your staying ¢’

“They knew nothing about my intending to leave, and /,/

now, conclading to stay, 1 think it quite unnecessary to—
to—.” She stammered and blashed, . .‘

“To say any thing about it at all,” he said, finishing out
the sentence for her.

“ Yes, sir;” she replied, with downcast eyes.

“And you would not give them pain by telling thera
any thing you knew would trouble them #7

“No, sir; T would not.  Mother has seen sorrow enough
without my adding to it; and Alfred has no need to be bur-
dened by any foolish complaining of mine.” ‘

“ Martha,” he said, “yon are a good, thoughtful girl,”
and taking little Mark by the hand, he passed into the
library. ) : :

Lllen and Clara pored over their book of pictures till
the gray twilight gathered so thiek around them, that all
was one undistinguishable mass of red, green, and white,
They closed the magic volume and looked around;- the
table was set for the evening meal, the fragrant tea sent out
a grateful odor, a bowl of oyster soup, a favorite dish with

Alfred, was steaming on the hearth. Mrs, Clement lit the .

lamp, and placed it in the centre of the table, as Alfred,

with light buoyant step, came in. The children gathered
- around him and told of their new present—what a grand
book Marky had sent them, and what wonderful pictures
were in it. Little Clara held up the volume in her tiny
arms, and in langnage unintelligible only to the ear of affec-
tion, childlike, repeated her elder sister’s every word. A
broad light played over Alfred’s face, and words rose to his
lips, but he paused as if on the eveof doing a very un-
manly thing. One glance at the earnest upturned faces,

to see if there was an

sounds, a child’s rieh
and pulled his coat,

supper? it’s all ready,
your tea is seasoned,”

placed upon th
“So, mothe
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sWwept away every foolish fear.
Ellen, and raising |
beart,

‘ * Darling littlo Clara tri
ings on her. Blegsip

Stooping,

he te issed
Clara in his arms, )t e

pressed her to his

es to tell me all about i, Bless-

g5 on my b i i
- ]eft:}: aby sister, If Marky is

generally placed it on
t ;;;ht.he bed.  She looked at the table,
- ng more she could do -
;:Ic});ld pl}af:e the chairs around is, With considerz.i;lg :‘Sijhe
e px:ﬂsl iing she accomplished this, Ajfreq was stilla Img
g with Clara, rocking her in hjs arms, coverin herpsaj;';
veTing 0

cheeks with kisses, an-d enjoying that most musica] of
» Joyous laugh, when Ellen came up

“Alred,” she said, “ why don’t

You sit dow y
the soup o g

Is just as you like it, and
“ And who seasoned jt 2

i he asked ing' Clar
T i o, repliod oo asked, setting Clara down,

king qfite mportant and very

, ‘Cif

a . .
Tace said, al}d the children’s slices of bread s read and
eir plates, Alfred rem rked : ’ "

T, you visited Mark to- ay §?
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“ Yes, Alfred.” ,

« And did you see Martha too » )

« No, she did not come down to the parlor.” A cloud
rested on her brow, and seeing it, Alfred said:

“You are worried about her, mother #’

«T don’t know what to think about it, I fear she is not

well.” |
¢ What | because she is so silent and restless when she

comes home ¥’

& Yes ; you kiow that was not her way. She was always
so cheerful, and had so much to say, and now you can
hardly get a word from her.”

« But, mother, if all this is owing to sickness, why shonld
she hide it from you? T am sure there never was a kinder
mother.”  Alfred bent on her a fond, grateful look.

With a troubled countenance, she replied: *I cannot
tell ; were it not for Mr. and Mrs. Hilton's great kindress to
us all, I should fear she was not happily sitnated, and re-
frained telling us through fear of giving us pain.”

«T declare, mother, it would seem so ; but then it can’t be.
Mr. Hilton takes the greatest interest in us. To-day I meb
him in the street. After cordially shaking hands with me,
he pressed me to visit Mark as often as I could, and regretted
1 had so soon resumed my place at Mr. Simonds’s. Link-

ing his arm in mine, he walked with me the length of the’
street, and, as we parted, he held my hand, and with great
earnestness said : ¢ Alfred, if you need assistance in any way,
come to me; you will find me ever willing and glad to aid
you.” Oh, mother, isn’t he kind?ﬂ isn’t he good? he'so
wealthy, to take such an interest in people as poor as we ¥
Mears trembled on the widow’s lids; to conceal her agi-
tation, she busied herself with replenishing the tea-pot, and
putting a fresh supply of coals into the stove.
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Aff;e; the. meal, as Alfred was preparing to return to the
store, he said :  Mother, the next time Martha comes home
we mus ask her what the change in her means, and if sh )
is not happy there, she must leave,” , e
“ Alfred, where could she i '
N fre nd a bett ¢
kinder mistress than Mrs. Hilton 27 rplace! Where a
“I don’t know ; but, mother i
) » 16 may make her unhs
to }3(} away frem you. You know she never was befb:::f’l’)y
t es, jﬁlfre.d; bat then if she left them she would h:’dVG
o get a situation somewhere else. You know we can’t all
be a burden on you.” ' ' ot
# Why, mother? Do
& ok ? you suppose I would begrudee h
tht‘a‘ I;IOISElfShS eal;Ls, and the little it takes to drei he% 4 -
o, Alfred ; but each i ir .
genemf suppoﬂ:_ i must contribute their share to the
. ;;J ust as I did, when I had the fover? N 0, no, mother;
) b
i : arth'a is unhappy away from you, she must come home’
an“ stay at home too. I will have enough for you all.” ,
If she onl‘y understood the coat and jacket business, T
‘Sw’ould n:)t object, she could be kept in sewing from 1\/}1'
1imc»mdls 5. Bat, I will tell you, Alfred, it’s naay 0pini61;
'.b at she is home-sick for Stanton; being with me, and hay-
:Eg nothing to employ her, she wonld constantly think of
X oslfi days ; her d'espondency would become settled, and
er health would give way. Now, if she is at service, she

. wiil be kept busy, and in time may get over it.”

© ‘c‘;eléolf she will, but we must try to think of something
0 iver er 1}11}).' As soon as | can I will get Mr. Simonds
Shg Yo me & oliday, anfi then T will take her out a riding.

e 1s mussing the glorious rides we used to’have in tlllse
country., And now, ‘mother, good-by, till I get back

again.”” " He opened the d i
et o p loor, and Ellen Iclosed it as he
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Several mornings after, as Agnes Ililton was passing
along the hall, the door-bell rung, and ere she had time to
beat a hasty retreat, a servant ushered in Miss FPauline
Simpson. Biting her lips with vexation, she led the way
to the parlor. She felt in no humor to receive morning
visitors, and was thoroughly anneyed to be called upon to
entertain one that, even in her most genial moments, was
disagreeable to her.- With a hanghty wave-of the hand
she motioned to the sofa; the fairy-like form of Pauline sank
upon it. Agnes seated herself near the table, and fixing
her eyes on an engraving, in an indifferent, abstracted voice,
asked for her friends,

“Oh, they arc well, thank you; but, upon my word, I
thought you had about forgotten us.”

Agnes looked as if not quite sure of what Miss Panline
had said, but as if it was of too little importance to ask her
to repeat it. '

¢ Your mother is well

“Very well, I thank you.” :

“ And your adopted brother? What a sweet child he
is! 1 declare you must feel proud of him. 1 have seen
his elder brother, Alfred, I believe, they call him ; he is in

Mr. Simonds’s store ; and, do you know, [ have a great mind

to make father adopt him.?  This was said in an ironical
tone, illy calculated to soothe the irritated feelings of Agnes.
Alight laugh followed it. Pauline often smarted under the
superciliousnegs of Agnes, and found great relief for her
wounded vanity in these little spiteful thrusts, Agnes’s
brow bent, but without paying the slightest attention to the
remark, she calmly asked if she had lately seen Edith Carter.

“ Ah, yes, poor Edith ! She is passing away. 1 called
a few moments yesterday, and I declare. I felt sad the whole
day after.”

ness of the Italian ‘school,
the German masters.”

you were at the Oratorio at

| chefs-d'euvre of a Handel
_any thing I counld 5ay wo

Mary’s, and 1 declare I
than to fifty ordinary concerts.”

lng, only it occurred to her i i
that if P
to sacred melodies, g

il}stead of going to Tweedle's ?
kind of con
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“The whole day after!”
undisguised contempt in her tone,
An angry flush Swept over the face of h

affer a moment she gayly asked :

slowly repeated Agnes, with

W] er visitor, but
1y
the concert at Tweedle’s ] ¥ were you not to

ast nicht?
heard the most witching strains,”” =~ Yo would Dave
“ Who was the Prima Donng 2’
IV H ! y
e l\f:h‘s}s _Sanlddf'(,)rd. S.he has a fine soprano voice clear as
e nigntingale’s, and is an accomplished pupil of }; i
o mightin pupil of the Ttalian

::I have h;eard her,” quietly observed Agnes
Well, don’t you think her almost divine ¢

» “NO,” sh ! N y
excol Lar e coldly replied, “I have heard others who far

“Whe ¢7

“Madam Elfray. She has not only the bird-like sweet-

but the deep cathedral tones of

113
Ah, now I recollect Why you were not at TW‘GGd]E’S'
H]

St. James’s 2
“T was” ?

“I suppose I need not a

sk you how I" i
“No; a host of talent ARl

btla_Iingdsecured to do justice to the
a i ‘
21 bo quit sapespegues "
W days before Ohristmas, at St
would rather .go to one Oratorio

“I attended one a fs

Consistency is a jewel, 5o thought Agnes ; she said noth-
was so partial
at St. James’s
However, it might be a

5 >Elhza.tor;.r slip_ of the tongue. Pauline looked as

why did she not attend
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if she had said something very gracious, while Agnes om-
inously curled her lip, and leaning her head on her hand,
made no farther effort to prolong the conversation.  After
an embarrassing silence, Pauline rose to go. Scarcely had
the door closed upon her, when, giving strict charges to
Archie that she was “ not at home” to any one, she hastily
retired to her own room. Her ears rung with the hosannas
she had listened to the night before ; throwing herself on
the nearest chair, she bowed her head, and covered her face
with her hands, With the sublime strains came a remem-
brance of her loneliness and isolation from all that once
made life dear to her. ~Pride and obstinacy spread a pall

over her beautiful home ; tears, bitter, scalding tears washed

over her cheeks; rising, she approached the piano, and in
a low, trembling voice sang the. anthem,. ¢ O God, have
mercy.” There was an exquisite tenderness in her tones;
every harsher feeling secmed charmed fo rest. The words
died on her lips, and she reverently folded her hands. A
light breath sounded near her; she looked up, and started
back. Was it an angel standing beside her? She blushed
as she asked herself the question. It was nobody but little
Mark, her golden-haired brother. Her first impulse was to
sharply rebuke him for intruding on her, and send him
from the room; but the meek, pleading look silenced the
haughty words. '

“ Oh, Agnes!” he exclaimed, his sweet face all lit up

with enthusiasm, ¢ isn’t it beautiful 1"

“But, why did you come in?’ ghe asked, in rather a

sorrowful than reproachful tone. )
«T was in the passage,’ he answered, “and I heard yon
singing so that each sound seemed to touch my heart. I
rapped, but you did not hear me, and I rapped again.
Then'I opened the door, and came in softly not to disturb
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you. ‘:And _oh,, Agnes,” he added, w‘hiie tears stood in lhis
eyes, “I didn’t know whether I had been taken n t'
hea,vgn, or heaven had come down to me.” b

She looked kindly on him, and rising from the instru-

ment, walked to her arm-chair _ ‘
hers eif 0 it r arm-chair before her desk, and seated

“ Mark, vou fmy come and si n i :
rk, : sit down on this ottoman,”

s;m pointed to one at her fect. With joyful alacrri]t, '
the child obeyed ; resting her elbow on the arm of he{ |

- chair, she leaned her cheek on her open palm, and atten-

tiv.ely regard.ed .his sweet innocent face. The demon of
pr.lde was laid n her heart for the present ; would that it
might never again ﬁlse! Bending forward, she swept the
;‘;unny curls fromllus brow, and holding his face in her
ands, tendeply kissed him. In an instant his tiny arms
:Vﬁl'e irouncll) T1101' neck, and he found himself, he could not
e W . . - . - . . !
o ¥, 50 1‘ng and erying as if his little heart would ‘
1 ;‘ Ir(l)h, A%':iles, dear, dear Agnes!” he exclaimed, when at
ast he could speak, “T do | g
r you. 1 do_”P ) 0 love you, and every day I pray
:: What do you ask of our dear Lord for me?”
. That you may be always good, and please God.” Tears
Il;i iader eyes and again she kissed him.
olding her Hand in hi i
i g her hand in his, he looked up into her face, and
“ When I stood in the : 7 i
passage, and heard you sing, it
made me think of the time when we lived i a
¢ lived in |
o ton. hn a véd in Stanton, and
“ What became of it ?” -
“Oh, it went when father iclk) 7
went wl got sick.” A great gravit
:}(isted on his childish face, and his’ eyes muﬁngly goufrh{
e carpet. “Every thing went then,” he added, with a
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sigh; “no, not every thing, not till Alfred got sick; then.
it was that all went.” Shudderingly he glanced around,

and as if for the first time he had noticed the elegant ap-

pendages of her room, with the volatility and susceptibleness

of childhood, he exclaimed: ¢Oh, how Leautiful !’ point-

ing to the right hand of the piano, he asked: *“What statue

is that ¥’ ‘

“That is Saint Agnes.”

« How lovely it looks with its hands folded, and its eyes
raised in prayer. And there, over the mantelpiece, as true
as 1 live, is the Mater Dolorosa! Oh, how I love it! How
I love it !” he exclaimed, clasping his hands.

“You have seen it before ¢’ :

¢« No, not that one; but we used to have one just like it,
except it wasn’t in so grand a frame. We all loved it so,
we kept it as long as we could. Father died with his eyes
fixed upon it; but when Alfred got sick, and every thing
went, mother at last had to send that away.” He took out
his tiny pocket-handkerchief, and wiped away the great tears

. that rolled over his cheeks.

Agnes was surprised to find herself in familiar converse

with one whom she had looked upon with, as she consid-
ered it, well-founded aversion,—one whose adoption into
her family had been sorely against her will.  Never before
had he entered her room ; never since the first morning she
met him and her father in the hall had she spoken to him,

ot now he conversed with all apparent ease, and was so

gentle and affectionate in his nature, that she felt she could
truly love him, and almost regretted her cold, proud obsti-
nacy. DBut the wicked thought that Martha had triumphed
over her—for, as usual, pride, with all its loftiness, had
stooped to mean, petty rivalry, and foolish jealousy-—arose
before her like the prompting of some dark fiend, It

%6 ’
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brought with it so desolate a feeling 1] i i
it, and hastily addressed the_c??illlclll.b fhat sho tried fo slence
“And so you like my room ¢’

o« Oh yes, it’s all grand below stairs, but here it is beau-
Flful, s0 beau.tifu]. The landscape yonder, how stranve it
is ; the bending sky, and the bare hills, the narrow wincd' g
stream, and the dark trees in the valley. Oh, hLow sltlllgl

every t‘:hmg around it looks j even the sunshine and shadow
seem silent and sad 1”

Agnes led him up t et kﬁd i
p to the pieture: ¢
now, Mark #’ she asked. F AToe f ook so tone
“0Oh yes, lone, very 1 | i
’ I¢ y lone. The sky is very blue, and th
l;:tie stream is so clear, that T ean sce the sm);oth ;t.ones a:
;;3 uet I:}fl)tt%m, a;xcl the trees seem stirred by some gentle wind
e bare hills.” He paused, and taking hi ’
the | _ , g his eyes fr
the - picture, lqoke@ up into her face. She answzred :h]zl
;nute appeal by finishing the sentence for him: “ But the
are hﬂls, Mark, are silent, and the spirit of desolati
broodeth there,” ' o

“Yes, ok A ‘ i i
et yes, Agnes. What is the name of this strange
g “ltis a ‘View from the east side of Jerusalem.’” He
: ung closex.' to her, and pressing her hand in a halftimid
alf-entreating tone, exclaimed : - ,
Fam()h:I Agues, I should like so much to hear all about it,
! er James used to tell me a great deal about Jerugalem
w “ere our Lord suffered and died.” - ,
But did he ever tell you of David and Goliah #* A

smile played round her beautifal mouth as she glanced down

on the enthusiastic child, '
[

h yes, he told me ever so much about them ; ilOW

Goliah gloried in hi i
R : lis great size and strength, and was great]
puffed up with pride ; how he defied the whole armyg;f th};
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Tsraclites, and challenged them to fight hand to hand with
him; how he showed himself to them, mocking and tempt-
ing them, for, 1 think he said, forty days, and by-and-by
our Lord, to show how much he despised his pride, alfowed
him to be killed by a boy with a sling; that David was the
name of the boy; and Father James furtber said that when
the maltitude went out with great rejoicing to meet him,
and sung that Saul had slain his thousands and David his
ten thousands, envy entered the heart of Saul, and from
that he tried to kill him.” A look of horror passed over
his countenance as he said this. “Oh, isn’t it dreadful,
dreadful $o think of? Dut Father James told me that
from pride comes envy, and from envy, hatred; and that
these passions ruined Saul, who had been chosen by the
Lord to be king over his people, and that afterwards he died
miserable, and David was chosen in his place to reign over
all Tsrael.  You see T don’t forget what Father James said m
. “No, Mark; you bave an excellent memory. Now, you
sce these two hills confining the valley on the right and
the left &’ '

“Yes.”

« Well, here the armies of the Israelites and Philistives
took their stand. The little winding stream is the very
stream from which David took the five small stones that he
placed in his serip, and the valley through which the streum
flows, is the very valley—the valley of Terebinth—in which
the youthful David slew the proud Philistine.”

The child stood, with wonder depicted on every feature.
“The very stream ! the very valley! the very hills!” he

murmured ; then pointing with his outstretched arm to the
landscape, he asked : “ But where are the people that were
gathered there? Father James told me the mountains
were covered with them.” ‘
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hAgnes: started }.oafck at the strangeness of the question;
}\Ireazn,ﬂ\)vrlthogt w?llt;ing for an anmswer, he slightly bent hi-;
ward, and fixed his eve . i
not wish'to disturb his revery}b; ':trlllyﬂll'zlg:;ﬁ(:t. g
against the high back of an arm-chair ,
bis grave thoughtful countenance,
head, he exclaimed ;

& | 1 7
" Ah.hnow.l know why it looks so silent and sad: the
eam, the hills, the valley—they are mourning for, th
dead people—for them that are gone,” ) )

YES S y y y ] g . ' y

“I don't want to see an
he said,
to-day.”

