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PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION.

Though *“ Loretto’ was written for a few who
might recognize ‘the scenes and, perhaps, the
characters, yet a second edition is demanded.
It is now enlarged by the insertion of some
pages which, in' the first hurried publication,
were omitted.

PREFATORY LETTER.

Rev. Jory McCarrrey, D. D.

My Dear Sir,—You live on classic ground; and
mﬁy recollect a favorite walk of yours to a spot
where two bee-martins were once attentive listeners
to an unpublished poem : but we knew not—nor did
the birds—that we were then on the site of Loretto.

The following story has been, already, so severely
handled, that I am disposed to claim your protection,
I have heard all sorts of hard things—that the book
has no object in view—that Lel is a failure, Agnes
an abstraction, Melville a flat, the Colonel intolerable,
and Mr. Almy incomprehensible. I have heard it
said that it was full of sneaking little allusions,
which only appeared on a second reading——thaf it
was rather a treatise on music, than a transcript of
Catholic life—that there were no good solid argu-

/}nents in it, extracted {rom standard theological works,

and adroitly diluted with courtesy and sweetened with
sentiment, to suit a very fastidious public. I have

* heard it said that Gabriel was an awkward jumble of

‘1*
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Rolfe and Mighon, and that the Wanderer was intfo-
duced merely to supply the chiaro scuro, without
giving the least'insight into the character of Agnes.
But I have heard some other things, which con-
soled me for this ; ; and which permit me to hopé that

the weight of your name will outweigh its faults.
Baltimore, May 27th, 1851.

LORETTO:

OR, THE CHOICE.

PART FIRST,

CHAPTER 1.
: ?

THERE once was—where many may still re-

. member—a neat farm house, not large, but taste-

fully built, with dormer windows projecting
from the high, sharp roof and a double portico
running around’ it. It was a venerable housﬁe,
rather emblematic of comfmt tltan affluence,
beautifully situated on the cleared slope of a
well wooded hill. Tn winter, it was somewhat
dreary to those who passed and knew not the
fireside joys within; but in summer, the birds
and the flowers, the vines and honeysuckles
peoplec} with busy bees and festooning the
porches, the rich herbage rolling over the fer-

tile plain, until changing color in the distance,

it"grew blue as the vault it seemed to kiss, the
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elms, the oaks and the maples, all united to
make Lorelfo—for so it was called—a little
Eden. , e

A clear, quick trout-stream ran through the

lawn, to the north, giving that fine finish to the -

landscape, which running water only can im-
‘part. In the misty spring mornings at break
of day, you could always see looming through
the fog along this stream, an elderly man with
a broad felt hat drawn over his cheeks to keep
- off the flies, dressed in a close-bodied grey coat
and breeches of permanent pepper and salt.
He was-tall and portly, and though not abso-
lutely lame, there was a decided halt in his gait,
injuring its grace, perhaps, but sparing its dig-
nity. There he could always be found during
the choicest hours of the legitimate season,
with his rod fast in hand and all his tackle
around him, fishing away with so much temper
and so little skill, that rare indeed was it when
the proprietor of Loretto breakfasted on trout
of his own catching.

But the Colonel never angled alone: in spite
of old Isaac, he was far too wise for that. A
bright faced mulatto boy named Charley was his
inseparable companion in all these matinal ex~

-
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cursions. From his own intuitive sagacity or

‘internal organization, and from careful study

of his master’s mistakes, Charley had become
an expert in the art in which his preceptor re-
mained a bungler. Whilst the Colonel bustled
about to the mortal terror of every fish within

‘twenty yards of his fly, Charley, breathless in

the bushes, patiently cast his wriggling earth-
worm and drew out with a*quiet smile the unsus-
pecting victims that dreaded the more tempting
bait.

The Colonel was never jealous. So com-
pletely had he merged Charley’s individuality
in his own, that the idea of Charley’s having
caught a fish never entered into his specu-
lations—it was perfectly ridiculous. Why
Charley belonged to him quite as much as his
own hair line—and what mattered it whether

. 'he used his tapering Ehglish tube, or his less

elastic black boy as a rod—for Charley was but
a rod in the case—all the difference being
'that one was of foreign, the other of.nativ'e
;)rigin. Over and over again, when not a trout
had twirled his reel, and when a dozen noble
prisoners floundered in the tin pan at the little
fellow’s heels, would the Colonel, eyeing the
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10 LORETTO:.

speckled beauties as their clear scales glittered
in the sun, exclaim—“J/h, you little rogues,
you could not escape me!”’—And so firmly was

the Colonel persnaded of this, that to ali the
" juries in the county he would have sworn that

he had caught those fish. This was one of the
Colonel’s eccentricities—failing would be too
hard a name for his innocent and confirmed
delusion: and so fervently did he believe it,
that Charley himself ‘was to the full as certain
of the proposition as his msster, and would
have resented any insinuation of the truth as a
most unfounded calumny.