“Well, then, you ma :
y go. 1 ha -
over, and I would like to %e alone","e some hooks to look

He started, and had reached the door: when, with hi
haﬁd on the knob, he turned, and hesitatingly ask,ed : )
. If?]; | come again when I have told sister Martha all

e the picture, and how kind you have been to me "
Ohsll.dllke, he had touched on a most forbidden subject, a
ﬁemljlterri\la-rthaf how those two words rung in lier .ears,
Mark?rheusmgl 1&}12 dormant passion within. Poor little
answe;ed . ?‘u;}loew eﬁzazlsr her 1:u]g:rry glance, as she sternly

red ;¢ ! ove to open the in hi
:Soilules;zghms tirzy hands were powlgrless. %(}(1)‘:},1 l;uzulzl}d}:;
pumed aughtiness, she approached, and opened it for

- As she returned to her seat, she regretted she had

but leaning
» attentively regarded
At length, rabsing his

y other piéture or fine things
1nos,

. her . : “e

after another pause ; “I have secen OllOIIgh‘ for

n i
ot at once sent him from the room., The more lovabls

sh i
ae. fzm.ld th, the more was she incensed a
E)J/[ rents .for being so gracious to his
artha in their service,

gainst her
family, and retaining .
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ir authority over me, and to let

it to show the
 They do it elings of a servant more than

me sce they regard the fe
they do mine.” A ha‘rd
mouth ; turning to her desk, she brus}l
and once more took up her manuseript.

e aside some papers,

. N .
expression scttled round he
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CHAPTER XIIL

Sum slowly turned the leaves over till she came to the

fourth chapter, and while her lips retained their firm coms

pression, and her brows their heavy frown, commenced its
perusal, ﬂ

“'Tis not till after the funeral vites have been performed,
and we return to the silent house, that we fully realize our
sad bereavement. Before, the confusion of people coming
in and going out, the hurry of the attendants, and among
the poor, the struggle to get decent mourning habiliments,
thinking to neglect it wounld be showing disrespect to the
dead ; among the rich, the pride, ostentation, and the
secret, away back in the heart, fecling of satisfaction, that
many will attend, who, on like occasions, had found it im-
possible to make so grand a display ; or, as flattering sel-love
teaches them to term it, had thus honored and reverenced
their deceased. s after all this is over, the struggle on the
one hand, and the pride and vanity on the other, that, as I
said before, we fully realize our bereavement. We look on
the vacant bed, the unoecnpied chair, the deserted room, and

- feel that they are gone. We listen—but why, alas! should
we listen? that well-known footstep will never more strike

on the ear—that well-remembered voice will never more
send to the heart its thrilling tones of gladness, They are
gone! they are gone | and now in Joneliness and desolation
we wander through the silent rooms, and ring our hands
and groan, in all the agony of jnconsolable bereavement,
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“The gay and volatile, in the course of a few months,
may so far forget their sorrow, that, were it not for .the out-
ward garments of mourning, one would hardly be¥1eve the
eyes beaming with joy ever shed tears over the 001.1(211 of
death. Even to themselves, the anguish they experienced
will rise up before them like the horrors of some feat“ful
dream, or, rather, like the remembrance of past Physwal
pain. But, there are others, with whom the wound is never

healed. Years may pass; the mourping  garments be laid .
. aside; but still the heart weeps onj they feel they have

no longer sympathy in the world; no one can understand
them ; should they speak out the thoughts that crow:d upon
their minds, they feel they would be considered wild and
visionary, and they instinctively shrik fromthe conde-
scending forbearance of some, and the 1'.11de wond(_ar and
sneering taunts of others; and so commumflg'only. with the
dead past, they become to the world timid, silent, and
reserved. ‘

«The bed and bedding, on the death of Mr, Harny, had
been carried out; a wide board placed on the empty bedstead,
a sheet spread over it, and on this his cold, stiffened form
had been laid, shrouded in the white habiliments of the
grave. The board and sheet had been removed by some
Ehoughtfui hand ; only the empty bedstead met the gaze of
the widow on her return from the burial. Removing hfn'
shawl and bonnet, she seated herself near the head of it
and clasping her hands, with a marble face of wretched-
ness, sat gazing fixedly upon it. Joe crouched up near her,
for in the loneliness of the room he began to feel a great
fear stealing over him. Bridget busied herself in the back

Litehen; Mike put out the horses, milked the cows, and did

the evening chores. In due time Bridget announced tea;
the widow started like one aroused from a painful dream.
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“¢Come, mother, come; tea is all ready, and I feel so
lonesome here.”  Little Joe vigorously pulled her hand;
she did not draw it back, but with the other softly pushed
the hair from his forehead, and smiling, calmly arose. Her
calmness pained the kind, affectionate Bridget more than
tears and sobs; it seemed so sad, so uncomplaining. At
the table, Mike tried to think of something to say that
would take her mind from her grief, His father and Maurice
had been over about a week before, and harvested the wheat,
but the barley and oats were still out, and he knew they
intended in a few days to come over and cut them, so now
he would speak of them. =
- ¢ Wasn’t father and Maurice lucky to get the wheat in
just before that tremendous shower ¥

“‘Yes, Mike; she replied, in a low voice, without
directing her eyes to him, ‘

“‘And don’t you think, Mrs, Harny, that they’ll have a
fine time for the barley and oats #

“She did not answer him; her thoughts were far away to
the first time she saw Francis Harny, and the pitying light
that beamed from his eyes upon her. Iis had been the

" first kind voice she had heard since her parents’ death; and

how nobly, how generously had he taken part against the
exactions of a hard, selfish mistress; and when that mis-
tress, indignant that any one should feel a sympathy for
her, grew harder and more exacting than ever, how he re-
leased her from her bondage by marrying her, and taking
her to his own home. But now he. was gone! gone! and
she was once more alone, A wild look of agony gleamed
from her eyes, and heavy drops stood on her brow. ' Brid-
get, with thoughtful kindness, pressed her to taste the
delicacies she placed upon her plate.

“‘I can’t, Bridget, T cant, Don’t ask me to. And
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Francis is in his close damp grave,” she said, pltt'suing her
own train of thought. ¢In his close damp grave to-night;
the winds are murmuring around him, and the dews have
settled on his bed. _ -
«¢Put- his soul,’ said Bridget; impressively Iayn‘lg h.er
band on her arm, ‘his soul, praises to God, is this night in
heaven. No more will he be troubled for ‘want of breai';h;
and no more will that wearing eough and tlghten(fd feeling
across his chest trouble him, He's away from it all, and
the good God has freed him fronn. every pain.’ :
“$Yes, yes; he is away from it all, and ’fre.e from every
pain; but—but—oh! I cannot speak what's in my heart,
God’s will, not mine, be done. And now eat‘ your meal,
children, and don't mind about me,. I will drink some of
Bridget, but I cannot eat. ‘ '
yoll‘r};sal,nore \%as, said during thé meal, an'd ‘after it Brid-
get qﬁietly cleared away the dishes, then lighted a candle,
get it on the shelf under the window, let down the paper
curtain, and drawing up a chair seated herself on one side

of the widow ; Mike, too, drew up his chair, and Joe, with

his arm round Douce’s neck, sat on a low bench befm:e h?r.
How wistfully they gazed 11}!) into the pale face, with its
f wretchedness! -
SCt‘El“ailf.lei{ (:vonld only ery,’ whispered Bridget, ‘1 know
she would feel better.’ .
w1 am frightened, said littlg Joe, for the ]onelnfess
pressed heavily upon him; <let us say our p'rayer\?,’ he 01'1f3d,
untwining his arm from Douce’s neck, and hasm.ly crossing
himself, They all sank upon their knees, and taking out her
beads, Bridget commenced the second. part of the Rosary.
As they arose, Mrs, Harny gratefully presse.d her hand.
«t (od’s mercy endureth forever,’ she said, ¢ we are not
all alone—all desolate.’ ’
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“¢Noj; Mrs. Harny, no; not as long as you have us.
We'd go the round of the world for you. There's nothing
we wouldn’t do for you in your great sorithw.’ -

“¢And may God reward you. But,oh! if T could only
shake off this load that's on my heart; it presses me to the
very earth’”  She sighed heavily.” :

“‘You can’t shake it off yourself!' exclaimed Mike,
reverently raising his eyes; ¢ you can’t shake it off, but God
will lighten it for you, if you only won’t forget, when you
feel it weighing you elear down, to call on him and his
blessed mother.” i

““Yes, Mike; if I would not forget. But there it is;
when it presses so heavily upon me, I forget every thing.
I only remember—' a greater pallor spread over her coun-
tenance, and her voice died away to a whisper—¢ him who
is gone! and a stonier wretchedness creeps over me.’

“*T feel it creeping over me now !’ ¢xclaimed Joe, shud-
dering, and glancing over his shoulder into the darkened
room. :

“‘No, Joe,” said Bridget, kindly; ‘you. dont fel it.
You think you do; but your feclings are very different

from your poor mother’s’ She snuffed the candle, and
again seating herself, threw her arm around him.

“*Mother, father, and Miles will' be over Sunday,” ob-
served Mike, after a somewhat lengthened pause,

“A light broke over Joe’s face. He was so lonely, and
his mother was so sad, that the prospect of seeing the kind-
hearted Mrs, Connor sent a glad feeling to his hoeart. Tho
poor widow smiled a vacant smile; ’twas evident her
thoughts were far away. Bridget and Mike, who elosely
resembled each other in their fine, fresh complexions, sandy
hair, and hazel eyes, looked upon her with the most pro-

!

~tective kindness. Bridget was a sensible girl, and she
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thought the best way to rouse her from the stupor of grief
would be to enlist her sympathics for some one who had
been similarly Beveaved; pity for the sorrows of others
would lighten her own. ‘

«< Mrs, Harny,’ she said, ¢do you recollect the widow
Donnell, at whose place we stop when we go to A—e—oyJto
Mass ¥ ‘

“Yes, Bridget,) was the abstracted reply.

« ¢ ¥Well, now, Mrs. Harny, let me teil you her story. She,
too, has scen a great deal of tronble. Mr. Donnell, soon
after his marriage, came to America. With the first money
he earned he bought a house-lot, and with the second builé
a small, but comfortable, house. This was about the time
the church was built, and being head carpenter he got the
job. As soon as he received bis pay he sent for his wife;
he arrived in the fall, immediately they went a housekeep-

ing, and a happier ¢ouple you mever saw. Every spare.

moment Mr. Donnell devoted to working in his little garden
and beantifying his house; they had the finest vegetables,
excellent grapes, currants, and berries, and just under the
windows—nowhere else, for he couldn’t spare the ground
for it—were sweetbriers, lilac-bushes, morning-glories, and
woodbine; indeed, the morning-glories and woodbine formed
their curtains and window-blinds. T used to think it was
the loveliest spot on the face of the earth, and Mr. and Mrs.
Donnell were so happy. But lasting happiness belongs
ot to this world, One day, a high scaffold he was work-
ing on gave way, and he fell, badly hurting his shoulder

and knee. He was taken home, and a physician sent for;-

he came, seb the knee, but said his limb would be ever after
stiff; as to his shoulder, he thought it would soon be well
Mrs. Donnell waited on him with the tenderest care, but he

never got able to do another day’s work. His knee in due
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tilme};(glot: well, and, as the doctor said, was stiff: but his
shoulder grew worse, and finally his whole arril becam;a

palsied.  Mrs. Dornell did her best to support him

took in sewing, e

and when he got able i © w
out a washing; but, with all hger exertiizssyz}ipcsciﬁd“ﬁn:
i{}?ep out o'f debt. Ml Don.nell would waqt’ this doctor :))1'
at, thinking they might help him so he could oo to work
again, al?d although she had but little faith in thgeir s]'?;rloI
'pl.case h.lm she would send for them, . At lenoth wo;I ot
‘W.‘lt}-l pain, he died, and she, like you, Mrs I-Imar v, W Lot
v pan . . ny, was left
“‘And what did she do, Bridget? The abstraction was
go‘tie‘, and a tear of sympathy glistened in her eye. (
Her house was so heavily mortaaged that she eould
g?e;or];geg call’ it her own, Indeed, Mlz Harny, when h;
- :Sef;’ ado’t a cent in the world, not even for the funeral
:: :And was he buried by the town ?
" mﬁogoio;gd! N?’ no! When his friends—all from
poomn ¢ suchy', };?u‘]sHOW-——hGal‘d how matters stood, they
pubed 2 ¢ d ription among themselves; bought a hand-
I‘eﬁpwtablen, fecent mourning clothes for her, and had as
oeetab ha uneral for hm'l as he could have had if he had
wealthy,  Well, after it was all over, she gave up her

beautifal little house, and went out to service, She stayed-

out
for four or five years, every year sending home to Ire-

land twenty or thirt i
. v dollars, besides layi 1
for an object she had in viev:r.’ "oy By o ile s

::“;?Vhat was the object, Bridget?

t was to get enough money ‘

; ¢ ¥ to rent a small house, h

;)éd one, if p-ossﬂ)lt?, and take in a few boarders. At’]a:;' -

gh: ?comphshed ity and you don’t know how wondel'fuTiy
got along. Tn two years she bought back her old
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i 1 1l be making payments as
‘hon}e; she Sm%x?;? ;Elg?ilt;se ‘:r(;nile, she bhad paid up ?V?‘-}f
B nits d thcn, what did she do but buy another; t 111h
i 23 for ar,ad now the rent of if very comfor’ca.b‘y
— Ea; and, she is no longer ob/ligtzd to keep boa(;'dex N
gglipglis §n,a little sewing, enough to clothe hc:.]'El 3;0\, e{fg
A i . s seen mu
e an}i:a Eiﬂstz?\:g;ssrlfe?;ul and resigned. 1In .
e o SO}Zi‘Ow:}ﬂd I have heard Father John say, '-ahe .
th'e eye‘% Oflzoke up(;n as a poor ignorant worman, b;tum
;tlegzzhosl of affliction, she had learnled thlc; xtwsi}(i;n ‘:i“ 01:
i igrns - herself to
P (i[ r:}hf; e;i:frst.hﬁl[;grlf}l:,eisriileg l}]JZSt and greatest O.f wiIs-
GOd”an Brid ’et’s story was finished, and she: sat anxiously
dor';l.h'n thegchénging countenance of the wx'dow. .
Wa“c‘ ]131?(1 et she at length said ; *you are r1ght2 a.:l gﬂg
God ivegmé grace ever to bow to his holy‘ wﬂ;‘:. and,
chiIdr%n it .is getting late, we wi.ll say ourhp%):; d: He;
Bridget ’dear, you will read the Litany for t 5} o I:eq“est'
voice quivered and her eye'suﬁ,lled as she made |
: 'g:esigi\{ ;2853”;}; ',If;:a 'WidOW strove ‘to ‘be fremﬁxzi,l
but the pale face and weary Wtatc}i“]li :izz (:?}f)lfoM :S‘ ter
ura .
stwgglfzi bess}il;ehl?jr I;E:;lttlfle\::s rapidly failing. Sometlmeg,
';1;]1{1{“2“ her work-basket, she would lem;f the hlouszlil;ﬂ,
g on the very log ey
Wa{king'to :;hes “;;Zd:nileaielrmils:g)and had tzlked of ;;]he
ey o Pleasant! ah! how that word mocked ]er‘
L f'gtm;;tened to the memorics Qf the past. Atf. et
?O‘E,Wa:szhi mosg-covered stone that he had called her;] ::');
ff)?)t-stool; here and there lay decaying ?gslxvzliii e
thick/pall of velvety green; secattered profisely

pray for him, had she not born
falls seven times;
every idle word, and that out
Pitiation the soqul is not
paid. Slipping from the 1
and tightly clasping her hands,
lian, speaking of the dutjes of
er husband ang beg refreshm
calm, reiggned counteénance, sh
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were pale fragrant flowers, that looked
open fields, they woulq wither and

waved the maple and beech, upon wh
chanted a low sweet g
thoughts,

as, if removed to the
di¢; above Ler head
ose branches the wing

irge, in unison wity her saddened
ad sat, and while 1

that she, a poor orphan girl, need ne longer feel the eold-
ness and unkindness ¢

{ the world—that God bhad raised hep
up a noble protoctor—

a protector who not only labored hard
to make her a comfortable home, but who had kindly and

r
love had not been of th
devotion, and she strove
most affectionate of wiv
order, she serg

¢Belfish kind ; d his

fo repay it by being the kindest ang
©S.  She kept his house iy the finest
ded her little dairy 3

' uty of
Praving for his departed sonl, a8 50 good, so faultless,
that she would have considere

d it almost superfluous to
© In mind that the just man
ust give a strict account of
of the prison:house of pro-
released till the ]ast farthing is

02, she would sink on hep knees,

in the Ianguage of Tertul-
Christian widows, ¢ pray for
ent for him.? Then, with a
e ‘would return home, and,

that we m
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busying herself about the house, glide round with the noise-
‘ess step of a spirit. During the day she seldom spoke,
but in the evening, gathering little Joe, Mike, and the faith-
ful Bridget around her, in her low sweet voice, she would
converse with them on the duties of a Christian, and strive
to instil into their youthful minds lessons of piety and
virtue. Thus the summer months passed away. Al
ready the setting sun had tinged the autumn leaves; the
‘pale wood-flowers were gone, but a fragrance, like the spices
of the East, filled the air; a carpet of rustling leaves covered
" the ground, and pale slanting rays of sunshine streamed
through the half-denuded branches; the social song of the
robin and the wild rapturous carol of the bobolink no
longer were heard ; naught but the mournful sobbing voice
of the winds broke the silence of the dying year.

“One day, little Joe came in from the fields, and not
finding his mother in the house, he went to seek her in her
favorite place, the woods. She was kneeling beside her
rustic seat, her head bowed down upon it, and her face
buried in her hands. He twined his arms around her and
beggéd her to arise and come home, :

#¢Oh! do, mother, do!? he exclaimed, turning with a
frightened expression, and pointing to the west. ‘See!a
big cloud has risen, and is sending a shadow over the earth.
Come, mother, comne before the storm bursts on us !’

“She slowly raised her head from the log and removed

her hands from her face; ’twas deadly pale, and traces of

recent tears were vigible upon it, : .
¢ ¢Mother ! oh! mother, will you break: my heart? he

asked, wiping with his poecket handkerchief the moisture
from her cheeks. She made an effort to reply, but the

words died away on her white lips; she tried to rise, but
fell heavily against him. A dreadful fear thrilled his heart.
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;J“j’;:hléirs mo;he}' dzzlin]élr? In an agony of terror he hun;r
I NeT, and wiped the heavy drops fro g o
smiled on him and pressed hi:.s han}cji o brow. - She
“¢Oh, mother,
sobbed.