Through all the country round the proprietor
of Loretio was a favorite: men, women and
children celebrated the purity and benevolence
of his character, and, as is frequently done,
magnified even his peculiarities into virtues.
At wedding, christening and wake he was the

principal man in all the neighborhood; i all

matters of etiquette, an oracle. If any doubt-
ful point of precedence occurred, if any knotty
question of honor arose, if any nice shade of
interest was to be decided, on which the doubt-
ful light of the law was unsolicited,—the Colo-
nel was sure to be invoked; and he gave his
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responses forth with so much sagacity, sin-
cerity and pointed brevity, that his reputation
rose with every decision and he stood arbitra-
tor par excellence for the county. Even his
title, the Colonel, was a mark rather of love
and honor than of any military service past or
present. True it was that in the late war he

‘had been Captain of a company and that his

knee had been stiffened by an enemy’s ball,—
but this had happened long ago, and his gal-
lantry, though noticed in the prints of the day,
was all unchronicled in history.

The Colonel was a bachelor—but he did not
live alone: his sister Mary divided with him
the empire of Loretto. Mrs. Cleveland was
under fifty—some ten years younger than her
brother. She was a shade over the medium
size of woman—rather slightly made, and her

‘shoulders curved a little forward by age or care.

Her hair, which she wore drawn straight from
her forehead behind her ear, was in blended
lines of black and white; her eye was large,
calm and clear,—the expression of her face
habitually sad and reserved. There were lines
of thought and determination about her mouth,
but smoothed and softened as if the hand of
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" resignation had touched them. She had the
true mother-look in which infant innocence
first reposes, and which manly virtue most re-
veres. Her brother loved her more than his
" life, and well was his love returned. She knew
‘how to ward off his occasional fits of petulence
and how to meet them, when. in spite of her,
they came in momentary gustiness. Loretto
was a happy house, and especially happy when
the third and last of the family left the convent
school, whose small spire just rose above the
neighboring woods,~~when she left the good
sisters and young friends with whom her youth
had gone by like a sweet, sweet dream, to join
her own family circle and spend the year—the
whole year—winter and summer, aye, life itself,
so it seemed, at Loretto,”

Agnes Cleveland had just completed her
studies at the convent,—she had gone through
the prescribed course brilliantly and well,—she
had staid even a year beyond the required
time—and now there was nothing more to be
learned, nothing more to be gained by remain-
ing. At least, so thought the world and the
Colonel. |

She left school in the bright month of July
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with the blessing of all whe knew her, with her
tears falling fast on the load of honors she held
with difficulty in both arms. She had always
left before at the same season to spend the
summer at home: but then it was different,—
then it was only for the short vacation—then -
the future was to be but. a repetition of the past,
filled with the same well-known faces, en-
deared by the same innocéht pastimes, hal-

‘lowed by the same tranquil pursuits, and sanc-

tified by the same long, sweet prayers—by
Mass in the morning, by Angelus at noon, by
Litany at night. At ﬁgst she did not feel the
change so keenly. It was impossible to realize
that therc was no return to the convent—that
her desk was to have-anothe; ocgeupant, her
flower bed another mistress; but when the
summer melted into gorgeous autumn and she
still remained at Lorefto, when she felt that
her Aeart was to be changed before she could

- forget the girl and become a woman, her tears

were less frequent indeed, but far mere painful.
'She endeavored to conceal her sadness from-

her mother.and uncle, but it was too plain. [t

puzzled and annoyed the Colonel—she had

always been so cheerful, so free from all the
9 S
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melancholy of thought, though thoughtful too.
He never inquired the cause, but his conjec-
tures were multitudinous and incessant.

It was a bright winter afternoon-—the snow
was lying deep and well heaten over the road
just hardening after the mid-day thaw, as the
sun went down without a cloud about him.
Agnes had returned with her mother from ves-
pers at the convent chapel. They'were sitting
silently in the twilight before the generous
wood fire that kept the parlor bright and warm.
The Colonel had gone to take an airing on
horseback, as he phrased it, which, in other
words, was a visit of benediction to the poor.

For many minutes they sat, each steadily gaz-
iing into the fire, which sparkled and crackled
sas though it loved and welcomed them.

. **Agnes,” said Mrs. Cleveland at last, without
;:raflsing her eyes, ‘“you must be unhappy.”

_‘There. was a long pause, and the fire burned
loudly:and the sigh of the wind was plainly
‘heard from without,

- ¢“.Are you not?”’ asked the mother; for the
sfirstitime hazarding a look at her daughter.

Agnes was leaning back in her chair; her
thead thrown forward almost on her breast ; her
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‘hands clasped and restixig-between her knees,

her tears glancing down her cheeks.

“ Are you not?"’ repeated Mrs. Cleveland, -
touchmg her straightened arms. ‘
The touch was electric. Without a word
the young girl rose and cast herself on her

mother’s bosom.

- “Tam! I am [’ she sobbed again and again.
‘“ Oh, mother!” she said, “I love you, and yet
I wish to leave you—I must leave you!” she

-added with more energy, kissing her parent’s

pale forehead as she spoke. ,
“Leave me for what, Agnes?”’ said Mrs.
Cleveland, smoothing her daughter’s hair,

" which had fallen loose in her agitation.

“ For the convent!”

“ Louder and louder burned the fire, and
louder was the sigh of the wind without.

Mrs. Cleveland was not unprepared for this;
she had long since read her danghter's heart.
The habitual half-smile of quiet resignation
played around her I:ps Agnes was surprised
at her calmness, . S .

“ And you would really leave me then, my
child "’ resumed the mother; tenderly pressing
the small hand she had taken in hers,

.
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“Leave you for God alone!” said Agnes;
‘“for God alone, mother. Do not think me in-
sensible to all your goodness; do not doubt my
love—you cannot, you do not doubt it! I have
been unhappy because I dreaded your opposi-
tion, and knew the trial I was preparing for
you; unhappy, because I was resisting an im-
pulse which I recognized as from heaven, and

which, in spite of every human obstacle I must -

obey!”. |
Mrs. Cleveland was still unmoved, or if there
was any change, it was only in her clear eye,

in which the unshed tear hung and trembled;

only in the slight movement of her lips, play-
ing with a happier smile. “Have you spoken
to your confessor?’’ she asked.
T have."
“ And—"’

‘“He cautioned me against obeying an im-

pulse which might only be transient; advising’

me to consider it more maturely.”

“ And I, my daughter, repeat -his advice.
Think not of me in your decision, but of your
own immortal soul, of Him who will one day

Judge it, and of your spotless Mother, who sits -

in heaven exalted above the angels. Please
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her, and you will not fail to please me. You
are young, and a few months in society may
undermine your purpose. But, my own Agnes,
you must be happy now—you have not pained
me, nor can you ever pain me, my child, so
Jong as you hold the call of God your first duty.”

“Yes, mother, I will be happy—it will not
cost an effort.”

- “God bless you!” Mrs. Cleveland held her
daughter closer to her heart, and Colonel Clev-
erton entered the room.

i A" quarrel and a reconciliation, I take it,
ladies,”” he said, as he threw an enormous over-
coat into a ‘corner and took off his spurs,
“ Whew! this hill ’s as cold as an iceberg, and
would freeze a polar bear, but for a friend like
this,”” and he thrust both hands into the cheer-
ful blaze that rose joyously to hail his coming.
But though apparently unobservant, the Colonel
had his eyes about him, and saw that he was

~Just in at the close of a scene.

At tea he was struck with the altered manner
of his niece. Her eyes would swim at times,
but. there was a world of joy in her face—of
calm, deep, holy joy—joy that made him wonder..
After the cloth was removed, she lit his cigar

P .
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~with a smile such as he had not seen for many
‘a day. She played backgammon with him until
after nine, and in the excitement of the game,
her eyes glittered, her laugh rang, and she shook
her hair from her temples ‘as joyously as when
he held her on his knee and gave her sweet
things to win her love. And when the old
mahogany clock struck ten, and she presented
on one knee a brimming mug of brown October,
“ Agnes,” said he, as the creaming'ale touched
his mouth, *“ thank God! you are yourself again.”
-Before the tankard descended, Agnes had left
the room.

“ Mary,” began the old man, looking stead-

fastly at-his sister. “is that young girl in love
with any one but me ?”’ ' '
¢ Not that T am aware of.”

* You have had a conversation with het,” he
continued ‘with the air of one who defies con-
tradiction.

- ¢ have.”

1
coT

“ And you discovered the secret of her unhap- -

piness?’ -

“Yes!”

¢« May I know it?’—this almost amounted to
a challenge,
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L

¢« Yes, brother, you had better know it at once.
Agnes wishes to return to the convent.”

The Colonel shuddered.

*“To spend another year there ?”’

t“ To spend her life there!”

«“As a nuin ?”’

“Yes!”

- “Good God ! thundered the Colonel, bound-
ing from his chair and knocking his stick with
terrible emphasis against the floor. “ Agnes a
nun! And you permit it, sister’” The old man
paced rapidly up and down the room, whilst the
perspiration gathered in large drops on his fore-
head. ¢ You permit it! and sit there as con-
tentedly as if she were going to a ball~—and
speak of it calmly—speak of it to me calmly—
as if I had no heart—as if I could see the immo-
lation of one of God’s fairest creatures without
a tear. Why it would make me weep to ¢hain
up one of my hounds for life—but this young
flower, this Agnes—Madam, you are stone!”

Mrs. Cleveland was silent.

« Oh, I did not think it of her!” muttered the
Colonel, in vain attempting to arrest his tedrs,
“I did not think it of her. To leave her old
uncle—I who have loved her—loved her as age

94 .
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alone can love youth—I who have made myself

a boy for her these fifteen years—to leave her
old uncle—oh, this is bad enough! But to
leave her mother

He stopped short and turned upon his sister
with a flashing eye and heaving breast:

¢ Mary—is she not your child—your own,
your only child—bone of your bone, flesh of
your flesh—has she not your own image stamped

upon her face—are you nof a mother-—and can .

you calmly see her cut down in her youth, her
hopes and beauty blasted—can you calmly see
her walking a willing fanatic into a dreary, lonely
dungeon? - Tell me, sister, can you see the
axe descending on her neck, and smile like an
Indian executioner? Tell me!—there is.the
same blood in our veins!”’'—— -

“ But not the same faith in our hearts.”

“ And you consent then ?"’. stammered ‘the
Colonel, pale with passion.

“I do, brother, and hear me. There’s nothing
under heaven so dear to me as Agnes. I lived
for her when I would have died without her. 1
have nothing else on earth toglove, save you,

brother—save you, my best and first friend!.

But, if I find that I have nursed her for God
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and not for man—for the cloister and not for
the cold, indecent, hollow-hearted ball-room,—
I tell you, brother, there’s not a mother living,
be she slave or be she queen, who will be as
proud, as happy, as thankful as I.”

““ Ah! you are leagued to kill me. Strike. I
can bear no more!” He sank back in his chair,

“ Did woman ever marry with a fairer chance
of happiness than I?’ exclaimed Mrs. Cleve-
land, rising to her full height, whilst hét- face
glowed. “Oh! I looked forward to a future
such as few can fancy ;—and when I thought it
in my reach, it turned to burning sand.”’