“‘My God! my God!

dqn’t die ! _don’t leave me all alone I

he

James, she is dying I i |
- ! . ) ying I' excl
t;.:ell f?)o“fn voice, and, to his great relief, Mr. :nd M};: aézjlflfoj
f’.ot;)lcthemd'e him.  They were coming cross lots, to sta
wf; b e widow over Sunday. - Mrs. Connor qui:atl tool}{r
E, H,nel Jarg] woollen shawl and wrapped it around thg slight
» Mr. Connor spread his coat on the lo
- - a
they lifted her to it, while little Joe was inglj,mend(ia(;gele'iy
Paf‘c}l;d to the }:ouse for blankets and stimulants T
o ] ray]GocE!hexclaimed Mzs. Connor, chafing her hands
emples, “she may revive 50 as to he 7
5 remo
house before the storm comes down! - How darkwi}i(:1 t:ofxlrle
and how fearfully the wind howls through the trees 'g Ohs;

poor thing, it would quite ki
raining !"g, ould quite kill her to be catched out, and it

“‘Do you think it is a faint, Ellen ¢

“*Oh no, James, it’s more li :
i~ ) | e lilke death. She i fe
‘s:}enzz’ble, but how wildly the leaves are blown aicﬁfi e*ctg
od! what shall we do if the rain comes down ? I .felt a

now; there, J ames, sit so she ean

. will stand s0 as to shelt
mucl} as pos§1b1e. OK! how pale, how alessl(: i 'her "
God it is not death P pre e s
éOIdV]‘;Tltl:i.red_oub_led effort, the kind Mrs. Connor rubbed her
ands till little Joe, almost breathless, returned. A

warm blanket wag immediately wrapped around her, and a

; soon the blood o . :
through the blue v cins, nece more conrsed

. ' She feebly raised her h '
18 resting-place, and silently pressed the hands Ef I?::'i fgi(t)ll:
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ful friends. Tears stood in the depths of her eyes, but they
did not fallj she glanced wildly around and hastily arose.

“¢QOh, the storm!' she faintly exclaimed.

“¢Yes! it is very threatening. If you would only lean on
us, T think we might reach the house before it comes down.
At least, James, we might make the attempt,’ she added,
reading the doubting, troubled expression of his counte-
nance; ‘it would be better to be in the open fields. I {ear
the uprooting of some’ of these heavy trees)

“ Almost carrying the slight form, they succeeded in reach-

ing the house just as the cold rain came pattering smartly
against the window-panes. Mrs. Connor advised her im-
mediately retiring to bed, and-all that night she watched
over her with the gentle, patient love of a mother. For

- several hours she complaincd of great oppression of the
chest and difficulty of breathing, then she rallied and spoke
long and clearly of little Joe’s affairs. In conclusion she
said :

«¢When Francis appointed Mr. Connor and Mr. Reed
trustees, deputing to them the authority of guardians in case
T should be called away before he attained his majority’
(she smiled to hear herself, a poor sick woman, using law
terms), ‘he felt, Mrs. Connor, that he was intrusting him
to those who would have truly a fatherly care over him, and
that you would be a kind, faithful friend to him.’

«¢He might well know that, child; never shall Francis

Iarny’s son want for afriend while Ilive. Oh, poor Francis!.

well do I remember the day that you and fle first came to
see us. We were almost beside oursclves with joy; we
didn’t know that there was a Catholic nearer us than A——,
and to think that you had moved, as I might say, right in
our midst, for what signified the seven or eight miles be-
tween us? Ah, that was a bright, proud day for us, long

We missed the societ
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after you went back, the n

it
e i bapgy Slmex day, James and T sat by the

, - days, Father Gillen ivy-cl:
;};jgsltit hom]? and the guiet churehyard wh er;,t:f;gg d?:][;i
toaget awgavyf‘ 13 addresst.zs to me, we often used to wander
D ot ame yt hx om.]the noisy children.  There we were 1101:
posturbe » the stlence of the place, and the sijl] marbl
stones, and here and there the little wooden crossese
H

called forth a grave, but not 5 gloomy, train of thonght.’

- ;["::yc}ﬁz“@e? and purified your love,?
o é ! :1 rd, yes.f There w'here others had laid down the
o plama denI {-)d life, we just commenced ours—there
that hallowed spoilwh(;: :’};1;' baj;el"ﬁf?“talif oy e
e ‘bones ol our fathers slept—
Whellf;m::: gv}l;grel _all our memoties were enshrined, the c}g;)el
had ever boen Kind and g T2 Jcry B¢ iends who
. generous—talke i
:tll‘, to ?ross the wild waters of the ocean, c:it;n]:lealjlll?fi t'hcm
range ‘]and a home for ourselves and childr vere
strong in cach othej'’s love ; o
Wwe come to bid them al] g;

. We were
was well we were, for when

od- d
e ‘ by, and at last found oup.
orne along as it were, by some invisible power to this

it;z]:?]azy v:; 1:33:::83’ 1t.s.ometimes seemed as if the gates of the
sulloing O ;3 algamst us, and we were ing gloomy prison
20 quies e ag; c; eathi No ?ha}?el, no priest, no ﬁ-iends:
do B g “d, [.10 1ome th.h 1ts thousand and onc ep-

ur dark little cabin, child, seemed no home

to us, 'K '
o a; ble\?\;z \l:ro'xllaed hard and saved al] we could; atlast we
ot oo iuf a better house, We thought, then, we
o cojldy i (:: How foolish the thought ! Walls,and
oo o never ﬁll tl.w empty place in our hearts: w
onely still,. We missed, ah, none can tell how lh’m:}le
¥, of those of our own faith, Thc:

Protes i
stants around us were kind; but you know what 4 Stiff,
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proud, self-sufficient way they have of looking-on Catholics,
and talking—some of their most ignorant—of the Dark Ages

of Popery, and calling us priest-ridden and snperstitions,

because we wouldn’t go to hear some of their ministers,
dubbed Brother this, or Elder that. It was a cold rainy
evening in the fall, just such an eveniug as this, the wind
whistled the same round the house, that James, who had
been to A with aload of grain, came home, and told me-
a priest had been up from New York, that they were going
to build a church, and that he had given towards it all his
load of grain had brought. I could searcely believe him;
1 thought he only said so to fool me, but four weeks from
the following Sunday, we went, and sure enough the priest

was there saying Mass in a private house, and talking with - 4

the few Catholies around him of the church. We again
subscribed our mite, and had Maurice, Bridget, Nellie, and
Mike baptized. Ah! that wasa grand day for the Catho-
lics in and around A——  They had come in for forfy miles;
the priest's voice trembled, and there wasn’t a dry eye in
the room,” She paused a moment, to regain her composure,
and then hurriedly resumed :

«¢ Well, the church was built, and we used, from that, to
go as often as two or three times a year. We didn't, then,
feel so lonely ; but, still, we missed Catholic neighbors. At
last you eame among us, and it seemed as if all our wishes
were granted, O, child, you don’t know what a gap you
filled inour hearts !’ (she bent forward and kissed the pale
brow of the widow), ¢you were our brother, our sister, the
cherished kindred we left in the olden home; long, long, I
say, after your visit, James and I sat and talked of the past,
and' again to-night it all comes over me so’ A large tear
rolled over her cheek, and again bending forward she kissed
the pale brow.
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“In asobbing voice the poor widow poured out her grati-
tude for all her kindness, and begged her, when she was
gone, to be a mother to little Joe, and see that he was fuith-
ful to his religion. The promise-was solemnly given ; then
shaking up the pillow, Mrs. Connor begged her to try and
compose herself to sleep. -

“‘I have talked too much,’ she said, dasliing the tears
from hereyes.

“Deeply affectionate in her nature, the prospect of
the widow following her husband, and leaving them,
as before, alone with those who looked with insulting
condescension or cool contempt on the religion which
Jesus founded, and his apostles propagated, shook her very
soul with grief.  But. as she gazed on the pallid face and
trembling lips, she feared she had vuconsciously stirred the
bitter fountain of memory, and that its remorseless waves
were washing all peace and happiness from the stricken
heart. Strong convulsions shook the feeble frame, and tears -
streamed through the closed lids. She passed her hand
caressingly over the wan cheek, and spoke kind and sooth-
ing words. At length the sobs died away, the invalid
sunk into a light slumber, and dreamed of him whose im-
age was never absent from her waking thouglts.

“Several weeks she lingered on, suffering no pain, but
daily growing more and more shadowy. The sun of little

Joe’s life was hid behind black heavy clouds; an intolerable
gloom hung over him the joyous smile of childhood died
from his face ; his step lost its elastic bound.  Silent and

- sad he would sit by his mother’s side, and, gazing tenderly

into her loved face, think how short a time and she would
be sleeping beside his father, and he be Jeft alone—all alone.
What a world of anguish these words express! none knew
their meaning better thanhe. In vain the Connors assured
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him of their faithful friendship. THis noble and gifted
father—his beautiful and gentle mother, would be gone, and
nobody would ever again love little Joe as they had loved
him. Poor.child! he writhed in the agony of despair, and
alone, all alone, still rang in hLis ears. - :

«Tt was past the cheese-making season, so Mrs, Connor
stayed constantly with the invalid. At last she became so
low that again was Maurice dispatched for the priesty, he
came, and, fortified with the last Sacraments of the Chiﬁvh,

the widow went to rejoin her husband in a better land.

Another mound was raised in the little cemetery, and Joe
Harny was left a lone orphan in the world. Taken to the
faithfl Connors, he remaived with them a year.” ’\

As Agnes concluded the chapter, she arose, and slowly
walked up and down the room, ¢ How strange I’ she ex-
claimed s “but the casual mention of that little cemetery
reroinds me of. the landscape ¢By-gone Days; or, the
Cemetery of the Woods)’ which father gave me several
years ago.”” She paused before a plainly gilt frame, Ceme-
tery, did she say ?  Surely that peaceful scene speaks not
of the eypress and the yew. Upona slight eminence stands
‘a pleasant farm-house; two windows are open, through
which curtains, white as drifted snow, are gently drawu ;
morning-glorics and eglantine creep over a long open poreh ;

arich green, with here and there a rose and lilac bush, sweeps

down the road, from which it is separated by a neatly painted

fence. On one side are wide-spreading fields of grainj on-

the other, a noble meadow stretches far away, while in the
background rises & fine tluifty orchard. A cometery !
Surely she must have said it in mockery. Never was there
a secne farcher removed from the gloom and sadness of the
grave. DBut look againj there, on the right side of the
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meadow, are grand old forest trees, sending a ::iee eﬂin

shad(-)w over the waving grass and nodding r;lovef ang

keeping seniry, as it were, over a small plot Fenced int by a

, ta.stefully painted fence. Flowers are c]uste:'ing-inside ; grut
still, you can plainly see the white marble pointing to’ sev-
eral graves, and right in the centre rises a sinole mc:mm;ant

surmounted by a cross and anchor. Tea.:s trembled n
Agnes’s dark eyes. o

“Death! death!” she bitterly exclaimed, “ even here he
i'ohrzfs. 0%1, man, how vain is thy boasted strength! every-
who Sgﬂg;-;}r;et!y’fant follows thee. Flee where th‘ou wilt,

' Stegpmg up near the picture, she gazed more intent!
upon if.  Directly over the cemetery the light clouds hac}{
garted, only 'the blue expanse of unfathomed space smiled
Osgn;nh :;pf?n} 1t; and, as Agnes looked, a revulsion came
o celings. It seemed the opening of the heavens

rough which the soul travels home to its God. R ’
ently folding her hands, she murmured : C.
Oh“ Death, a tyrant, following man everywhere, did I say?

, who can gaze upon that radiant opening ‘Wi,t-h such bjirt-
ter thoughts, A tyrant? No: o

! Death is a path that must be trod,
If man would ever pass to God.” "

rm‘?h; lll'eturned to her chair, and, sinking into it, glanced
nd her room. Tt was strange after such musings, but -

. Ppride and pity struggled in that olance. It would have

puzzled a philosopher to have witnessed the haughtiness and

disdain of her heart at one moment, and its deep solemnity

and religious fervor at another. Again she thought of lit-

tle Mark a V ] v r
? X : Of exaﬁmn pas,sed over her Chc@kﬂ.
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Suddenly starting up, she brushed the dark ringlets from

her brow, and wiped the tear-drops away.

« Preach humility to me! Oh, the sanctified pride of

i i ishes, and
the Pharisees! Crush my feelings, despise my w )
this is parental affection!” DBowing ber head upon her

hands, she burst into a passionate flood of tears.
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CHAPTER XIV.

“MarrHA, what makes you look so sad? Why don’t

- you talk to me?’ Little Mark leaned against her knee, and

looked up earnestly into her face,

“You see, Mark, I am busy.”

“ Well, then, if you can’t talk, will you not sing for me?
Sing some of the dear songs you used to sing in Stanton,
¢ Glendalough,” or the ‘Bells of Shandon,’ or ¢ Araby’s
Daughter.” ‘

“No, Marky, I cannot.”

“They will not hear you if you sing them low. Do,
Martha, just do; you don’t know how I long to hear them
once more.”

“If I could, Marky, I would, but I can’t.””

“ Why can’t you? he asked, with the pertinacity of
childhood.

“ Becanse—Dbecause—child, don’t tease me, I tell you I
can’t.” '

¢ Does it make your head ache #”

“No, but my heart.” : 7

He looked at her silently for a few moments, then slowly
went back to his play of arranging little trees, which Mg
Hilton had brought him from the bazaar, into groves and
avenues.

Martha was thinking how singular it was that Mr. and
Mrs. Hilton should so strongly insist on retaining her in-
their service when they could not be blind to Agnes's deep

hY
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aversion for her. Knowing her pl'ide,. rﬂle could 0331‘13-[ a:,—
count for her dislike, but the pz}rtlaﬂty of hex;1 pa;e:l s:
seemed to her strange and mysterious. .She ha ! not e
vanity to suppose that she filled the station of ;Llams; r:iqls
in their family better than any other would. lle al 5
fully performed her duties, but others would do ¢ 11e szmi .
Mr. and Mrs. Hiiton had a tenderlove for Agnes, 2) ten why
so indifferent to her wishes? Why provoke io ltterdar;
estrangement@ Agnes no longer spoke to them, an ™~
gloom, like the gloom of death, seemed t.}n'owp oye; 1‘-
whole household, The servants shook their hea‘d{-‘;1 a? S.u,lt
mised many a cause for the change, but, to Mart 1521 5 %&\,
relief, never the tight one, Ought she to stay ! fiw
many times had she asked herself that question eV]eBnta 1e1:
she had promised Mrs. Hilton she would not go. DButw (11})
should she insist on keeping her when her- presence mahg
Agnes so wretched ? There was somcthing in that ; @
could mot solve; strange thought.s began to trouble }frt
Mrs. Hilton had, on several oceasions, let fall Word}s tha
left a deep impression.on her mu.ld. .One‘day t’hat she was
going into her room for some directlons In h(;t ;fm}nlgitarsl
she approached the half-open do?r, she heai: Mr.ﬁh1 __(_)_n
say: “I tell you she knows nothing about 1t,d a%t ,%\ -
her rap cut short his remark. . He went out, an 3 Ier {K Irs.
Hilton had given her instructions, s.he. paused, an ()0f ing
in her face, said : “ That flower,” Pthmg: to a piece 01 eI]):n-
broidery on which she was working, “rises up plamhy ‘c:
fore you, but not plainer, Martha, tl'lan_thfa past to (}t ers(;1 H
then seizing her hand, she pressed it t,l,ll it alnr%ost or((];e la
cry of pain from her. “Go, now, go, she said, suddenly
releasing it, ¢ and remember, for the sake of that pa;t, you
“are dear to us.” Martha returned to' her room, wor,x ern:;g.
much how she could be connected with Mrs. Hilton’s past;

.
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wondering, too, fo see onc so quiet and calm so greatly
moved, At another time, after conversing awhile with
Tittle Mark, she turned to Martha, and observed:  He is
happy now ; pray God he may never know sorrow like his
‘poor mother!”  Martha looked up surprised, and she con-
tinued : *She is alone, and long has a sore spot rankled in
her heart ; long has she wept over the one wrong step in life
and the wretchedness—" She suddenly checked herself, and,
while a flush suffused her cheeks, abruptly changed the
conversation. Martha knew that her mother was a widow,
and might, therefore, be called alone; that she had seen
great sorrow in the poverty, sickness, and death which had
visited them; but the one wrong step, what could that be ?
Never was a more pious, gentle mother than hers. What
could Mrs. Hilton mean? She had of en, before and after
their removal to A——, caught her rwother in tears, and
when she asked the cause of them, bad invariably reccived
the answer: “Bitter memories are over me, Martha, Jeave
me, and pray for me.” Could it be possible that her loved
mother was weeping for some early crror ¢ They had only
lately become acquainted with Mr. and Mus. Hilton, yet

they seemed to be aware what.that error was. How came
they to know it? Could her mother have confided in

them what she had always concealed from her own ghil-

dren? No, she could not have done it; they must have

come to the knowledge some other way. But what way ¢

And their past, what had it to do with her? She was com-

pletely puzzled; felt almost tempted to ask her mother
what it all meant. But no, she must not 5 if her poor
mother had aught in the past to reproach herself for, she
must not be the one to refer her to it. Neither would she
tell hdr of Agnes's aversion for her and little Mark. Alfred
and she rejoiced in his good fortune: should she eloud
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their few moments of happiness ¢ Noj; so long as she stayed,
she would say nothing to them about it. And she would
try to be more cheerful when she visited home; she could
see they worried about the change in her, aund should
she be se selfish as to think only of her own trials, forget-
ting that they, too, had theirs? No; she would laugh and
talk as of old. She would exert herself to the utmost to
malke those happy who were so dear to her. "What subject
of conversation could she mapage in her present state?
She conld not join their congratulations about Mark, She
could not speak of Agnes without wounding charity ; she

had made a resolution, and, with God’s help, she would

keep it, never to- say an unkind word against her. "Tis
true, she might tell of Mr. and Mrs. Hilton’s love for little
Mark, but that would be constantly contrasted in her mind
with her dislike, and it would—she knew her own weak-
ness—in spite of herself, cast a gloom over her. But she
would speak of Stanton  and the happy days they had
known there; that was a- subject they all loved. Ief
musings were interrupted by Mark sweeping the little trees
from the table into a box; laying the box on a chair, and
approaching her: k :
“« Martha,” he asked, “ when are you going home again ¢’
“ Not till Saturday.”
« And what is to-day? let me see, it is—it is—"
“ It is Wednesday, Mark.”
¢ Yes, 50 it is. Monday I got my geography lesson, and
traced places on the map; Tuesday T learned a line of the
(multip]ication table, and to-day I was at the geography
again.”
“ Did you miss any of it ?”
«No, I repeated cvery word, and Mrs. Hilton said I
mustn’t study any more till to-morrow ; that I might come

»
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in,.see you, and play with my trees. After dinner, I will
write my copy out; that, you know, will not be studying.”
“ No, Mark ; but have you got past the w's?”
“1T finished those you set me, but Mrs. Hilton said I did

them so badly, that she would set me another copy of
them.” |

“ Did you blot them #?