““ There are few such villains as ”? ‘

“ Hush! Man is too corrupt to be judged by
hisfellows. We need a more merciful tribunal,”
and she pointed above.

The Coldnel paused a moment, then changed,
his tactics. * But this young creature, scarcely
twenty, knows not her own mind; and I know
of nothing more dangerous, more treacherous,
more outrageously abominable, than to wrest this
momentary inclination to her own destruction,
before she has time 7o '

“ She shall have time I”’—

“How long "’

. % One year.”
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CHAPTER II.

¢ ONE year!” muttered the Colonel to him-
self, after Mrs. Cleveland had retired, drawing
his capacious arm-chair closer to the fire as he
spoke. His tears had dried, his face had cleared
up, and presently his eye began to twinkle with
a sly expression, as if some bright idea had
suddenly crossed his mind. ’

 One year, ch?’’ he repeated audlbly, smoothe-
ing his thin white hair: then, emptying the mug
of ale mechanically, he threw his feet he;éy

upon the fender, rubbed his hands until they

tingled, and chuckled—*1I have it! I have it!’’

The Colonel rose with that confident slow-
ness with which a gentleman of the old school
leaves the table, in the inspiration of the mo-
ment, to bring forth with his own hand his best
bottle for his best friend. He opened the front
door cautiously and stepped tiptoe on the por-
tico. He paused a moment; it was a_clear
winter night, the frost had polished the stars
and their rays surrounded them like long eye-
lashes of gold. The cold wind refreshed hlm,
and he drank it in like water.

.

-
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“Oh! my dear little pet,” he thought, they -
shall never coop you up here from the sight of
those blessed fields among which you will ramble
hereafter ' :

Then for the first time, feeling that it.-was
freezing hard, he crept on:tiptoe to the door of
a small room opening on the poerch. |

“ Charley !”” he whispered shrilly through the.
keyhole. In an instant came the answer, « 8ir!”
A turn, a sigh, a shake—the door was unbolied,
and the little fellow’s curly head appeared.

“Charley! dress warm—saddle Fleetly for
yourself, and come to the parlor. Do it quietly.”

-The sagacious boy nodded, and the Colone!
hobbled back. He took his imniense writing
desk from its time<honored green bag, unlocked
it carefully, and selecting a quill, mended a pen
with infinite pains.

Charley re-appeared before the old gentleman
had finished writing, and without saying a word,
stood by the door.

““Get closer tq the ﬁre, my boy——closer-—-

,warm up well,” ejaculated the Colonel, looking

to see that his commands were obeyed.
““There ! he continued, describing a flourish
after his name, folded the letter and sealed it.
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« Are you warm Charley ?’

“Yes, sir.”’ ’

“ Where's ‘your great coat—eh? and com-
fort—eh? Get them, you inconsiderate rascal !
Do you think I want to freeze yqu on Fleetly's
back, to be a Christmas snow-man for the chil-
dren of the neighborhood #”’

Charley retired, and the Colonel directed the
letter. ¢ Now, you're all right—no, stop! your
ear’s out,”” and he fixed the comfort carefully,
even tenderly, around the boy’s neck and head.

““ Take this letter}l:o the post office, it must go

at five by the morning mail. Be sure you drop

it into the box and not the gutter, and mind you,

Charley—not a word !”’

With a bow and a smile the trusty messenger
departed. When he had gone, the Colonel
again ensconced himself in his chair, and con-

" trary to custom, lit another cjgar and replenished
“his mug. Buthe only drank half. He sat there
“until Charley returned after performing his task

in half an hour. ,
« Well-timed, my boy‘ Is the letter in ?”
A nod.
¢ The horse attended to ?”
Another nod.
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“« Keep close to the fire then, and drink this:
drink, I'say! it won't hurt you,” said the Colonel,

- glapping him on the back.

In a few minutes more they were , both abed
but long after Charley was snoting, the Colonel
kept tossing on his pillow, repeating—

« My sister, we are playing a long game of
chess, and I have just made the first move!”

What the move was will soon appear.

If any are interested in the game, let them
follow : if placing the pieces has not been tedi-
ous, the moves perchance may please, or, what -
is more, instruct.

It may be supposed that the Colonel was 2
Protestant; he was not, however. He was a
Catholic, at least he 4ad been a Catholic; but.
that was long ago, when his mother lived. By .

~ neglecting his religious duties for forty years, he

had imbibed all the prejudices of society, all the
errors of humanitarianism—all the suggestions

‘of indifferentism ;. in short, he was utterly de-

catholicized, and nothing more nor less than a
thorough bred man of the world—living for time
and not for eternity, loving his neighbor as the

~world understands it, but neglecting his God.

3 . \
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Agnes ‘was up with the sun and at mass.

Her heart bounded gladly and fervently as she

walked home with the bloom of health, youth
and piety on her cheeks. Summer never seemed
fairer than that winter morning, and the sun on
the snow-clad hill tops told of brightnessbeyond

its own, brightness beyond the grave. No birds

were singing, but melody was all around her—
no flowers were blowing, but the air was frag-
fance, for her God was in her bosom, and her
K‘no!her leaned on her arm.

Breakfast and the Colonel were waiting for
them at Loretto. The Colonel was a scrupu-
lous observer of all the habits which bachelor-
~ ship invents and cherishes. One of these, was

to kiss his niece before coffee every morning,

when he had the chance. But this time his
embrace was more affectionate than it had ever
been, and Agnes observed it.

Christmas was drawing near. Confectioners’
windows in the village were already bespangled
with visions, that riveted.the eyes and mois-
tened-the mouths of troops of eager boys, who
knew that the harvest of thé year—the annual

feast was coming. Agnes too looked forward -

to it as a season of joy unbounded;; for her gift

@
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was to be the divine child himself who sancti-
fied the day.

Three days after the Colonel had written, an
answer came. It was brief and satisfactory :

“ My Dear old Uncle, _
¢ Expect this evening yours, “o
' “ErLeNy Anmv.” .

‘“ Bless her bright youﬁg soul!”” exclaimed
the Colonel, pressing the paper . to his heart..
““ Lel’s the queen that will win this game !”’

That day was the longest the Colonel had
ever spent: it seemed to him as though evening
would never come. He examined his tackle,
his guns, his razors; he whistled, he sang, read',
wrote, walked, rode ; but do what he would, the
hours were ages. By a strong effort, he man-
aged io conceal his anxiety from his sister and
niece ; still they might have noticed that he
started at the sound of every slelgh-bell and
that he took a particular pleasure in'standing at
the window. He was singularly musical too,
and there was scarce one ballad of the olden
time from which the Colonel did not borrow a

phrase in the course of the day.

Evening came at last, and with it, Ellen.
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“ Why, there’s a sleigh at our gate,” ex-

claimed Agnes, rising and going to the window,

“ Who can it be ?"’ said the Colonel, opening
the door.

Agnes followed him cut on the porch.

“ Who are they, Aggie—your eyes are better
‘than mine ?” :

‘“ Strangers to me, a lady and gentleman.”

Presently they heard a sweet, clear voice—
“ Yes this is the place T remember it now.

Help me out, Mr. Melville ; these country winds -

have quite starched my limbs, and I'm stiff as
your cravat.”’ -

“My Lel, I do verily believe!” crled the -

Colonel, rushing to meet her, as she leaped _

lightly from the sleigh. ¢ Lel, Lel, is not this
you?’' ~ ‘

« All that’s left of me, uncle, and this is my
very good friend Mr. George Melville, a young
gentleman who can catch a trout, shoot a par-
tridge, play all fours, and sing divinely. Take
care how you hug me, uncle, I'm cold as an

icicle, you'll break my bones, wait till I get .

warm,” and disengaging herself, she ran into

the parlor and threw herself on her kunees before
the fire '
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Mrs. Cleveland rose in amazement at this ab-
rupt entry, and Ellen, enjoying her surprise,
took off her bonnet, threw back her long golden-
curls, and still kneeling and laughing, shid:

“Now, aunt Mary, take a good Iong look—~
don’t you know me ?”

‘“ Ellen Almy!” exc]almed Mrs. Cleve]and
embracing her, as the Colonel entered, followed
by Agnes and Georgg Melville.

Without a word, Ellen flew towards Agnes,
and seizing her by the hand, led-irer as close to
the lamp on the table as she could get. There

she stood, eyeing her from head to foot, 50 comi-

cally, that Agnes could not keep from smiling. .
 ““So this is my little cousin with whom I
played, and quarreled and made up ten years
ago! Do you remember me, Agnes?”’ And
the expression of her bright face suddenly(

- changed, her eyes filled with tears, and she

threw her arms around her cousin’s neck.

““ They told me,” she continued, raising her
head from her friend’s shoulder, “that you had-
grown up to be a sweet creature, with black

hair, black .eyes, rosy cheeks and cherry"lips—-

but I little expected to find such an absolute
beauty
3*
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‘““ Come, Ellen, no flattery here,” interposed
Mys. Cleveland. Ellen, with a look of mock
gravity and displeasure, walked slowly up to
her aunt, and looking reproachfully into her
eyes, replied : | :

‘“ Madam, you do me great injustice : in the
First place, my name is Lel, not Ellen—the
world is full of Ellens, but there’s only one
Lel, isn’t there, uncle? Secondly, though my
faults are as innumergble as your virtues, I have
not"o answer for the sin of saying what I do
not think,” -

“ But what we think is often flattery,” re-
plied her aunt. -

“ Then, to please you, I'll stop saying what I
think,” and laughing more merrily than ever,
she sprang upon the Colonel, saying, “Now

that I am thawed, you may hug me as much,

as you please;” and the old gentléman took
her at her word.

There was silence for a moment—Ellen, of
. course, was the first to break it,—

“My goodness, Mr. Melville, excuse me;
but indeed I forgot all about you; have you
been in the room all this time? Permit me,
sit—Ag, my friend, Mr. Melville—sweet name, -

)

OR, THE CHOICE. ' 31

isn t 1tp Mr, Melville, my cousin, Miss Agnes
Cleveland, just from school, as that blush de-
monstrates. I wish I could blush!”

‘Even Mrs. €leveland laughed at this—and
before she had ceased, Charley appeared, and
with his best bow announced supper.