“No, Martha; but I wrote them so fast that Mrs. Hilton
sald there was no form of a letter about them; she would
set me some more, and I must write them slower and take
more pains ; and so I will. You don’t know how pleased
she was with my v's; and she said a very little care would
make my w’s just as good.” He raised his hand, pushed

back the short golden curls from his forchead, and laid his
head on her lap. ' |

¢ Are you tired, Mark ?”’ she asked.

¢ No, but I am going to think a little.”

She smiled, stooped, and kissed him. “ And what is m
little brother going to think about %’ d

“That which keeps coming in my head all the time.
When 1 am studying I have to put it away, and mind my
lesson, When I am playing—for Mrs. Hilton Says I must
play a part of the time, to be healthy, that little boys will
get sick if they study and thivk too much—I remember
ﬂl(? fields and maple groves of Stanton, but now I am just
itg;mngtt];:» think of Mr. and Mrs. Hilton’s kindness to me. T
ove the ody i
yo andﬂ; 11;;::3 ,Sf anybody in the world, except mother,

“ Well, think away, Marky ; it is not every one that has
50 pleasant a subject to dwell upon.”

Som:e time passed, when, hearing the hall-door open, and
-f:tstep in. the passage, he quickly raised his head: “'That
is Mr. Hilton,” he said, “1 must go down to meet him.”

)
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“ Wait a moment, Mark. Did not Mr. and Mrs. Hilton
request you to call them father and mother ?”
 Yes, Martha; and I mcan to do it as soon as I can just

get used to the thought.” Ie hastily left the room, and

Martha, while her fingers were busy with the needle, again
pursued her train of thought. She must try to make home
happy ; it was her duty, the duty of every Christian, by
kind words, gentle, obliging manners, and tender considera-

tions for the feclings of those around them, to throw a halo -

of peace and good-will avound the family hearth. It might
be trying for her to laugh, when she felt much more like
erying. It might be diffienlt to speak of pleasant scenes

when her heart was sad and heavy, bat she would pray to

God to assist her. It was no dissimalation in her to con-
ceal her uneasiness from Alfred and her mother ; as, so long
as she remained in her present place, it would be worse
than foolish to tell them. It would only destroy their hap-
piness without restoring her own. Father Joseph knew all
about it ; she had confided all her sorrows to him, and he
bad promised to pray for her, approved of her prudence,
and advised her to stay. She pausedin her sewing, crossed
herself, and said a little prayer. Saturday again came
round ; her week’s sewing finished, she put on her bonnet
and shawl, and with the usual quantity of apples and cakes
from the kind, thoughtful Mrs. Hilton, she set out for
home. The widow was busy preparing the evening meal
as she came in. Ellen and Clara, who had been watching
at the window, rushed to meet her; tenderly kissing them,
she removed her shawl and bonnet, and went about helping
her mother. A smile played round her features, and her step
was light and buoyant. * Mother,” she said, “ would you not
like some of these apples Mrs. Hilton sent stewed for supper?
They will give a relish to the bread and butter.”
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%Yes, Martha; and Alfred will like them very much,”

“Has he to go back to the store after tea !”

“No, this evening Mr. Simonds said he need not return.”

She‘ quickly pared and cored several large apples, put ’
them in the sancepan, and pouring a little water over them,
placed them on the stove. They were done and sweet-
ened, the table set, the meal all ready as Alfred came in.
Waimly shaking her hand, he tarned to his mother and
explained : '

“Martha’s herself again. Why, bless you, Martha, I
would hardly know you, you look so much like your forn’;er
self! I heard you laugh, I positively did, as T neared the
door. Now tell me what, in the name of wonder, brought
that long face to you, and tied up your tongue ¢” \

Her heart ached then, notwithstanding her smiles; that
very afternoon had she received cruel taunts from Agnes
113een called hypoeritical, artful, and Insinuating ; had seer;
little Mark pushed rudely aside, and a glance cast upon him
that would have been enough to annihilate him, if glances
could anuihilate. No wonder, then, that her voice trembled

a little, and her ldugh sounded somewhat forced as she an-
swered : |

“ Never mind, “Alfred, how it came or went ; we are here
to make each other happy. Move, Ellen, dear, and let me
sit opposite to him.” :

I.(md attentions to each, and pleasant social conversation
enlivened the meal ; when it was ended, Martha cleared the
ta'ble, washed the dishes, and swept up the crumbs. The
widow resumed her sewing ; Alfred, sunk into the easy-chair.
with his feeteon another, watched her every movemeut’.
How dear to him was that gentle, pale-faced sister! Little
Ellen and Clara, seated at the table, were looking over one

of Marky’s picture-books ; Alfred had found time to explain
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the meanir;g of every one, and now more than ever they
enjoyed them. : _
J“iﬁ[other,” said Martha, taking a seat beside g?f, “ don't
-ni t be tired.
gew any more to-night, I know you mus

« But I want to ?'mish the jacket, so that Alfred can take
it to the store Monday morning.” .

4 ¥low much more have you to do to it? )

«The sleeves to put in, and the buttons to sew on.

: N

% Oh, I can do that; just let me have it.

¢ No, Martha, you have been sewing all day ; and you,
too, must be tired.” .

« But I am quite refreshed mow, so leb me have it.
That's a dear, good moth®r,” she said, as the widow reluc-
tantly yielded it to her. . _ :

w“ L}&a{'tha,” said Alfred, “ what kind of a person is Agnes
Hilton? Is she not very proud? her countenance indicates
as much.” _

A pained expression for a moment rested on Martha's
face; but quictly raising her eyes from her work, she asked :
« Alfred, do you remember the picnic Father James got up
the first year he came-to Stanton ¢’

«Right well, Martha ?” : )

« And do you recollect that there was among the chil-
dren a little boy that fell into a great passion because he was
not allowed to carry one of the baskets ¥

Alfred laughed. ¢ Yes, yes, Martha! 1 remember that

: o 37
too. 1 believe thelittle boy was a brother of yours.
t« Not Mark?’ she said with a smile, ‘
« No, indeed! not him, but the other one, Alfred by

name. - But what has that little fellow and his quick temper _
to do with my question?” He affectionately placed his

hand on her shoulder.

¢ Simply this, Alfred, that as Father James told you, -

|
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when, afterwards ashamed of your violence, you asked him
why so wicked a passion had been given you, it was, that,
fighting and struggling against it, and thereby gaining its
.opposite virtue, your diadem might not lack its erowning
gem of glory, And do you recollect he told you that every
one had a predominant passion, against which to contend :
pride, anger, sloth? Now, yours was anger; another's
might be pride ;. another’s sloth, and so on” "

“Yes, Martha; I remember all that hesaid, And so you
think Agnes Hilton's is pride ?”
 “Ido not say it is, Alfred; but it would be nothing very
surprising if it was.  You know she is very beautiful, learned,
and accomplished, has an elegant home, and is the flattered
child of society.” |

“I thought she was of a retired turn, and cared but little

~ for society.”

“No, she does not; but there are many who try, but
try in vain, to get on more intimate terms with her. I

really believe her very exclusiveness makes her more sought
after.””

“But why should she be so exclusive ¥’

““Iamsure I cannot tell; but it seems her tastes are very
refined. Her friends are sensible, intelligent, and free from
all affectation,”

“And, T suppose, like herself, proud as they can be.”

“ Not at all; they are truly pious.” .

“ Pity, then, they don’t give her a few lessons in humil-
ity.”  Alfred’s face colored ; he remembered a cold, scathing
glance she had favored him with one dzy that, by Mr. Hil-

_ton’s pressing invitation, he had called to see Mark. Mar-

tha raised her meek, pleading eyes to his.
“ Alfred, don’t allow any uncharitable feeling to sully your
sonl.”  Alfred was silent for several moments; atlength he
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exclaimed : “There, Martha; Tam calm now, I have been
putting Father James’s advice into practice.”

“That advice about saging “Qar Yather, and ¢ Hail
Mary,” whenever you feel excited to anger ¢’
. “Yes, Martha; and it was the best advice I ever got,
¢ Alfred,” said Father James, ‘when you are tempted to
anger, never allow yourself to speak till you have repeated
an ¢ Onur Father’ and ¢ Hail Mary;’ when bitter memories:
crowd upon you, do the same, and when dejected and cast
down, raise your heart with these beautiful prayers, The
blessed Saviour taught man the first; the Angel Gabricl and
Saint Elizabeth, inspired by the Holy Ghost, addressed the
fore part of the second to her who was chosen to be the
mother of God; and the Church, also inspired by the Holy
Ghost, added the latter, and finished it. In every trouble,
say them, my child, say them.” I promised him I would;
and oh, Martha, what do I not owe to them? Now, as to
anger, let me tell you that one who is employed by Mr.
Simonds will find enongh to try him; he is a good mana-
ger and a fair dealer, honest to his hands, and faithful to his
word, Excellent traits, these, Martha; but, like every other
mortal, he has his drawbacks; he is passionate himself, and

the most imperious man living. For this reasou he ean sel-.

dom retain one in his service the second year ; they generally
get enough of him the first. T only engaged with him for
three months, to fill out the yeas of a clerk who had indig-
nantly left before the expivation of his term.”
“ And did he forfeit his salary, Alfred ¥
“Yes, every cent of it; but Mr, Simonds paid him up
for the time he stayed, and let him go. Every one who
knew him, prophesied T would be glad when the three
-months were out; but, instead of that, I have engaged
again, and this time for a year.  Well, do you know, it is
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all by the ¢ Our Father’ and ¢ Hail Mary,” I have been able
to do it. Whenever he begins his lordly, dominecring ways
over me, and I feel anger rising in my heart, I forthwith
commence an * Qur Father,’ then follows the * Hail Mary
and by the time that is finished calmuess is restored; or,
if not, I continue them till it is, One day a lady came in,

~ made a purchase of ten dollars, handed me what T supposed

was a ten-dollar bill, and left the store. T still had the bill
in my hand when I was called ta wait on another customer,
a gentleman; he, also, made a teo-dollar purchase, and
handed me a twenty-dollar bill to change. I reached out
the bill T held in my hand, aund, glancing at it, saw the lady
had made a mistake, it wasa hundred, instead -of a ten
dollar bill, she had given me. I was provoked with myself
for not having noticed it before she turned from the counter;
I knew, if T should tell Mr. Simonds, he would rave at my
stupidity ; and, may-be, insinuate dishonest intentions.
Giving the gentleman his change, I thought I would say
nothing of it, and when I came home to dinrer, I would
go round by the lady’s residence and call on her.”

“Then, you fortunately knew her ?’ t

“Yes; I had seen her several times. It was Mrs, Simp-
son. DBut this arrangement did not quiet me; I was ill at
ease, I began to fear, if she should discover her mistake
before I could see her, she might recollect where it was
made, return, and, if I happened not to see her come in,
walk up to Mr. Simonds, explain the matter to him, and he,
from my silence, would at once accuse me of downright
dishonesty., As soon as I could, I drew him aside, and
told him all abont it. He gazed at me silently at first; I saw
Dby the red, swollen face, a storm was gathering, and oh,
Martha, you should have heard it burst on me; or, rather,
you should not, for, I verily believe, it would have fright-
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ened your geutle soul from your body, Ie declared a
blind fool would have seen there was no X on the bill; he
wouldn't have his reputation ruined by any smooth-faced
knave in his employ. I told him it was a mistake I would
be most happy to rectify, and that mistakes would happen
with the best intentioned people. ¢ Yes, yes, young man, Iun-
derstand you !" he exclaimed, “istakes will happen. A very
.comfortable doctrine that for young gents to preach, whose ex-
travagance outruns their income—ver comfortable doctrine,
when the tistakes are all on their sige I' and from that he

went on till every feeling of anger in my heart was aroused. '

I was about retorting sharply, when the ¢ Our Father’ came
into my mind. T was trembling with rage, but I repeated
it and the ¢ Hail Mary,” and 1 continued repeating them till
he cooled down. When 1 came out of the counting-room,
who should I see but Mrs. Simpson; she was inquiring for
Mr. Simounds. I immediately walked up to her: ¢ Mrs.
Simpson,” T said, ¢you made a slight mistake this morning,
and I did not see it till after you left the store. ¢ I handed
you 2 hundred, instead of a ten dollarkill?" ¢ Yes, madam b1
replied ; ¢ here it is.” She took it, handed me the right one,
and returning to Mr. Simonds, I told him Mrs. Simpson
had called again, and the mistake was rectified. ‘1t is well
for your sake, young man, that it is!’ was all the answer he
deigned me. My heart was full of gall and wormwood
against him for his base insinuations ; but, still, while wait-
ing on the customers, the silent ¢ Our Father’ and ‘Hail
Mary’ went up ; before I came home to dinner every feel-
ing of resentment had died away—I was as bhappy and
light-hearted as little Ellen or Clara. Now, Martha; they
may tell you it is just as good a rule, when in a passion, to
count ten, twenty, or a hundred, according to the urgency
of the case, before allowing yourself to speak; but, from
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experience, I know it is not. I had been told to do this;
told, too, that it was the advice of Jefferson to his name-
sake, and, of course, had weighty enough authority to be

-followed. T followed it. 'With what result? Listen,

Martha.; wheun angry, keeping myself eounting prevented
me saying many a foolish thing. So far, it was good; but,
although my tongue was chained, bitter feclings rankled
deep in my heart, I think even bitterer than if T had spoken
out. Ihave often caught a glimpse of my face, in 2 glas,
at such times, and T would hardly have known myself, there
was such a hard, determined look about.the mouth and
eyes, - For hours—even days—I could scareely think of
any thing else but the harshuess and injustice with which 1
bad been treated ; T could not bring myself to speak in the

~old friendly way to those who had offended me; a cold,

precise formality marked my bearing to them, I had been
injuréd; I had not retorted; the counting had kept me
from that, and now I should have my revenge ; they should
see, if T was silent, they could not abuse me with tmpunity.
Pride, Martha; deep, sullen pride, was :getting fast posses-
sion of my heart. Father James saw it all ; at a time when
I had been tauntingly reminded of the falling off of father’s
school, by one of the pupils of the new academy, and made
no reply in return, he took me aside and said : ¢ Alfred, you
did well to be silent.” T was pleased with his approval, and

at once told him the method that had been pointed out to -
me, and that T was determined to follow'it. ¢ Bat,’ said I

‘Father, ,although- Alfred Clement speaks not, he l'ememj
bers’ ¢That is just what I expected,” he replied, ¢just
what I expected. ' Your counting may do very well for
those who have no higher sense of duty than what cold

selfish philosophy points out. It may make a man wor]db; o
pradent; but, like the maxims of the world, it falls far
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| short of its aim—it will never malke hira happy. -Alf.red, T

b will point out another way—the Chl'istia}fs way—it will not
only keep you silent in the heat ?f passion, but will enable
you to forgive, and forgiving will restore peace to your
heart. Then he told me, whencver excited to anger, m:as
stead of counting, to say an ¢ Qur Father,’ and ¢ Hml.Mm-y.
In the ¢Our Father, he said, ¢ you pray to be forgiven as

you forgive others, Repeating it at sach times, the meek

counsels of the blessed Saviour will recur to you, an.d pro-
fessing his doctrine, you will feel urg?d on to pra.tctlse hl.s_
precepts, after praying not to be 1(?(1 into temptation; 'a:nd
to be delivered from all evil, you will ac.idress your pet;ltlon
to her, by whose intercession the first ml.racle 'oi. the Sz?vwm'
was wrought, even before the time of his publ}c man.lfes’ga-
tion had arrived-—the changing of the water into wine, at
the wedding in Cana of Galilee.  Mary's power was greab
on earth—how much greater in heaven! In her poor home
in Nazareth, the angel Gabriel saluted her, full of grace,
declaring the Lord was with her, and that she was ble?t
among women ; and the Church, therefore, to the Angd?
salutation, bas added an earnest appeal for her prayers.
And then, in a more impressive manner, he went over, and
told me concerning these prayers, what I have alrtaady re-
peated to you. Well, Martha, I gave up the ’countmg, and
adopted the ¢ Our Father, and * Hail _Mary, auc,l’ now 1
don’t want to say any thing in self-praise but
“«But you merely wish to speak, .Alfred, of -th'e success

of this course, to point the superiority of Christian rules
over worldly prudence ¥’ o .
o Exactly so, Martha ; while adhering to the counting,
while excited, I was silent, but wretehed, sullen, and Morose
since adopting Father.d ames’s advice, I am not only s1'1c11t
at such times, but the hard, bitter, and revengeful feelings
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melt into Christian meekness and forgiveness. I forgive,
and, as Father James told me, peace is restored to my heart,
and with that peace I am happy, When disagreeable mem-
ories rise before me, as they did to-night, when speaking
of Agnes Hilton, the ¢ Our Father’ and ¢ Hail Mary” are sure
to drive them away ;- and when I am tired and discouraged,
and begin to contrast our present with our former home,
they are the friends that point out the many blessings that
still surround us. We have our daily bread, we are not
led into temptation, and our home, though humble and
poor, is peaceful and happy; and I, your great, awkward,
and ungainly brother, have the best sister in the world.”

A tear stole down Martha’s cheek, and her voice, soft
and low, was slightly tremulous.  “Alfred,” she said, “ can
I be a better, kinder sister than you are a brother? How
eagerly Hllen and Clara watch every night your coming in !
What a halo your bright, cheerful face throws round our
little room!  And how generously your earnings go for the
support and comforts of the family I”

“ And do not yours go for the same

“I earn but little in comparison to you.” _

“ That makes no difference; that little goes just as gen-
erously,” : ‘ ‘

“That may be; but I often think what would we do
without yon. Oh! Alfred, may Gtod bless you, and may"
cach of us, Ellen, Clara, and myself, as faithfully perform
our parts,” ’

“ Martha, you make me ashamed of myself; I am not
half as good as you think me. But come, mother, say
something ; I have not heard you speak since tea-time,”

A smile was on the widow’s face; love and gratitude
beamed from her meek blue eyes. ‘¢ Alfred,” she replied,

“I prefer listening to you. While you are talking, 1 feel
11 :
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how little it takes to make the Christian happy; his reli-

gion, and its holy maxims, are such a boundless source of
bappiness, that outward circnmstances can only momenta-
rily affect him. Life is no parched and dreary waste to
*him; deep in his heart is a fountain that never fails; thus,
fresh flowers are ever springing up in his path, let that path
be cver so brambly and thorny. DBut Isee the children
have fallen asleep; I will awaken them, have them say their
prayers, and put them to bed. Poor little dears, the day is
Jong to them; night finds them weary I She roused them
up, and while kneeling at their mother’s knee, saying their
prayers, Martha and Alfred opened a book, the ¢ Following
of Christ,” and together read from its inspiring pages.
Scarcely bad the cheeks of little Ellen and Clara touched
‘the soft pillows before their eyes were closed in sleep.
Awhile the widow lingered at the bedside, then pressing a
mother’s fond kiss on the forehead of edch, she returned
to her seat.