Ellen sat next to Agnes. ¢ Oh, Aggie,” she
said, I feel so happy! Do you remember the .
long walk we took one first of May—the day I

" fell in the creek and scared off uncle’s trout

foraweek? Do youremember the talk we had,
whilst T sat on the grass drying off in the sun ?”’
A smile played over Agnes’s face as she
answered' “J have not forgotte_n anything,
Ellen— T
« Lel! I tell you!”’ cried her cousin. “You
know we were talking about the future that
morning, and you said you'd marry a soldier— ‘

Cand I="’

¢ Determined to have a circus rider.”

«« That his neck might be broken as speedily
as possible,” suggested Melville.

Lel eyed him meanmgly across the table, and
said « Exactly! Aunt Mary, this is the same
milk-toast you used to glve us—where’s the
honey ?”’
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Charley brought it.

When the brief meal was over, Agnes and
her cousin, arm in arm, l'etd'the way to the par-
lor. |

‘““Put your hand on the table, Ag—there
yours is larger: than mine, but its whiter too.
Now, take off your shoe—what! your Toot
smaller than mine! I don’t believe it. Let's
see—mercy! Were you ever in Chjna?”’

“ Flattering again ?’’ said Mrs. Cleveland.
answered Ellen, ¢ I was

“ By no means,”’

alluding to her teeth.

L <In China none hold women sweet,
Unless theirsnags are black as jet.’

as old Prior says;’ and she pointed (Agnes
was laughing) to the ivory gleaming between
her lips. ] ) '

- ¢ Lel,” said the Colonel, from his arm-chair,

«“ under what impulse or by what accident did

you blunder on {is, after a meditated, deliberate,
and most unpardonable absence of neatly ten

years ?”’ |
«« After excusing myself from the accusation,

I'll answer the rest of the question. I was

eight years old when T left here ; five years were

lost at boarding-school ; two more wasted at a
/
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preparatory academy for fashionable life; of
coutse you could not expect me to interrupt my
education merely to see you. Father wouldn’t
listen to it. Then, I was packed off to Europe
for two years, to obtain a fine classical finish—
and on my return, there were so many enter-
tainments, that for two’ seasens I had not a
moment to spare my nelatives and friends,
without doing injustice to my multitudinous
admirers. Isn’t it so, Mr. Melville ?”

Melville drew a long breath, and answered
“Yes.” ’

“ Agnes, that was meant for a sigh,” resumed
the lively girl; ‘““he is incorrigibly romantic.
Well, uncle, one morning I found myself not
fifty miles from here, on a wedding frolic—and
as the sleighing was good, it struck me to com-
fort your old eyes by my presence, especially as
there is a chance- of the snow’s melting and a
ride back in the mud. Where shall we go to-
night, Aggie ?’”’

“To bed, 1 suppose,” said Aglﬁes, after see-
ing the drift of the question.

“Do you go to bed every nighh Agnes?”

“ Yes.” :

~“But, before that? Oh, dear! Is there
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nothing to be seen about here? no sights—no
rustic soirees—no qpera? How do you manage
to exist between nine and twelve ?”’ '

“ By talking and sleeping.”

*“ No sleeping now,” observed Melville sotfo.

voce to the Colonel.

“ A piano, as I live,” went on Lel, disregard-

ing the allusion to her loquacity,  strike a note
"and I’'m dumb. Come, Agnes, let me see how
you’ve been taught.”

Agnes at once consented and played a theme
with variations by Herz. Lel was silent, ac-
cording to promise; but hardly had the last
note sounded, than she broke forth:

¢ Cousin, do you call that playing? Listen
to me!”’ She sat down to the instrament, and
after a short prelude, began an adagio of Beetho-
ven’s. During the first bar, her face changed:
as she went’on her eye seemed to catch the in-

spiration of the music, the giddy, laughing girl .

fled before something nobler—she was another
being.. Agnés stood almost breathless beside
her, surveying her cousin in joy and wonder.
As the sublime melody rolled on, gathering
strength from the deepening harmony, her tears
started ; and when the piece was over, unable

'me 4 lesson I.shall never forget !

-/
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to restrain the impulse, she clasped Lel in her
arms. She was too good, too pure not to per-

ceive her own inferiority and rejoice in it.

““ My dear Lel,”’ she said, ‘“you have glven
1
-« Imitate me in every thing, cousin, and you
will be perfect,” said Lel. :

Melville, whom the adagio had vxsubly af-
fected, advanced to the piano.

““ Miss Almy,” he said,  play that agam, and
I'm yours for ever.”

Lel looked at him till he laughed in spite of

- himself, and then, without discontinuing her

gaze, began to sing John.Anderson, my Joe Jokn,
whilst Melville retreated in dismay. The con-
versation sodn became general, and thus passed
Lel's first evening at Loretto.
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CHAPTER III.

= / .

Two new pieces are now in motion at Lo-

retto, Ellen Almy and George Melville. In a
few words, perhaps, we may bring them nearer
to the eye.

Lel—let us call her so, for it is a sweet name
either in itself or from association,—was a'year
youngerthan Agwes. The daughter of a wealthy
merchant, with all the advantages of wealth
“and fashion, gifted with no ordinary share of
personal beauty, and peculiarly endowed with
‘that indescribable fascination of manner which
‘has no name—Lel was a pet wherever she went.
She was above envy and without a rival. What-

ever she did became a law for the satellites

around her; scarcely had a new fancy struck
her, before it was reduced to practice, and once
realized, it grew into a fashion. Her actions
and sayings were retailed at second-hand, and
sought after with much avidity by all those who
borrow from the fruitfulness of others to supply
their own mental sterility.