« Mother I said Martha, raising her eyos from the book, -

«] finished the jacket, rolled it up, and placed it in the
chest. Alfred, you must not forget it Monday morning.”

“No, Martha; and now, while I think of it, I must tell
you 2 project T have in mind.” :

“ What is it " ‘

“Tt is to have a ride one of these days. I will get leave
of absence for one day from Mr. Simonds, and then, Mar-

tha, you and I will leave the crowded city far behind. Oh!

it will be glorious to get a sight once more of wide-
stretching flelds, crooked rail fences, and snug country
houses; it will bring dear old Stanton fresh to our minds.”

Martha’s countenance wore a pleased expression; but,
after a little reflection, she said : © Alfred, would it not be
better to wait till your year is out; then, without losing
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time, after making your engagements, before commencing
another term, we might, mother, Ellen, Clara—all of us
go. out to Stanton for a few days. The ride on the car;
will not cost so much as the hire of a carriage, and we-will
all have such a pleasant time. 'We can call oanafhel' James
the Donaldsons, Fitzhughs, ahd all our old friends.” K
Alfred seized her hand. “God bless youn, Martha,” Le
exclaimed, “ that is just what we will do. We'll wait till
my year is up, and then we'll see old Stanton again, We
will visit the church, father’s school-house, the ficlds, or-
chards, maple groves, and all the dear places. Do ’you
think, Martha, that Mr. Hilton would let Mark go too ¥’
“Certainly, Alfred, it would not be in his kind heart to
‘refuse. But, as we are to receive in the morning, we will
‘now dismiss the thoughts of Stanton from our r;linds' I
will again open ¢The Following of Christ,’ at book. four’th,

chapter xi., and read two or three chapters on the prepara-

tion of the soul for holy communion.”

“ And, after that,” said the widow, “ we will say our
prayers, and, in the name of God, go to our rest.”

With grave attention the reading was listened to, and
when Martha ¢closed the book for awhile, they bowed ’their
heads in meditation; then, kneeling, the widow said the
prayers, while Martha and Alfred, with fervent devotion
made the responses. : ,

When Martha had retired, she thonght of Father James's
advice to Alfred. Not only when excited to anger was he to
say an “Ouar Father” and “ Hail Mary,” but when dejected
.:amd cast down, Certainly, against Agnes Iilton she cher-
1shef1 no hard or revengeful feeling ; she wounld not injure
her if she could; she did not hate her; so afraid was she
that any such sentiment should enter her soul, that every
day, morning and night, she said a prayer for her; she had
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ever spoken respectfully of her, and :m uo way had g}.ze }elx-‘
posed her pridé and haughtiness; still it was wrong in her
to be so cast down; like Alfred, instead of brooc.h.ng over
her unkindness, and the misfortunes which haﬂ VlSlt?‘d he.r
family, she would keep saying an “ Our I*jather and- Hail
Mary.” This would make her, not only in appearance, t}n.\t
in reality, happy. God was her father apd she wasI Els
child; why then should she despond? Ie Wo:uld do all olr
the best, and she would resign herself to his holy W'll .
With a prayer that she might be made w.orthy to Teceive
her blessed Saviour in the morning, and might obtain from
him a patient and submissive spirit, she closed her eyes and

was soon asleep.
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CHAPTER XV,

It was a clear, cold morning after the storm. In the sitting-
room, reading one of those stories which seem life put on
paper, and which preach to the young touching lessons of
home duties, was Becky Starr; grandfather and grandmother,
in their comfortable easy-chairs, were sitting by the fire;
the troubled expression had passed from grandfather’s face,
but still he looked weary and worn; grandmother’s calm,
meditative eyes beamed with a mild, gentle light ; her knit-
ting-work was in her hand, and the clicking of the needles
fell musically on the ear; Jane was busy in the next room,

 helping her mother in the morning’s work.

“ Becky, child,” said grandfather, after awhile watching
her countenance, “ you seem greatly interested in that little
book,”

“Not so greatly interested, grandfather, but that I can
lay it aside if you wish me to talk to you.”

% No, child, no.- If you draw amusement or instruction
from its pages, read on. I must not be sélfish; I have
been too much so.” ,

Becky at once closed the volume, and, moving up to her
grandfather, seated herself on the stool at his feet,  Grand-

father,” she said, laying her hand on his knee, * you must

not say ‘that; you are aged, and'it is our duty to attend to
your comforts, and reverence your slightest wish.”
“Child,” he replied, covering with his broad palm the
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little hand, it is not every one that thivks so. The young
are apﬁ to look upon the old as selfish and exacting, Their
reminiscences are tedious to them, their ways disagreeable,
and their presence irksome. They do not like the bowed
form, gray hair, and wrinkled brow always before them, re-
minding them what, if they live, they must surely come to.”

% Grandfather, this should not be; the bowed form, gray
hair, and wrinkled brow, tell of a long journey drawing to
a close—of a goal almost won.”

 What goal, my child ¢’

“The goal of peace and rest, after the toils and troubles
of life.”

Grandfather mused awhile, and said: *“Yes, child, the
goal they are nearing is of peace and rest, if a sure faith—
the faith Christ bequeathed to man—is lighting their way;
but if it is not, they are like Johnson’s ¢ Obidah’s Journey
of a Day’ They find themselves overtaken by night,
darkness obscuring their path, and tempests gathering
around them. They know not, child, whether they are ad-
vanding on to safety or destruction; a dreadful uncertainty
hangs over them, and, conscious that in the morning and
noontime they neglected to sccure themselves a sure pa,th
terror and remorse seize upon them. This, child, is what
makes the elosing scene so fearful to many an aged one.”

“ But, even then, grandfather, they should not despair.
God’s all-powerful hand is able to draw them into the right
path, the parrow path, which leads to everlasting rest and
repose.”

“T believe you, child. Not more grateful to Obidah was
the light from the hermit's cottage than have been the
teachings from those books you brought to us.” Taking up
his staff, he arose. “Mother, we will return to our room,
and Becky, child, come with us; while we are too weary to
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speak to us about.”

‘Becky took up some netting from the table, and followed
her grandparents to their room. When they wero seated,
grandfather said : “ Child, you recollect you were to tell us
the difference between the Mass and the Communion of
your Church.”

- % Yes, grandfather, I do but what I said then, I must
again repeat. You musi not expect me to be able to give
so full or learned an explanation of this or any other ques-
tion relating to our beautiful religion, as you will find in
the works you are daily reading.”

“ Child, your grandmother and I do not expect you will,
but even while resting we wish to be learning; the little
you will tell us will help us in our search.”

% In the blessed Sacrament, grandfather, we receive under
one kind, the form of bread only, the body and blood, soul

_and divinity of Jesus Christ into our souls for their nourish-
‘ment and support. In the Mass, the sacrifice consists in

the separate comsecration of the bread and wine into the
body and blood, soul and divinity of Christ, and offering the
same to the Eternal Father, as a perpetual memorial of the
death of his Son, and a continuation of the same to the end
of time.”

“Child,” said grandfather, «I have derived much satis-
faction in reading your books; I see plainly in unity, apos-
tolicity, and universality—marks which must, of necessity,
point out the Church of Christ—the Catholie Chureh, above
all others, bears the palm. The solemnity of her ritual
tends greatly to increase fervor and devotion, and the system
of her teaching implents firmly in the hearts of her chil-
dren the seeds of morality and virtue ; but it seems strange
to me that she should, in these passages, take the literal
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meaning of our Raviour’s words. InJohn, x. 9, he says: ¢1
am the door; by me if any man enter in, he shall be save:d.
and shall go in and out, and find pasture” And again,
xv. 5: ‘I am the vine, ye are the branches : He that abideth
in me, and 1 in him, the same bringeth forth much fruit.’
These are taken in s metaphorical sense; why not the ex-
pression of the bread being his body, and the wine his
blood ¥’ : .

« A superficial glance at these passages might lead to

such a conclusion : but, grandfather and grandmother, if we

for a moment consider the nature of metaphors, we will at
once see there is a vast diffcrence between saying, ‘I am
the door, I am the vine, ye the branches,” and ¢ This is my
body, this is my blood.” A metaphor is a figure founded
on the resemblance which one object bears to anothen
Christ says: T am the door, because through him we enter
heaven; by him heaven is open to us. In the same way he
is the vine, we the branches, because it is from the vine the
branches derive their nourishment and support, and are

able to bring forth fruit; and it is through him, and from -
him, we receive the life-giving grace to bring forth good - -

works., DBut, grandfather and grandmother, in thfa blessed
institution wherein he bequeathed himself to us, his expres-
sion carries not the same import, Mark me here: in saying
he was a door and a vine, he did not say a door and a vine
was him; he was a door and vine, because in some 1e-
spects he resembled them, because he possessed some of
their properties; but at the Last Supper he said of tl.m bread
that it was his body ; and of the wine, that it was h1s- bl(‘)oq.
Taking bread, he blessed, and broke, and gave to his discl-
ples, and said : ¢Take ye and eat: This is my body.” And
taking the chalice, he gave thanks, and gave to them, say-
ing: *Drink ye all of this. For this is my blood of the

-
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New Testament, which shall be shed for many for the re-
mission of sin’* Here the language is plain and simple,
No metaphorwas needed to open their minds to the recep-
tion of this divine mystery; already had he prepared them
forit. In John, vi, to show there was ‘nothing impossible
to God, he fed five thousand with five loaves and two fishes,
and when they were filled, and the disciples had gathered
up the fragments, filling with them twelve baskets, he de-
parted from them; but so struck were they with the mira-
cle, that they sought him out, and then it was he began
conversing with them on the bread of life, "When he said :
‘I'am the living bread which came down from heaven,, If
any man eat of this bread he shall live forever: and the
bread which I will give, is my flesh for the life of the world.”}
The Jews, grandfather and grandmother, as the sacred text
tells us, debated among themselves, saying: “ How can this
man give us his flesh to eaft ¥} and Jesus answered them,
saying : ‘ Amen, amen, I say unto you, unless you eat the
flesh of the Son of Man, and drink his blood, you shall not
have life in you. IHe that eateth my flesh, and drinketh
my blood, hath everlasting life : and T will raise him up at
the last day. For my flesh is meat indeed ; and my blood
is drink indeed."§ ~ Now many of his disciples thought this
a hard saying, and to confirm the truth of his assertion,
and at the same time correct their gross apprehension of
eating his body and drinking his blood in a vulgar and car-
nal manner, he spoke of his ascension 2s an instance of his -
power and divinity, and that his body and blood was no to
be partaken of as they supposed. But many left him, and

walked no more with him. ¢When Jesus said to the

* 3t. Matthew, xxvi. 26, 27. b3 st. John, vi. 52.

1 8t. John, vi. 51, 52,

§ St John, vi. 54, 65, 56.
11%
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twelve: Will you also go away ! Peter, answering, in the
name of his brethren, replied : Lord, to whom shall we go?
Thou hast the words of eternal life.”* They could not un-
derstand more than the others, but they submitted their
reason to faith, and Christ rewarded their snbmission by
explaining to them at the Last Supper how they could par-
take of his body and blood, free from a gross or carnal
manner.. ‘Taking bread, he gave thanks and brake, and
ave to them, saying: ¢ This is my body which is given for
you : Do this for a commemoration of me.! In like man-
ner, the chalice, also, after he had supped, saying: ‘ This is
the chalice, the New Testament in my blood, which shall be
shed for you’} The disciples knew his power. They had
" seen him perform miracles, and the miracle he then per-
formed before them did not astonish thera. Then it was
they understood how they could partake of his precious
body and blood without doing it in a gross or carnal man-
ner] And he bade them feed others with the same divine
food : ¢ Do this in commemoration of me’ "And in giving
the command he gave the power : ¢ As the Father hath sent
me, I also send you’§ Now to prove to you, grandfather
and grandmother, that the disciples understood him in the
literal sense, that they placed no figurative signification upon
his words, I will open the Bible and turn to St. Paunl’s first
epistle to the Corinthians, x. 16: ¢ The chalice of benedic-
tion which we Dbless, is it not the communion of the blood
of Christ? And the bread which we break, is it not the
partaking of the body of the Lord# Behold here, grand-
father and grandmother, their belief in the Jiteral meaning
of his words : and behold, too, their obedience to his divine

* St, John, vi. 68, 62. % See note under John, vi. 63
} St. Luke, xxii. 19, 20, & St. John, xx. 21
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cqmmand: ‘Do this ‘in commemoration of me,’ But, as
still stronger proof, in the. very nexs chapter he gives a ilis—
tory of ‘this adorable institution. It is so beautiful and so
cox‘lclusnre, fvould you not like me to read it #”
Reaf:s,e ;h;l;l 1; Sjc,];xe word§ of Lhe apostles are words of life,
‘ “ T will, grand}"ather. He says, commencing at verse 23:
For I have received of the Lord that which alse T delivered
to you, that the Lord Jesns, the night in which he was be-
trayed, took bread, and giving, thanks, broke and said :
Take ye and eat: this is my body, which shall be delivereci
for you: Do this for the commemoration of me. In like
manner, also, the chalice, after he had supped, saying: This
chalice is the New Testament in my blood : ’this do .ye as
.often as you shall drink ¢, for the-commemoration of ;ne
For.as often“as you shall eat this bread, and drink thil;
chalice, you shall show the death of the Lord, until he
come. Wherefore whosoever shall eat this bread,, or drink
the chalice of the Lord unworthily, shall be guilty of the
body and blood of the Lord. Butlet a man prove lLimself:
and so let him eat of that bread, and driuk of the chalice.
Fo.r ke that eateth and drinketh unworthily, eateth and.
drinketh judgment to himself, not discerning the body of the
Lord Here, grandfather and grandmother, all the cir.
cumstances attending the institution of the blessed sacra-
ment are minntely mentioned—the time when; the night in
which he was betrayed, the manner, blessing and breaking
the bread,.and blessing the ‘chalice, consequence of unwor-
thy reception, guilty of the body aud blood of the Lord;
wherein, because ¢ he that eateth and drinketh unw01'thi13"
eateth and}drinketh judgment to himself, not discernine th(;
body of the Lord’ What stronger proof conld there be
that the apostles took the literal meaning of our Saviour’s
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words ! How could one by an unworthy reception be guilty

of the body and blood of the Lord—eat and drink judgment
to himself, not discerning the body of the Lord—if the -

body and blood of the Lord be not there ?’

-Grandfather made no reply, but arising he slowly walked
up and,down the room; his head was bent, and the thin
silver locko, foll over his Venelable featpres., Grandmother’s
knitting had dropped from her hands, but she knew it not

- on her face, so calm and thoughtful in its expression, rested -

a great light. For awhile she remained with her eyes fixed
on the carpet ; then folding her hands, and raising her head,
her lips moved in prayer.

« And this is what I have heard called ‘the idolatrous
Mass,” the *idolatrous sacrament ' said grandfdther, resum-
ing his seat.

Becky smiled : ¢ G‘rra.ndfather,” she said, “the slanders
heaped upon the Catholic Church, and the fierce spirit of
hatred directed against it, afford the strongest proofs of its
being the Church of Christ: ‘If the woyld hate you, know
ye that it hated me before you. If you had been of the

world, the world would love its own; but because you are-

not of the world, therefore the world hateth you'* They
bated Him without cause, and withont cause they have hated
His Holy Church. They accused Him of having a devil;
and they have accused His Church of all evil.”
Grandfather was deeply affected ; leaning his forehead on
his open ps.lm he remained some tlme buaried in thought.
At length, raising his head, he observed: # On Christmas
morn'mg I noticed that none but the priest partook of the
cup.” .
# No, gmndfather the laity partake only under one kind,

# St. John, xv. 18, 19,
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# But did not Christ give a positive command to all to
drink of the chalice, as well as to eat of the bread ? ¢ Drink
ye all of this’ ™

“To all the twelve apostles 'he certainly did; and they
obeyed him ; they all drank of it.*¥ But, grandfather, as 1
told you before, this was not only intended as a sacrament,
but as a sacrifice. As a sacrament, receiving under one
kind, we receive Christ, whole and entire, into our souls; he
cannot be separated. He is true God and true man, under
the form of bread, and under the form of wine, Christ
said, John, vi, 51, 52: ‘I am the living bread which came
down from heaven: If any man eat of this bread he shal)
live forever : and the bread which I will give is my flesh, for
the life of the world” The disciples at the Last Supper re-
ceived under both kinds, for they were not only partaking
of the sacrament, but offering a sacrifice. In this sacrifice
which is a'memorial of Christ’s death for the more lively.
representing the separation of Christ’s body from his blood,
the priest consecrates and receives in both kinds, But un-
less offering up the holy sacrifice, that is, grandfather and
grandmother, unless saying Mass, neither priest, bishop, nor
pope receive but in one kind, In Luke, xxiv., we read that
our Saviour, on the day of his resurrection, appeared to two
of his disciples, when on their way to Emmaus ; they knew
hlm not, but when at the close of the journey he gat down

" to the table with them, and took bread, blessed, and gave

to them, their eyes were at once opened, Now, Urandfathcr
and grandmother, if this fad been common bread, would
the eating of it have opened their eyes? No; and this is
proof positive that the disciples then received under one kind.
And again, in Acts, ii. 46, we read that the disciples con-

# Mark, xiv. 23.
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tinued the breaking of bread. In chapter xx., 7,it says: ¢ And
on the first day of the week when we assembled to break
bread.” You see from these .passages that from the very
first the faithfiul received under one kind j yet, lest my words
might lead to 2 wrong conclusion, I will mention, that while
it is a matter of faith that under the form of bread the pre-
cious body and blood, soul and divinity, of Christ is recéived

ifto our souls, it is only a matter of discipline whether we .

receive under one or both kinds; for whether we receive
under the form of wine, or under the form of bread, the
blessed and loving Jesus is still received. He cannot be
separated ; be caunot be divided ; neither do we, receiving
‘under both kinds, recei¥e two Christs, The Holy Ghost
descended on our Saviour in the form of a dove, and on the
apostles in the form of fiery tongues, still we know there is
but one Holy Ghost; thus it is with the blessed sacrament
under cither form, or both forms, there is but one Christ.”?

“ But, child, the bread seemed not of the common kind.”