" Of course Lel had been spoiled. “ Most per-

sons only knew her as a light-hearted, flippant -
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girl, with wit enough to amuse others, but
without prudence to govern herself. But those
who looked beneath the transparent surface,
could see a noble vein of deep feeling re-
sponding firmly and healthfully to every genu-
ine touch. Lel had much talent and more
genius: she acquired without much difficulty
what others had written, but rose without an
effort to higher things of which they never
dreamed. There are many in the world who
resemble her, many we meet daily in the morn-'
ing and in the evening, who to the same levity
unite a certain strength and elevation of char-
acter; but there are few who equal her, few
who combine such girlish merriment with such
womanly worth,

Lel’s mother had been a Catholic, but she
was dead, and her father being a Protestant,
gave her a Protestant Episcopalian education. .
Of Catholics she knew little, save from stereo-
type calumny, and from her own juvenile ob-
servations in France, Spain and Italy.

George Melville was near thirty. Early in
life he was left lord of himself, sole heir to a
large fortune. . There was nothing remarkable
in his person besides a high forehead' and a

4 - .
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bright eye; but all his friends considered him
attractive. There*was more in him than was
seen at first, much that was only perceptible to
the few who knew him well. He had been a
hard student all his life, and gave to the classics
the long winter evenings so generally sacred
to revelry and dissipation. He did not, how-
ever, totally abstain from society, but carefully
avoided becoming its slave. To strangers he

was reserved and formal, with others cheerful

and familiar. There was an air of close scru-
tiny about him from which ninety-nine in a
hundred shrank. Lel was not one of these:
she defied both competition and scrutiny. She
and Melville, though apparently diametrically
opposite in taste and disposition, had been fast
friends for more than a year, and it was rumored
that they were engaged to be married. This
was false, however, not one word of love hav-
ing passed between them. The masses—the

unreflecting and unfeeling list of visitors, won-

dered at their intimacy; though surely it was

not surprising that Melville should discover:

Lel’s real value, or that she should prefer his
intellectual gifts to the superficial endowments
+of the bulk of her acquamtances

OR, THE CHOICE. 89

¢t Charley!”’ cried the Colonel the next morn-
ing, after breakfast, ““saddle Fleetly for Mr.
Melville and Lilly for Miss Agnes! Do you
hear, my boy? Off with you, and bring them
up in five minutes. Mind the girths, you ras-
cal, there are two precious lives dependmg on
the proper hole in a leather strap.”

‘“ And you don’t mean to order a horse for

. me,”’ muttered Lel, pouting as she spoke; ““am

I to remain here for your special edification ?”

¢ You must not begrudge me an hour this
morning,”’ answered her uncle. I will intro-
duce you to the farm, my dear child, and coun-
teract your excessive affectation by an mfusmn
of rusticity.”

“Well,”” replied Lel, as Charley and the
horses appeared, ¢ I shall endeavor to proﬁt by
the manners of your turkeys, chickens, pigeons,
pigs, cows; and I doubt not, but that after a
diligent study of your sheep, I shall prove an
absolute lamb. Farewell, mes amis!” she
exclaimed as Agnes and Melville mounted,
“Farewell!” she repeated as they galloped off,
and turning to her uncle, looked him steadily

and seriously in the face.”

- Mrs.Cleveland was sewing in the back parlbr.




40 LORETTO: Y

A peculiarly sly expression played around the
corners of the Colonel’s mouth, and he glanced
stealthily towards the back parlor. :

“ Now Lel,” he said with great 51gn1ﬁcance,
““ come to my sanctum, and I'll show you my
tackle.”

The Colonel’s Sanclum was a small room
next his chamber. Itcontained all his sporting
apparatus, all his curiosities, all his petty bache-

Jdor contrivances, a large book-case crowded
with Turf Registers and Treatises on Angling,
heaped over noble editions of the English Es-
sayists and the old English Dramatists. A
round table stood in the centre, covered with
papers, heaped up in that glorious confusion
which an author loves and a housekeeper hates.
Two rocking chairs and a red lounge were the
only seats,

Lel took one chair, the Colonel the other.

«“QOh, uncle,” said Lel, shaking her finger at
him, ”what a little lymg hypoerite you have
made me.’

“In a good cause, my queen,
old man.

“ You wrote me word that Agnes intended to
bury het beauty in a convent, and that I must

1’

replied the :

i
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come and prevent it. But what possessed you

" to insist on my dropping in as if by accident,

with a lie on my lips? O, it'kills me to play .
the hypocrite! I was tempted in spite of your
commands to salute Agues by falling on her
neck, and declaring that if she ever took the
veil, it would have to go over my head tbo all
the priests in Christendom to the contrary not-‘
withstanding.”’

‘“Ha! hal” laughed the Colonelg, “very
good very good, my own sweet pet. But mark
me, Lel, if her mother suspects us, we are gone.
I tell you that Agnes Cleveland, in her cradle,
was devoted to the cloister; and I know my
sister well enough to assert that, if we show
our hand, we lose the stake.”

“ Very well, uncle, as you say. Oh, Lel, Lel,
have you come to this! a snake in the grass—
a wily, subtle, deep, designing serpent. What

would Melville say!”’