“No, grandfather ; the Church makes use of wafers of
unleavened bread in the sacrament of the Encharist, By
unleavened, I mean that it is of fine wheaten floar, with no
other mixture than pure water.” The reason for this is to
have it of the sanve kind as that Christ used when he insti-
tuted the blessed sacrament. You recollect, grandfather
and grandmother, it was the first day of the feast of un-
leavened bread. Now upon that day, and for six days after,
there was no leavened bread to be found in all Tspael;
it was evea death to eat of any other than unleavened
bread during that time. This was in accordance with the
law of Moses, In Exodus, xil. 15, it says: ¢ Seven days
shall you eat unleavened bfea;d in the first day there shall
be no leaven in your houses: whosoever shall eat any thing
leavened, from the first day until the seventh, that soul shall

i
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perish out of Tsrael” From this it is conclusive, being the
first day of the feast of the unleavened bread, that our
Saviour made usc of no other at the Last Supper. TUnleav-
ened bread is also symbolical of sineerity and truth, St
Paul, in his First Epistle to the Corinthians, v., 7, 8, ad-

* - monishes us to forget the old leaven of malice and wwked-

ness, and feast with the unleavened bread of sincerity and
truth. The wine made use of in the sacrament is the wine

* of the grape. And now, grandfather and grandmother, for

a fuller explanation of this sacrament I will refer you to

- Challoner’s ¢ Catholie Christian.'”™ Becky ceased, and for

awhile her grandparents were sﬂent then grandmother
spoke: -
“ Dear Becky, do you recollect you were to tell us of the
sacraments of your Church #’
“7Yes, grandmother; I do. ‘
“ When .reading Milner’s ¢Second Mark of the True

Church," its sanctity, we fonnd there, were seven sacraments,

This of the Eucharist is one, will you now tell us of the
other six ¥’

“Yes, dear grandmother, with pleasure. I will com-
mence with Baptism, the first, Christian sacrament; this

+ washes away actual and original sin, introduces us into the

Church, and makes us children of God and heirs of heaven.
Its water is true, natural water; the form, the one our
Saviour gave when he commauded his disciples to ¢ Go
teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father,
and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.’”

“But, child,” said grandfather, “ which way does the
Church administer if, by dipping, pouring, or sprinkling #?

“It is not essential which way, gl'andfather; but it is
rustomary with the Charch to administer this sacrament by -
dipping in the water, or pouring water on the person bap-
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tized ; the former way is used in the East,the Jatter in other
'placcs

“ But, Becky, does the Church hold that baptu,m is a
saving ordinance ¥’

“Yes, glandmother, it does: ‘Except a man be born
again of water and the Holy Ghost he cannot enter into the
kingdom of God.? 7*

“ Therefore, child, the Church holds that without bap-
tism, none can enter heaven ¢

“ Grandfather, there are-two exceptional cases: first, if
one is so sitnated that he cannot possibly receive the sacra-
ment, yet has an earnest desire for it, joined to a perfect love
of Grod and a true contrition for his sins, and ‘dies in these
dispositions, such a one is saved, for he receives the baptism
of the Spirit. The other case is, when one before baptism,
yet having desire for. it, sufers martyrdom for his faith, he
is saved, he is baptized in his own blood.”

“ Cluld I bardly think you can call these exceptlonal
cases.”

“ Why, grandfather ?” : :

“ Because it seems one must be baptized, one way or the
other; either by water, Spirit, or blood, to be saved ¢

“Very true, grandfather; and this shows how strongly
the Church considers baptism necessary to salvation. In a
case of necessity, when a priest cannot be had, and a ¢hild
18 in immediate danger »f death, a layman, woman, or even
child, can administer téxis sacrament ; but they must be very
careful, to render the Daptism valid, to use the exact form,
that is, to baptize in the name of the Father, and of the Son,
and of the Holy Ghost. But unless the case be urgent, it
is a criminal presumption for a layman to administer it.”

% St. John, iii. 5.
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« But, child, if a person has been baptized in any other
church, does the Catholic Claurch hold that baptism valid

“Yes, grandfather, if the true matter and form have been
ohserved. That is,if true, natural, not artificial, water has
beenused ; at the same time, pronouncing the words: ¢ I bap-
tize thee in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. The Catholie, in repeating this, always
makes the sign of the cross, but if this sign is omitted, as
of course it is with Protestants, provided the true matter
and form are observed, it does not render null the sacra-
ment. The next sacrament in order is Confirmation.”

“Before you proceed with that, Becky, having men.’
tioned the sign of the cross, tell us why it is so much used

" by Catholics.”

“Yt is openly to profess our belief in a crucified G‘rod tor,
show the world that we are not ashamed of the cross, and
to remind us continually of Christ’'s death and passion.
Making the sign of the cross is making an act of faith, hope,
and charity. We believe in Christ crucified, we hope
through his crucifixion to obtain pardon for our sins, and
we love him with onr whole hearts for all he has suffered for
us. It is made use of in all the sacraments to denote that
it is through the death and passion of Christ all their efficacy
is derived.” ,

“ Mother,” exclaimed grandfather, “surely to a Christian
—one who hopes for salvation through the cross—this sign
ought to be held in reverence and respect not sncered at
and contemned.”

“No, father, certainiy not. Contempt for the sign of the
cross implies contempt for the religion of Christ. But,
Becky, dear, we will no longer hinder you; tell us now
about the second sacrament.”

“It is a sacrament, grandmother, by which, after bap-
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tism, we receive the Holy Ghost to strengthen and confirm
us in the faith; hence its name, Confirmation. It is admin-
istered by the imposition of hands, and anointing the fore-
head with elnism, with these words: ¢1 sign thee with the

sign of the cross, I confirm thee with the chrism of salva-

tion ; in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the
Holy Ghost ;"{I its ordinary minister is a bishop, and as, like
baptism, it leaves a spiritual mark npon the soul that can
never be effaced, so, like baptism, it is never rcecived but
once. In baptism we are reborn children of God ; in eon-
firmation we arc enrolled under the banner of the cross to
fight the battles of the Lord. Job says: ¢ The life of a man
upon earth is a warfare, and in this sacrament we receive
weapons with which we may win the victory, These weap-
ons are the seven-fold gifts of the Holy Ghost: ¢ Wisdom,
which weans our affections from the world, to the love and
enjoyment of God: UUnderstanding, to know and penetrate
the excellency of them: Counsel, whereby to choose what
is for the glory of God, and the good of our souls: Forti-
tude, to withstand the devil, and all his agents: Knowledge,

to discern the right from the wrong: Piety, to walk with -

delight in the service of God: Fear, to adore him in all his
attributes, and tremble to offend him’¥ These weapons
enable us successfully to combat all our spiritual enemies,
and, in the end, gain the crown of glory, which is Iaid up
for us in heaven., Grandfather and grandmother, do you
recollect in the last chapter of Luke that our blessed Lord
bade his disciples, before they shonld begin their mission, to
wait in the city till they had been endued with power from
on high, And, then, in the first chapter of Acts, where this
command, in speaking of the ascension of Jesus, is men-

# “ Poor Man’s Catechism,” p. 207, 208.
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tioned, and in the next, how the disciples did wait till the
promised strength came, till the Holy Ghost descended upon
them.” ‘

“Yes, child, we recollect it, now that you have spoken of
it to us.” ‘ )

“ And do you recollect, in chapter viii,, that when the apos.
tles that were in Jerusalem heard that Samaria had received
the word of God, how they sent to them Peter and John, and

" who, when they were come, prayed for them, that they might

receive the Holy Ghost? This was after their baptism;
they had not yet been endowed with power from on high,
but when Pgter and John laid their hands upon them, the
Holy Ghost descended upon them. From the very next
verse we learn that this ceremony was called the imposition
of hands. In chapter xix. we find that, when the Church -
was established in Ephesus, those that had been baptized
Paul imposed hands upon, and they thereby received the
Holy Ghost. And, again, in Hebrews, vi,, we read of- the
imposition of hands, proving plainly, grandfather and grapd-

_mother, that this second sacrament was practised by the

apostles.” {

“ But, child, in these passages to which you have referred,
I hear nothing of the anointing, yet you told us that it
was ministered, not only with the imposition of hands, but
anointing the forchead with, I think, you said, chrism.”

“ Yes, grandfather, I did; but in 2 Corinthians, 1. 21, 23,
you will find anointing is part of the ceremony. St. Paul

says: ¢ Now he that confirmeth us with you in Christ, and

he that anointed us, is God. th, also, hath sealed us,
and given the pledge of the Spirit in our hearts.””

“Becky, child,” said grandfather, “is this the way the
Church has always administered this sacrament, by anoint-
ing, as well as by imposition of hands ¥’




260 AGNES; OR,

“From the writings of the Fathers, and the councils of
the Church, it is evident that it is. St. Cyprian lived in the
third century; he writes: It is moreover necessary, that
he who has been baptized should be anointed; in order
that, having received the chrism, that is the unction, he may
be ancinted of God, and possess the grace of Chns}t
and in the council of Laodicea, held in the-fourth century,
the Church says: They who have been instructed must,
after baptism, be anointed with the celestial chrism, and
be made partakers of the kingdom of Christ.} Many others
could I guote to prove that this sacrament has always been
administered in the one way, but it would weary you, and
these I have quoted will convince you that anointing with
chrism, as well as imposition of hands, has ever, from the
apostles’ time, been practised by the Church.”

Grandfather crossed his hands on his cane, and howed his

head on them.

Grandmother observed: “Becky, dear, we must think
over what you have said. Father and I must not let lightly
pass from our mind the things we have heard.”

Becky was silent; but, while her fingers were busy with
the netting, her heart was lifted in prayer.

A half hour passed away; grandfather slowly raised his
head, looked earnestly at grandmother, then, turning to
Becky, said : '

« Child, I wounld like to know what this chrism is.”

¢ Chrism, grandfather, is a compound of oil of olives and
balm of Gilead, blessed by a bishop on Maunday Thursday.
The outward anointing of the forehead with chrism repre-
sents the inward anointing of the soul with the Iloly
Ghost. The oil, whose properties are to fortify the limbs,

* Ep. Ixx. ad Jan. p. 125. $ Can. xlviii. p. 5105,
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and to give a certain vigor to the body, represents the like
spiritual effects of the grace of this sacrament in the sounl.
And the balm, which is of a sweet smell, represents the good
odor of Christian virtués, with which we are to edify out
neighbors, after hfwmg received this sacrament.’ "%

“ But, tell us, child, is conﬁrmation like baptism, a saving
ordinance ¥’

“No, grandfather; it is not so negessary to salvation, but
that a person may be saved without it; but it would be
very wrong, if an opportunity 'occurred, not to rececive it.

‘God’s loving mercy should not'be ‘slighted; he has insti-

tuted the sacrament for the good of our souls, and it is our
imperative duty, if we possibly can, to avail ourselves of its
wonderfol means to salvation. -The next sacrament in order,
is the Holy Eucharist ; but, as I have already spoken of 1t
I will proceed to the next Penance.”

“Wait a moment, child; there is_another question
which I wish to ask; but, perhaps I weary you with too
many "’

“ No, grandfather; it is a pleasure for me to answer them.
What is it you would like to know #”

“Becky, child; it is well, when studying out a difficult
question, to learn the meaning of every word. You are
now explaining the sacraments, and it may seem like bring-
ing in a foreign subject; but as you mentioned Maunday

Thursday, when speaking of the bishop’s blessing the

chrism, I would like to know the meaning of it; why it is
called Maunday Thursday, and to what does it refer »

“1t 4§ so called, grandfather, from the first word of the
anthem, Mandatum, ‘I give you a new commandment, that
vou love one another, as I have loved you,’ and is in mem-

x Challoner’s' Catholic Célglristian,” p 44,
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ory of our Lord's Last Supper, when he instif,uted the
blessed sacrament of his precious body and blood. Becky
was just commencing an explanation of t.he sacrament of
Penance, when Jane summoned them to dinner,
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CHAPTER XVL

Ir was not till the afternoon of the next day that grand-
father and grandmother again sent for Becky. - .
“Well now, child,” said grandfather, as she seated her-
self near him, “ we will hear what you have to say about
Penance. 1 will be very candid; I think you have in it

the hardest sacrament of the seven to explain.” Becky

smiled, ‘

“It would be hard, grandfather, if T had not Scripture
and the carly testimony of the Church to support it.”

“1 have heard a great deal about this sacrament, child,
and I onee considered it the masterpiece of all villanies.
I looked upon Catholics as the most miscrably deluded set
in the whole world. I had been told that they were taught
to believe they could buy from their priests pardon for their
sins, and not only for those already committed, but for
those they wished to commit! What scripture could sanc-
tion so hoprible an impiety? What doctrine so damnable ?
Words are unable to express the deep, settled feeling of
detestation I had for a religion so utterly at variance with
every sentiment of virtue and morality. But, ehild, this
fecling has passed away ; although I do not yet understand
on what seriptural authority this sacrament is based, my
eyes fave been opened to know this buying pardon for
sins already committed, and license to commit more, is a
vile and shameful slander.” - )

“1t is, grandfather; and many a Catholic family, living

1




264 AGNES; OR,

away from the Church, among Protestants, and many a poor

girl and boy, gaining, by the sweal of ‘thei brow, their

bread among them, have every feeling of then:’ hearts out-

raged by this, and other horrid misrepresentations of their

holy religion. Now, I will try and tell you and grand-

mother the Catholics’ belief concerning th}s sacram?nt, al'ld

the seriptural authority for that belief. Penance is an in-

stitution of Christ, by which those who have fallen. mtotsm

after baptism, by confession, contfition, and satisfaction,
may obtain absolution from the priest, pronounced by the
authority of Christ.” o

« Child, what do you mean by satisfaction? .

«T mean a faithful performance of the penance enjoined,
such as making restitution to our neighbor, prayers, alms-
deeds, or fasting.”, ‘ ' -

« And does the Catholic believe that these things merit
forgiveness for his sins " : y

“ No, grandfather; the Church teaches that man of him-
gelf can merit nothing. All his merit comes through !:he
death and passion of Christ; still, ¢ good works, proceedxng
from grace, are so acceptable to Go«z'l, .thaf, through his
goodness and promise they are truly meritorious of . eternal
life.* Hence, St. Paul, in his First Epistle tO.Tln’.lOth}-',
vi. 18, exhorts us to be rich in good_ works_ ; and in his
Epistle to Titus, iii. 8, he says: ‘It is a faithful saying;
and of these things I will have thee to aflirm earnest:ly, that
they who believe in God may be careful to excel in good
works. These things are good and profitable to man.’ St.
Peter, in bis Second Epistle, 1. 10, entreats us: ¢ To labor,
that by good works we make sure ounr vocation and elec-
tion.! God wills every man to be saved; through tl_le

# “ Qatholic Misrepresented and Represented.”

L]

VIEWS OF CATHOLICITY. T285

merits of Jesus Christ, out of his infinite mercy, he grants

- to all abundant grace to work out their salvation. DBut we

must respond to this grace; ave must, as the Apostle en-
treats us, ‘labor, that by good works we may make our
voeation and election sure; for ¢ God will render to every
man according to his works.” - Of ourselves we can do
nothing, but ¢ we can do all things in him who strengthen-
eth us.”* ' Grandfather, do I make my meaning clear to
you{”

“Yes, child; you mean that good works are ‘necessary,
but the merit arising from them comes from the merits of
Christ; that we have nothing that we have not received,
and are, therefore, not to glory as if we had not received.”

“No, grandfather; all our glory is in Christ—in whom
we believe, in whom we merit, in whom we make satisfac-
tion, bringing forth ¢ fruits worthy of penance.’—Luke, iii. 8.
This fruit Ras its efficacy from him ; by him it is offered to
the Father;’ and through him is accepted by the Father.”}

“Well, child,” said grandfather, “I see in this part of
the sacrament of penance—satisfaction—nothing contra-
dictory to Seripture. What more just, if we have wronged
our neighbor, to undo that wrong so far as in our power ?
If we have stolen from him, to restore what we have un-
justly taken. This was even more strietly laid down in the
law of Moses, Becky, child, in Exodus, xxii., you will see,
if a man stole an ox ora sheep, killed and sold it, he was to -

 Testore five fold and four fold ; and if he had not wherewith

to make restitution, he was himself to be sold. If that
which he stole was found alive with him, he was to restore
double, The law of restitution, enforced in the sacrament
of penance, is a just and rightoous law. And as to prayer,

* Phil, iv. 13. 1 Cor. iv. 1.

t 8t. Vincent's Manual, p. 196. Note.
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is it not the very life of the sou"l.? \th?t Christlian‘ ;(;:311
>bject to that#” Grandfather sald nothing of a r;ns teeds
and fasting, and Becky tholight she ought to make
them. .
re!ﬁaé]::nill};::er,” she said, “and as to alms, in Ma;thew:, \;;,
the loving Saviour teaches how they are to . e gwha;
¢ When thou doest alms, let not thy left hand {19We\:ret
thy right hand doeth. That thy almsz may bet ﬁﬂes; o :}
and thy Father, who seeth in secret, will repay thee. e
teaches us also how to pray: ¢ When thou shalt pray,t i
into thy chamber, and having shut the door, pray to iﬂ
Father in secret; and thy Father, who seeth in secret, v;nt
reward theey how to fast: ¢ When thou fastest, ?Ifl;:,:in
thy head, and wash thy face; t}::at.thou appeadr !{10 Fathef
to men, but to thy Father, who is in se::ret, and thy df the;
who seeth in secret, will reward thee. . Now, gran ta ts
and grandmother, 1 know the generahty‘ of bI:’ro:ets af;st,'
while willing enongh to bestow alms, quite 0 Je;:{ (‘)V ot
ing ; but if fasting were not one of the gOOdc‘}T(.)'i tsh.mself
brings forth fruit worthy of penance, would “hrist b o
have instructed us how to fast, and have promised a rew
. Q” ‘
fOf“l tl\.To, child, certainly not,” said gral}dfathelr ; then, 1:;:;:—
ing to grandmother, he exclaimed : “ It is surprising, 1;10 ° é
that, in all onr readings of this chapter, we never observ
ree of these words.” _
t]ni‘ff?amthcal', they have often struck me, and ‘I have Wo;-l
dered when the blessed Jesus taught us how to fastl,l zfs;v )
as how to give alms and pray, that any b‘od’y of Chris ;31;11
should deny that fasting was not a Christian’s duty as
as prayers and alms.” . o fast. in
¢« It must be, mother ; if it were unnecessary 1o Ia ,t o
stead of telling us how, Christ would have told us no
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fast at all. - Strange, while founding belief on the Bible, so
much of the Bible should be overlooked, and its teachings
passed heedlessly by. But, child, now that we have heard
~about Satisfaction, we will speak of the Confession. Mother
and I have come to the conclusion, that it is made in a
kind of general way, something like the confessions of the
newly converted among Protestants, except, instead of be-
ing made before the whole congregation, it is made in
private, to the priest.”
“Grandfather, I did notfk
confession in any way.”

“I do not know as they call it confession, child; but
when they experience religion they arise in church, and
tell the trials through which they have passed, what
wretched sinners they have been, and how the remembrance
of their wickedness had almost plunged them into despair,
when the great mercy of God descended upon ‘them, as-
sured them of forgiveness and restored peace to their
hearts. Now is not the confession of the Catholic made
something like that S

“Not in the least, grandfather, A Catholie, preparing
for confession, offers up earnest prayers, that he may have
a true sorrow for his sins, and grace to avoid them in
future; then, praying that he may be enabled to make a
sincere confession of them all, he carefully examines his

now that Protestants practised

conscience to see wherein he has offended in thought, word,
- or deed; after this, revolving in his mind all God has done
for him and the poor return he has made, the great danger

incurred by sin and the terrible punishment awaiting it,
he once more offers up his earnest prayers to God, begs
from him th® gift of a true contrition, and making a firm
resolution, with his holy help, never more to offend him,
and to fly the occasion of sin, he enters the confessional,
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There, on his knees, penetrated with a sense ef his un-
worthiness, and the infinite mercy and goodness of God,
who offers to him reconciliation and forgiveness through
the sacrament of Penance, he makes the sign of the cross
and exclaims, ¢ Bless me, thher for 1 have sinned!” The
priest pronounces the blessing in these words: ¢The Lord
be in thy heart and in thy lips, that thou mayess truly
and sincerely confess-all thy sins: in the name of the
Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost; Amen
then the penitent repeating the Confiteor as far as ¢ th.rough
my fault, through my fault, through my most grievous
fault,” proceeds to accuse himself of all his sins; telling
first when he was at confession last, if he was absolved, if
he performed the penance enjoined, and if he performed
i th fervor and devotion, or carelessly and without due

n, Having confessed all his sins, which after a -

examination, he can remember, he concludes with
selwords: ¢Of these, and all other sins of my life, I
humbly accuse myself; I am heartily sorry for them, and
beg pardon of God, and penance and absolution of you,
my ghostly Father;” he then finishes the Confiteor, ~This

prayer, grandfather and grandmother, you will find in our

pra) er—Books. If you wish, after tea, I will bring one fio
yOH

But proceed, mother and I are greatly interested.” .

« T will, grandfather. After the Confiteor he listens with
attention to the advice of his confessor, and humbly ac-
cepts the penance he enjoins, whether as to restitution fo
his neighbor, prayers, or alms. When the priest absolves
him, he respectfully bows his head, and receiwes the abselu-
tion as coming from the hands of God himself, This is
the spirit in which the Catholic makes his confession. - Te

oy

“Yes, child, bring one to us, we would like to see if.™
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hide or conceal a mortal sin in the confessional, or color it,
g0 as to make it appear Jess than it really is, he would con-
sider a grievous crime, makmrr null his whole confession.”
“ But tell us, child,” said grandfather interrupting her,
“what do you mean by mortal sin ?” :
“One that kills' the soul, grandfather, and merits
eternal punishment. In saying it kills the soul, I do not
mean that the soul dies. Noj; thesoul is immortal, and can
never die. But as by death the soul is separated from the
body, so by mortal sin the soul is separated from God.
Now as the separation of the soul from the body is called
the death of the body, so the separation of the soul from
God is called the death of the soul, Therefore, by mortal
sin the soul suffers a spiritual death: .hence its name.
All sin is either moital or venial. Mortal sin I have ex-

- plained ; and of venial, I will say, it does not kill, but

weaken, the soul. That there are different, degrees in sin
Seriptire and reason tell us. In Matthew, chapter v. verse

22, our blessed Saviour says: ‘But I say to you, that

whosoever is angry with his brother, shall be guilty of the
Judgment. And whosoever shall say to his brother, Raca,
shall be guilty of the council. And whosoever shall say,
thou fool, ‘shall be gmlty of hell fire” Here we see three
different degroees of sins, by the three different punishments
allotted to them. As to mortal sins, St. Paul, in his Epistle
to the Galatians, v. chapter, 19th, 20th, and 21st verses,

‘and in other epistles points them out; and to prove that

there is, what Catholies call, mortal and venial sin, St. John
inhis First Epistle, v. chapter, 16th verse, tells us there is a
sin which is not unto death, and in the next verse, after
telling us all sin is iniquity, that there is a sin which és
unto death.”

“ Well, now, dear child, that you have explained this
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matter to us, we would like to know on what scriptural
authority the Catholic is obliged to confess his sins to a
priest, and also.what scriptural authority he has to believe
that the priest has power to absolve him,”

* “Qrandfather, when our blessed Lord gave the commis-
sion to his apostles to teach all nations, baptizing them in
the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy
Ghost, and promised to be with them all days, even to the
consummation of the world, did he mean that the apostles
would live to the end of time #”

“No, child; they were only to live the natural term of
life, and many of them not even that.” -

“Then, did not this promise extend to their suceessors ¢

“Yes, child; to their successors in the ministry it surely
did.”

“ And when he said to them : ¢ As the Father hath sent
me, I also send you,’ did he not mean—with the same
power and authority with which he was sent to establish
his religion on earth, he sent thew #”

¢ 1t seems 80, child.”

“It was so, grandfather; for, had they not been endued
with power and authority from on high, could they, poor
fisherman, have shaken the pride and pomp of the greatest
empire on the face of the earth, swept their idols away,
and established in their place the most sublime religion the
world ever knew?  All the old landmarks were to be re-
moved, pride was to be humbled, and men that only sought
after glory and famé, were great in the field of learning,
and great in all the world calls greatness, were to bow in
adoration of a God born in a stable, that led a life of toil
and poverty, and ended that life by an ignominious death
upon the eross. Unaided, they conld never have done this ;

in vain had been their preaching ; in vain the last drop of .
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their blood spilt in the cause. Power from on high was
needed ; and power from on high was given. ¢ All power '
is given to me in heaven and in earth, Go ye, therefore,
and teach all nations; baptizing them in the name of the
Father, and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost; teaching
them to observe all thmws whatsoever 1 have commanded :
you; and behold, I am With you all days, even to the con-
summation of the world.’* Yes, he was to be with them
in their successors, to the consmmmation of the world, and
the power which the Father had given him he gave them,
¢ As the Father hath sent me, I also send you, to preach, to
teach, to baptize, to forgive sins; and to prove, past a

. doubt, that the forgiveness of gins in his name was included

in the divine commission, he breathed on them and said:
‘Receive ye the Holy Ghost; whose sins you shall for-
give, they are forgiven them; and whose you shall retain,
they are retained.’t This is the scriptural anthority, the
words of Christ himself, by which the priest of Geod is
empowered to forgive sins, the scriptural authority which
enforces confession of sins to bim. In Matthew, xvi.,
after blessing Peter, and declaring he was the rock upon
which™ he would build his-Church, and that the gates of
hell should never prevail against it, he promised to give
him the keys of the kingdom of heaven, and that whatso-
ever he should bind upon earth, it should be bound in
heaven ; and whatsoever he should loose upon earth, it
should also be loosed in heaven. Here the promise of the
Son of the Eternal Father, the Saviour, whose blood ran-
somed a sin-cursed world, is given to Peter, and in Peter to
the priests of the Church, that whatsoever they bind on earth,
shall be bound in heaven; and whatsoever they loose on

% St Matthew, xxviii. 18, 19, 20, 4 St. John, xx. 22, 23.
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earth, shall be Ioosed in heaven: and shall we doub“t t&i'"

fulfilment of that promise? or shall we believe that Ohrg{stﬂ

has forgotten to make good his word? To prove that, in
giving that power to Peter, he gave it not alone to him, but
. to the Church, in the 15th, 16th, 17th, and 18th verses
of chapter xviii, of. the same Gospel, he says—aund
grandfather and grandmother, note the so!emmty of his
words, and note, too, the 1mpreqsne manner in which the
promise before given is again repeated :-—¢If thy brother
shall offend thee, go, and reprove him between thee and
him alone. If he shall hear thee, thou shalt gain thy
brother. But if he will not hear thee, take with thee one
or two more, that in the mouths of two or three witnesses

every word may stand. And if he will not hear them, tell

the Church. And if he will not hear the Church, let him
be to thee as the heathen and the pubhcan Amen, I say
to you, whatsoever you shall bind upon earth, shall be
bound also inheaven; and whatsoever you shall loose upon
earth, shall be loosed also in heaven.’ What words could
be stronger or plainer, and, as long as Christ has said it
shall it not be dene? Shall not the senfence which the
priest promounces on earth be ratified in heaven ¥’

With his forehead resting on his hand, grandfather re-
volved her words in his mind, Would Christ say one thing
and mean another? When he said, *Whose sins you shall
forgive, they are forgiven, and whose you shall retain, they
are retamed did he mean somethmg quite contrary to his
word? that the sins in the “oue place were not for-
piven,” and in the other wnot retained? No; the God
of truth would not deceive his apostles, The commission
he gave them was expressed in the plainest terms, and
shonld vain man gainsay his words? ‘Woe to him that
striveth with his Maker. Shall the elay say to him that
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fashloned ity - What makest thou? or thy work, He hath no-
hands % Should God’s power be doubted, and his com-
mands, because hard to be obeyed, be slighted ? Troubled
waves washed over grandfather’s face ; but, at length, rais;,
ing his head, he said:

“ Becky, child, there is one more question I wounld like
to ask concerning Penance; but first, I must remark, this
confession of one's sins to a priest seems to me the hardest
thing in human nature. I might be willing enough to con-
fess my sins to God, but to bow my knee to a sinful erea-
ture like myself, and whisper in his ear all the transgressions
of my life, wonld be humiliating in the extreme ; and, then,
notwithstanding power had been given him to pronounce
absolation upon my bleeding soul, once out of the sacred
seat, the memory of them going with him, what advantage
might-he not take of the knowledge thus gained? How
unjustly use the confidence reposed in him %

¢ Grandfather, I admit confession of sins to apriest is very
trying', but a rite so humiliating to the human heart would

-not, in all ages of the Church, have been so faithfully

obscrved had it not been nocessar v, to enable the priest to
use the power Christ had intrusted in him; in other words,
had it not been necessary to obtain the pardon of them,
And as to the latter part of your remark, dear grandfather,
I will tell you, and you, will find the same in Challoner,
p- 126, ‘That, by the law of God and his Church, what-
ever is declared in confession can never be discovered, di- .

" rectly or indirectly, to any one, upon any account whatever;

but remains an eternal secret betwixt God and the penitent
soul, of which the confessor cannot, even to save his own
life, make any use at all to the penitent’s discredit, disad-

* JTzaizh xlv. 9,
12%
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vantage, or any other grievance whatever, .You see, dear
grandfather and grandmother, another instafice of the care
aud providence of a good God over all his creatures, and
the tender solicitude the Church has for the spiritual welfare
of all its members.”

« We' do, child; and T am glad you have told us this.
Not for a moment should we distrust the mercy of
God. ‘The works of his hands are verity and judg-
ment; all his commandments are-sure; they stand fast
forever and ever, and are done in truth and upright-
ness, He hath sent redemption unto his people; he
hath commanded his covenant for ever; holy and rey-
erend is his name’”*  The sunshine of peace rested
on the venerable features of grandfather; raising his
head, the long silver locks fell over his shoulders, | It was
some time before Becky spoke.

“ Qrandfather,” she said, softly laying her. hand on his
knee, “ what was the question you were going to ask?”

# Child, you have already answered it. It was if. confes-

sion has always been practised by the Church. You say

that it has.”

“Yes, grandfatber. In Acts, xix. 18, we read ‘thaf
many of those that belicved, came confessing and declaring
their deeds.’ Tertullian lived in the age next to the apos-
tles. He writes: ¢If you withdraw from eonfession, think
of hell-fire, which confession extinguishes.”  St. Basil, in the
fourth century, writes: It is necessary to disclose our sins
to those to whom the dispensations of the divine mysteries
is committed” St Austin, in the sixth century: that
¢ Our merciful God wills us to confess in this world, that we
may not be confounded in the other; and again, ¢Let no

* Psalm oxi. 7, 8 9.
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one say to himself, T do penance to God in private.” Is it,
then, in vain, that Christ has said, ¢ Whatsoever you loose
on earth, shall be loosed in heaven? Is it in vain that the
keys -have been given to the Chureh % Grandfather, you
thought the explanation of the sacrament of Penance wonld
be a difficult undertaking; but having, as I said, Seripture
and the early testimony. of the Charch to sustain it and as-
sist me, I have easily done it.”

“ Dear Becky, said grandmother, “we have read the
Bible all our lives; but it seerns we have read it with ban-
daged eyes. The plainest texts were blurred to our vision,

* and only conveydd a confused meaning to our minds. Dut

the bandage is removed ; and now, like the blind suddenly
restored to sight, we are bewildered and amagzed. Our
hearts rejoice in Geod, we know his mercy and power are
great,”  Grandmother’s voice was tremulous, and as she
concluded she wiped away a tear, trickling down her cheek.

Becky was affected ; but, with a calm voice, she asked:
‘ Grandfather and grandmother, shall I not continue with
the sacraments {

“ Certainly, child,” exclaimed grandfather, “ you were
to tell us of them all. Which is the next

%It is Extreme Unction, In the sacrament of Baptism,
we are received into the Church, and made heirs of heaven s

_in Confirmation, we are confirmed in the faith; in the Holy

Eucharist, our souls are fed and nourished ; in Penance, their
maladies are cured; and in Hrtreme Unctwn, they are
strenwthened for theu' passage out of this life into a better,
Hzmng watched over us and gmded us thirough life, the
lovmg mercy of God leaves us not in death. In that try-

ing moment he is with us; enemies rise up against us, but

“ ¢ Tixtracts of the Fathers,” taken from Milnar, -
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he is our keeper ; they cannot harm us, for he is our salva-
tion.’

Grandfather reverently laid his hand on her head
“Becky, child,” he said, “your words remind me of the
words of the Psalmist, ‘Yea, though I walk through the
valley of the shadow of dcath, T will fear no evil: for thou
art with me; thy rod and thy staff, they comfort me. Thou
'preparest a table before me in the presence of mine ene-
mies; thou anointest my head with oil, my cup ranneth
over. Sarely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the
days of my life; and I will dwell in the house of the Lord

forever”*  Becky, child, I gather from your words that

‘these are the sentiments with which the dying Catholic
receives this sacrament.”

“Yes, grandfather, they are; thongh in the midst of
death he is not afraid, for God is with him; a table is pre-
pared for him in the presence of his enemies, and he is an-
ointed with oil. The mercy and goodness of God follow-
ing him all the days of his life; in leaving his house of clay

he hopes to go into the house of the Lord forever. All the

parts of this sacrament are explained in St. James’s Epistle,
v. chapter, 14th and 15th verses, where he commands, ‘Is
any one sick among you? let him bring in the priests of
the Church, and let them pray over him, anointing him
with oil, in the name of the Lord. And the prayer of faith
shall save the sick man, and the Lord will raise him up ; and
if he be in sins, they shall be forgiven him.'”

“ Can this sacrament, child, be received but once ?”

* Yes, grandfather, whenever a person is in danger of
death by sickness, ho can receive it ; but in that sickness
he cannot receive it again, unless it be long, and after a

#* Psalm xxiii., 4, 5, 6.
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partial vecovery he suffers a relapse. Infants, fools, and
insane persons, who have no lncid intervals, cannot receive

‘this sacrament, because, having no reason, they are incapable

of sin; neither can persons under sentence of death.”
. % Why, Becky, can they not in this case

“ Because, grandmother, it wds commanded to be admin-
istered to none but the sick ; and, therefore, only those who
are in danger of death by sickness can receive it.”

# Child, this looks strange !’ Should not the poor con-
demned criminal, if he repent, be allowed to receive the
benefit derived from it? Death, at any time, is a terrible
ordeal through which to pass; but when the body is worn
down by pain and weakness, the tvial seems not so great.’
Tivery pang speaks the wretchedness and misery of life ; the
nothingness of the world rises up before them, and turning
from the bed of pain and suffering, they rejoice to leave
the tabernacle of the flesh, and go into the everlasting hab-

~itation of the Lord. But not so with those who, in health

and vigor, with long years stretching on before them, find
themseives suddenly cut off from length of days, and the
grave opening to receive them. The memory of their
crimes darkens the past-—the present is without comfort,
and must the future be without hope §” '

“ No, grandfather, God forbid! Through the merits of
Christ, iy the sacrament of Penance they can obtain pardon
for their sins; and although they cannot be ancinted—.
Extreme Unctmn being a sacrament only for the sick—with
humble confession and true contrition, they can receive
into their poor souls the precious body and blood of Christ.
In their need they are not left without spiritual aid and
comfort.” -

Again grandfather was silent. The fire was burning low,
and noiselessly, 80 as not to disturb his meditations ; Becky
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arose, stirred up the dyiilg embers, and put on a fresh sup-

ply of wood. She had resumed her seat, and was busy
with her netting, when he raised his head and said: « Well-

now, child, your grandrﬁother and I would like to know the
oil made nuse of in the sacrament.”

¢TIt is oil of olives, blessed by a bishop on the Maundy
Thurs&j-* of every year. The beautiful and sclemn prayers
accompanying the anointing you will find in our prayer-
books; also, prayers and instructions for the sick, and
prayers for the dying. And now, before proceeding to the
next sacrament, I must remark that, from the beginning of
the world, in order to save confusion, and for the general
" welfare of the whole, it has been nccessary to have some
one on whom authority might devolve—some one to lead,
govern, and direct. In Genesis, first chapter, we see man
created, and dominion over all the living creatures of the
earth given to him. Adam ruled his own family, and the
patriarchal form of government seemed to exist till after
the flood. DBut of the grandsons of Noah—DNoah, whose
descendants were to repeople the earth—we read that Nim-
rod began to Le mighty; he chose Babylon as the seat of
his kingdom, and cities and kingdoms began to spring up.
Pride, ingratitude, and worldly glory were sweeping all re-
membrance of the Creator from the minds of men, when
Abraham was chosen to keep alive the faith ang homage
due to God. He was promised a numerous posterity;
children were born te him, and from -Abraham to Isaac,
from Isaac to Jacob, and so on, from father to son, the priest-
hood deseended till the time of Moses. Thef the law of
nature was reduced to a written law, and the priesthood
was confined to the family of Aaron. This continued till
the time of Christ; then the old sacrifices were abolished,
and he became our high-priest, offering himself to the

iy
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Father, a sacrifice for the sins of men. This sacrifice, in
an unbloody manner, was to be continually offered up, and
he consecrated his apostles to the priesthood, placing Peter
as visible head on earth. They, in their turn, using the
power which had been given them, were to consecrate
others, thus continuing the priesthood till his second
coming. And now, grandfather and grandmother, Holy
Orders, the sixth sacrament, is the sacrament by which
priests of God are conseerated to their holy offices, and re-
ceive power and grace to do them worthily. There are
seven degrees, or orders, in ascending to the priesthood;
four less, and three greater. Of the less, the first is Porter;
the second, Lector; the third, Hzorcist; and the fourth, Aco-

lyte. By these Ieﬁser degrees, or orders, they ascend to

the greater; the first of which is Subdeacon ; the second,
Deacon ; aud the third, Pricst. 'While receiving the lesser
orders, they arc. at liberty to rotire from the ecclesiastical
calling and marry ; but if they choose to become subdea~
con, they must engage themselves wholly and fmever to
the service of God and his Church.”

“ And from that time they cannot marry 2’ -

“ No, grandfather, they are to lead a life of perpetual
continency. St. Paul says, 1 Corinthians, vii. 32, 83, ¢‘He
that is unmarried careth for the things that belong to the
Lord, how he may please the Lord ; but he that is married
careth for the things that are of the world, how he may
please his wife! Now, in order that the priests may be
wholly devoted to the scrvice of God, that they may have
no family cares to distract their minds from their holy call-
ing, the Church has always ordained that none but such as
are willing to leave all to serve Christ shall become priests.

- Enrolled as his ministars, no ties bind them ; from country

to country they can go, carrying the light of the Giospel to
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all nations. Contaglous diseases appall them not ; no wife or

" children are in danger from them. DPoverty is not feared,

for their Master before them was poor; persecution retards

" them not, for, ministers of a crucified God, tbey mther re-

joice in suffering.”

“ Well, child, » said grandfather, after some considera-
tion: “this being free from the distracting cares of a family
seews for a minister or priest no ways unreasonable to me.
Marny have thonght and said vile things concerning it, but it
is only those whose hearts are naturally corrupt, and who,
carrion-like, gloat over a tale of vice, concocted no matter
by whom, or of whom, if it is only sufficiently spiced with
horribles. But to those who can study cause and effect, it
presents another instance of the wonderful wisddm which
guides the Church. No wonder the Catholic religion, in
spite of all opposition, gains a sure foundation everywhete .
no wonder it is so extensively spread. Its ministers have
nothing else to do but to struggle and battle for it; noth-
ing else to eare for but its advancement.”
= ¢ Dear grandfather, the glory of God, and the salvation
of souls are the beginning and end of their care, their labor,
St. Paul, in his Epistle to the IIebrews, xiii. 17, tells us,
that they watch as being to render an account of our
souls; and, therefore, that they may do this with joy and
not with grief, he exhorts us to obey them, and be subject
to them. A heavy respons1b1hty is thelrs, and if St. Paul,
a vessel of election, stood in need of prayer, how much
more they! They are our spiritual fathers, and through
them, next to God, we are indebted for our spiritunal life
and being. It is through their ministry that we receive the
blessed sacraments, those great means and helps to salva-
tion, and it is our duty ever to pray for them; while, as
¢ Christ’s ambassadors,” we are to honor and respect them.”

i
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“ But, Becky, you spoke of bishops conferting the sacra-
ment of Confirmation.”

“1 did, grandfather; but the order of priesthood has two
degrees of power and dignity ; that of biskops, and that of
priests. The office of a priest is to consecrate and offer

- the sacrifice of the Body and Blood of Christ, under the

forms of bread and wine; to administer all the sacraments,
except Holy Orders and Confirmation; to preach the
Gospel, to bless the people, and to conduct them in the
way to eternal life; as, also, to bless such things as are not
reserved to the benediction of the bishop. The office of a
bishop is to govern the Church, both clergy and laity, in
his pa:tmular diocese; to mﬁlct censures, excommunica-
tion, suspension, ete. ; to offer sacrifice, to preach the Gos-
pel, to give OOnﬁrmatwn and Holy Orders; none but bishops
receive this sacrament in full, so as to have power to ad-
minister all the sacraments. Of these degrees of Holy
Order, only bishops, priests, and deacons constitute the
hierarchy of the Church, which is of divine institution.
Baut, as there are several degrees in order, so there are higher
and lower degrees of d}frmty and spiritual Jmlsdxcuon in
the episcopacy itself: first, that of Ordinaries ; second, that
of Archbishops; third, that of Primales; fourth, that of
Patriarchs ; fifth, that of the supreme head and common
father of all, the Pope, who holds his supremacy, as suc-
cessor of St. Peter, by divine right.”* For a fuller explana-
tion of this sacrament, and the manner of administering it,
I will refer you and dear grandfather to the ¢ Poor Man’s

. Catechism, and Challoher’s ¢ Catholiec Christian.” 'The
former of these I studied at the dear Sisters, and its lessons

come back so fresh to mind, that you will see, in answering

* 4The Poor Man's Catechism,” pp. 256, 957,
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your questioms, that I have sometimes used its very lan-
guage.” '

“ Did you study Challoner too ¥’

¢ No, grandfather; but, nevertheless, it is familiar to me,
For some time past I have had a Sunday-school elass geing
over it. And here I may as well remark, as anywhere else,
that, in order that no Catholic may be ignorant of his faith,
the learned divines of the Church have assiduously labored
to compose works, wherein the doctrine, precepts, and
every thing belonging to the Catholic. religion are carefully
explained. These works ave plainly and simply bound, and
within the reach of all.”

“ And Becky, child,” said grandfather, smiling, ¢this
refutes another Yander against your Church.”

“ What is it, grandfather ¥’

¢ That the priests strive to keep the people in ignorance. -

I must say that I have always found Catholics, no matter
how poor and uncducated, better acquainted with the prin-
ciples of their religion than the members of any other de-
nomination I have ever come in contact with, DBut now,
child, we will listen to the next sacrament.”

“Tt is Matrimony, grandfather. A sacrament of the new
law, by which a new dignity is added to the indissoluble
nfarriage contract, and grace given to those who worthily

receive it, It was instituted in the garden of Eden, when -

" God, casting Adam into a deep sleep, took from his side a
rib, and fashioning it into a woman, presented her to him
as a companion and help; and, because she was bone of
his bone, and flesh of his flesh, therefore, man is to leave
father and mother and cleave to his wife. In John, iL, we
see that our blessed Saviour honored the married state by
his presence at the wedding in Cana, at which he was
pleased to work his first miracle.”
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_“DBut, child, what is the difference between marriage
being a contract and a sacrament ¥”

¢ Girandfather, as a contract, a civil contract, marriage is
to fill the earth with inhabitants; as a sacrament, it is to
inerease the members of God’s Church, and fill the courts
of heaven with happy redeemed spirits, who will join the
angelic hosts in eternal praises to the Three in One—Father,
Son, and loly Ghost. 3t Paul, in his Epistle to the Ephe-
stans, V. 82, calls it a great sacrament. And why? because,
being an indissoluble contract—a contract which no power
on earth can break—it is a type of Christ’s union with his
Church, which is also indissoluble; and to those who wor-

-thily receive i, gives grace to live in peace and mutual

charity together, and bring up their children in the love
and fear of God. Now, in order to receive this sacrament
worthily, it is necessary to be in a state of grace. Sins
should be washed away in the sacrament of Penance, holy
compiunion should be received, and the intention of enter-
ing the marmied state should be pure, like the pious and
chaste Tobias and Sarab. If under the care of parents,
they should be consulted, and on- no account should so im-
portant a step bo taken without their approval and consent;
but, in using their authority, parents are not to force their
children to marry against their inelinations.”

" % Child,” said grandfather, “although I have seen several
Catholies married to Protestants, I believe I have heard that
the Catholic Church does not approve of these marriages.”

“ No, grandfather, she does not approve of them.”

“ And why not, child? I should suppose she would be
pleased with them; for the Protestant being united to the
Catholic in the closest ties, she would hope to see the Pro-
testant thereby converted. I have certainly seen many in-
stances of such conversions,”
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“No doubt, grandfather; but the reason the Church is
averse to these mixed marriages is, that as long as the
Protestant, notwithstanding St. Paul’s solemn affirmation
that it is a ¢ great sacrament,’ looks upon it as no such thing,
she does not wish her children to receive it with them.
Another reason is, that it is often the cause of bitter family
dissensions, the wife believing one way, the husband an-
other; there is danger, too, that the Catholic party may be
perverted, or, at least, not allowed the free exercise of their
religion ; and another danger is, that the children may be
brought up in error!”

% But, Becky,” observed grandmother, “ in this matter T
think there should be a generous understanding between
the parents. One should not expect to have the sole
guidance of the children’s belief. A part, say the girls,
should be tanght to believe with the mother, the boys with
the father.”

“By no means,” exclaimed grandfather, “ mother, your
good-nature would lead you into an agreement that would
cause you much and bitter pain. Conld you bear to see a
part of your children brought up from their very infaney in
a faith that you honestly considered wrong, and, being
wrong, displeasing to God, and, displeasing to him, render-
ing them objects of his wrath 7

“ Father, I did not look at it in that light, but a mo-

ment’s reflection teaches me you are right. Surely it would

be a great grief to me, and to any conscientious Christian
rother. Dut, Becky, are there not such instances’ known ¢ 44

¢ There may be, grandmother, but it is in direct opposi-
tion to the Catholic doctrine, God and his Church will
have no such division, nor give up thus their right to any
one.* _Asto the manner in which the sacrament is received,

# Challoner's * Catholie Instructor.”
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or the marriage ceremony performed, you will see it in
Challoner. And now, grandfather and grandmother, hav-
ing finished the sacraments, as I said when treating of the
second mark of the true Church, its holiness, are they not
wonderful channels through whlch the grace of God may
flow into our souls? By Baptism, original sin is washed -
away, and we ave reborn children of Gtod, and made heirs
of heak'en by Confirmation, we are blessed with the seven-
fold gifts of the Holy Ghost, and made valiant soldiers of
Christ ; by Penance, our souls, sick in'sin, are restored to
health, and their spiritual maladies healed ; by Holy Eucha-
rist they are fed and strengthened with the precious body
and blood, soul and divinity, of our blessed Saviour; by Ex-
treme Unction, they are soothed and comforted, and not left
a prey to the terrors of death; by Holy Orders, faithful
guides are fornished to lead them to the fountain of all good ;
and by Matrimony, they are raised above the grossness of
flesh, and children are born not for the world, but for God.”

“Becky, child,” said grandfather, “I am much pleased
with your explanation of the sacraments. Certainly, to a
Catholic, they must be great helps to devotion. The more
Ireflect upon it, the more I am convinced that Catholicity
reduced to practice, is very different from whatI once’
thought it was.” :

Tears rushed to Becky’s eyes. ¢ Grandfather and grand-
mother,” she said, ¢ you now forgive your children for em-

bracing a faith which you looked upon with so much hor-

ror, ¥ . ‘

“ Child,” grandfather replied, “ your question pains us.
Forgive them! God knows how, from our very hearts, we
have long since forgiven them, and only felt that they, not
we have been the aggrieved party. Oh, can they forgive
us 3—forgive me? Mother was always gentle, but I—oh,
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can they forgive and forget the sternness and harshness of
the past? He bowed his head upon his hands, and his
aged form trembled with sobs.

Becky avose, and tenderly threw her arms around his
neck. “ Dearest grandfather,” she said; “your children
have pitied and prayed for you. You loved them as yoygg
very life; is it any wounder, then, that you should feel deeply
pained to sce them eling to a religion that you strongly be-
lieved would lead them to eternal misery? Grandfather,
they have nothing to forgive or forget, They know the
depth of your affection for them, and not a day has gone
over their heads that they have not prayed for you in your
sorrow and affliction.”

“ Noble, noble-hearted children!” he exclaimed with
streaming eyes, “while T reviled them, they prayed for
me !’

“Yes, grandfather, they did; and now let your poor old
heart be comforted. The mercy of God has washed away
the remembrance of their sorrow, and now they are so
happy.” -

¢ Praises to God! I am not deserving of this. But leave
us, child, leave us,” be exclaimed, dashing away the tears
from his eyes, and abruptly brushing the thin, white locks
from his lofty brow. She wished to ask him shonld she re-
turn with the prayer-book as she had promised, but she saw
he was deeply affected, and questions would only anmnoy
him. Stooping, she kissed his withered cheek, and having
also kissed her grandmother, quietly left the room.
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CHAPTER XVIL

Aexes Hmrox laid down her erayon, and leaning her
cheek on her hand, gazed intently at the drawing before
her. It was “The Taking of the Veil,” and the young
bride of heaven looked so calm and happy, laying aside for-
ever the pomp and vanities of the world, that tears swam ir

i her dark eyes,

¢« Oh, that I, too, were happy!” she sighed; a heavy
feeling of loneliness weighed down her heart; the longer
she gazed on the fair face the sadder she felt. '

“ Why should'I long for imaginary happiness #” &he ex-
claimed, sweeping back the soft ringlets, and resuming her
crayon. “ Why should I, looking upon a picture, fancy life
and feeling on unsentient paper? Shadows bave obscured
the sunshine of my heart ; but will the shadows last forever ¢
Will not the sunshine again barst forth? It may, if not in
my own home, at least in the home of another. Thank
God, that hope is left to me!” Her eyes rested for 4 mo-

© ment on an envelope lying on the table; it contained a

letter from Walter Starr, which told of golden prospects
opening before him ; year after year had he toiled, and now
the time, which once seemed so distant, was just at hand.
A few months more, and her father could no longer delay
the fulfilment of his sacred promise. Agnes would be his,
and hand in hand they would go down the stream of life.
Age might come upon them, but their love would never
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grow old ; it would bloom in perennial brightness, and if
cares and sorrows should gather around them, it would
lighten them; and when length of years made them weary
of life, untouched by the shadows of death, it would go

with them into another and better world, and last through )

the boundless cycle 'of eternity, Agnes's heart throbbed
with gladness while reading the letter ; but, as she replaced it
in the evelope, an undefinable dread cast a shadow over its
bright hopes. Was she happy in her own home? No.
‘Would she be happy in his? -Time alone could tell. The
past we know, the future is veiled. With unwearied fingers
she worked on. The venerable priest and attendants, the
altar back, with its lighted candles and vase of rich flowers,
were finished ; a few more touches, and the picture would be
done. She turned it, carefully viewed it, and again took up
the crayon. With every thing around her to make her
happy, she was wretched. What caused her wretched-
ness? The same passion which created confusion in the
highest heavens, and hurled legmns of its brightest hosts
down to the lower abyss of misery and woe. She arose
from the table; the pictare was finished ; glancing at the
little clock on the marble mantel, she went into her
chamber, and soon returned habited for a walk. Wrapping
up the drawmg, from which she had just copied “Taking
of the Veil,” in a paper, she left the room. In the passage,
as she was hurrying along, she met Martha, and though
paler than ever, a calm, peaceful light beamed from her eyes.

Agnes swept past her with pride and disdain, plainly visible

in" her countenance, Descending the stairs, the drawing fell
from her hands to the hall below; little Mark was there,
and hastily picking it up, respectfully handed it to her.
‘With a harsh rebuke for his officiousness, as she called it,
she took it from him, and passed into the street. She was
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going to visit Edith Carter, and remain with her during the
night. Edith had become so low, that she was now
obhged to have constant attendance. The fear of death had
passed away, and, strengthened with the Iast rites of the
Church, her gentle spirit longed for the moment of its re-
lease, As Agnes, after removing her cloak and bonnet,
eniered her room, a bright smile broke over her face.

“ Dear Agnes,” she saul “I have becn looking for you,
and I knew you would come!” How strangely hollow her
voice sounded. Agnes’s long lashes drooped, heavy with
tears, as stooping, she kissed her forchead, and asked :

“ And how, dearest, did you rest last night 7 -

“ My cough was very annoying, but poor mother suffered
more than'l; it troubled her so to see me struggling for

- breath.” 1In all her pain the gentle Edith thonght only of

the sufferings of others; her own she scarcely minded. The
poor, the objects of her tenderest regards, were not forgot-
ten. Many a fesble mother’s burden was lightened by her
thoughtful care. Many a little one owed their warm shoes
and stockings, and comfortable clothing, to her kind, unob-
trusive charity. And through fear they might suffer when,
she was gone, she had prevailed on her father to set aside a
part of the fortune that would have been hers, that the in-

-come arising from it, mlght be solely apphed to rehevmg

their wants,
#I have returned your drawing, Edith,” said Agnes, lay-

Ing it on the table.

“ And have you succeeded in getting a copy to please
yo.u mnr

“Yes, I like it very Well; but I have pui;posei‘y made
some little variations.” o

“ What are they

“ Thelfalr young girl,-v2u gnow, is represented as tall ; I
3

e
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have drawn her about the medium height, but very slight;
and the expression of the eyes was so much like yours, that I
have also made the brow like yours; consequently, it is not
g0 high as in the original, but it is broader, The sweet
smile about the mouth, agd the calm, holy peace of the
whole countenance, I could not better ; indeed, I had hard
work faithfully to copy them.” She seated herself at the
bedside of the invalid, * Edith,” she said, “1 am gomrv to
stay with you again to-night.” :

“You are very kind, Agnes but I fear it will be too
fati’gumg on you to sit up with me so often.”

« No, dear Edith; you must have no uneasiness about
that. I assure you, it would deeply pain me not to be al-
lowed the privilege. You are going to open your lips to
say you thank me, but you need not.”

“ Why should I not ?’

« Because it's unnecessary: you are too weak to waste
your breath thanking me for that which deserves no thanks
at all.” Edith made no reply, but watched the troubled

waves that washed over her friend’s face. After a some-
what lengthened silence, she spoke y

« Agnes, before I go, there is something T wish to say to
you.”

“ Cannot you say it now, ‘dear Edith ?"

“No; not now. Iam too weak, but I would not like to
die with it unsaid.”

Agues looked at her surpmsed “ Edith,” she said, “ you

know you can trust me. Tell me, dearest, is 1t any thing .

that grieves you?’
“Yes, Agnes ; grieves me past words to tell. 1 maustsay
it. I must, I must, before T go!” A violent fit of coughing

pearly exhausted her breath. Agnes raised her up, and

gently supported her in her arms, till it was over; then ar-

-
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ranged the bed—chaur, so she could lean ina sﬂ;tmg pomtmn
against it.

Mrs. Carter entered the room, and after a kind welcome
to Agnes, walked to the bureau, took up a powder, and
emptying it into & glass half filled with water, gave it to the
invalid.

“Is that the same you have been taking after coughing ¥’
asked Agnes.

“Yes, the same; the doctor has in no way changed
them.”

“ And do you continue the solution »

“Yes, I occasionally take it; but it gives very little relief.
Mother, Agnes is going to stay with me again to-night.”

“ Agnes, this must not be; so much loss of sleep will
wear you out.  Bertha sat up night before last, 1 did last
night, and Johana will to-night.”

“No, Mrs. Carter, Johana will not; I will, myself, to-
mght sit up with dear Edith, and take the charge of her medi
cine. You need not fear to trust me, I shall be faithfu) and
neglect nothmg, and I will not talk, for I know how wear-
mg this is $o a very sick person.”

“ Dear Agnes, there is none that can take better care- of
our darling Edith; but you look pale, and