“ Whatever he pleases,” interposed the
Colonel haughtily., ¢ Listen, Lel, my plan is

. briefly this: while you stay, to consecrate all

your energy, all your fascination, all your
genius, to divert your cousin’s mind from her
present purpose, and spread out before her all

4%
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the allurements of refined society. But.do it
gradually, smoothly, gently, do it so that the
transition will be unfelt, so that her mother—

“ Wili have every reason to despise me 1"’
cried Lel, springing to her feet. ¢ Yet, it
must be done! The life I lead is bad enough,
God ’knows, but it’s better than a convent.”

Lel said this mournfully. She was standing
by the window, her, hand resting on a mag-
nificent pair of antlers whose ample arms sus-
tained a powder-flask, shot-pouch, bird-bag,

and quite a varlety of old hats and caps adapted

to al]l the seasohs and every species of weather.
The Colonel sat silently eyeing her, as if not a
little puzzled.

Lel looked out.upon the snow-clad p]a.m-—-
upon the pale blue wintry sky, and fell into a
revery, that strange compound of thought and
feeling, which soothes and saddens too.” She
was startled from it by a heavy hand on her
shoulder. She turned; the Colonel stood be-
~ side her; his cheeks were wet with tears, hls
upper lip was quivering.

““ Lel,” he said, “if what 1 ask is painful, I

will not demand it; but—" the words died away

n his throat.

OR, THE CHOICE. 43

Lel dried his eyes and her own with her hand-
kerchief. “ Uncle!” she exclaimed impetu-
ously, * the road to heaven is not by trampling
on your heart, and Agnes must take another
path! Your hand, uncle!” —They joined
hands.— 1 solemnly pledge ‘myself to wean
Agnes from her choice of a religious life if all
the influence at my command can do it! I
will tell her the story that enchanted me; I will
reveal the beautiful visions that seemed to hover
before me ; I will tell her of the raptures I have
had and of the raptures I still expect. If she
resists me, she’s invincible !”

‘“ Bless you! bless you, Lel!” repeated the
Colonel—putting baek her hair and pressing

- her head to his bosom. Though for ten years

he had rarely seen-her, and then only for a day
or two, as he travelled, yet, at that moment, she
was almost as dear to him as Agnes. “You
have given me new life, my child—there’s vic-
tory in your'ﬂashincr face! Can you guess my
next great move "’

“Take Agnes home with me after Christmas?”

“Eh? Have you fathomed your old uncle so

'soon? To be sure~—go with you she must!

Take her to every opera and every ball—"’
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«No, no,” broke in Lel; I shall carefully

select from both, or you’ll soon have her here
by telegraph, more eager than ever for the con-
vent,” | |

‘““Introduce her to the handsomest men—"’

“ And disgust her at once.”

¢ Surrounid her with the most stylish women,”

« And sicken her completely.”

“ Well then,” suggested the Colonel, taken
sadly aback, ‘‘begin by accustofning her to
small tea-parties, where intelligence makes the
absence of music and dancing unfelt.” ‘

Lel fairly screamed and langhed till she reeled
back again to the window.

“Take her to a tea-party? My dear good

for nothing old uncle, why you’d have us both

- back for the convent !’

“Lel,” said the Colonel? and stopped short.
Lel turned, expecting something else; her
bright eyes glittering from laughter, like violets
dewy in the morning.

“Lel—" He looked up, and catching her

mischievous glance, inwardly admitted that he

was onTy making himself ridiculous, and turning
away to save his dignity, added, *“ Do just as you
please, and be hanged to you!”

[
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« Tell me, uncle and tell me tluly, am I not
the abler tactician on my own ground? Your

‘conceplion of the game is a master-plece, but

leave the details to me.”

““ Right, right—you’re always right.”

“l knew a young girl, situated just as Agnes
is, who became a nun because her friends over-
did it in trying to prevent her. I don’t often
praise myself—but I can managé the human
heart as easily as I can a horse, provided T once
get the reins.”’ ‘

“ We must not let hér mother suspect; be

‘ prudent Lel.”

- Lel was looking out .of the Wmdow instead
of listening. |

“ What fine buildings are those ?”’ she asked.

“The convent,” replied the Colonel, suppress-
ing a curse,

“The convent!” said Lel, musing. “So itis,
ther(?’s the old house; but there are so many
new ones around it, it’s not easily seen. Ah,,
me! T don’t wonder Ag wants to stay there.
Nonsense! they’d cut off all her beautiful black
hair, and crimp her face up in a skull-cap, and
set her to scrubbing floors and scouring pots.
She shan’t go!” -
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« She shan't "’ responded the Colonel, ¢ and
now my sister, I cry, check!”—

Thus plotted Lel and the Colonel, whilst
Agnes, little suspecting what mischief they were

hatching, rode gaily beside George Melville.

Melville was much interested in his companion—
she was a new character to him: new, not only
because the inexperienced school girl peeped
from almost every sentence—or because her
manners were artless and unvarnished by social
attrition, though affable, striking and dignified
by interior correctness and feeling ; Melville had
seen many such. It may have been this, in
part,—but there was something else,~—some-
thing entirely new, yet still suggesting things
which had passed for him, but which might
come again,~something he admired, without
knowing why,~—something which repelled, while
it attracted.

The world has some redeeming points, and
society might be worse : public opinion is yet
sufficiently Christian to discountenance open
crime. The thousands we meet have nothing
to blush for—their names are stainless—their
eyes are bright and fearless, their hopes are high,
there is no brand on the brow-——the tribunal to
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- which they appeal acquits and commends ; their

belief in their own integrity, like a good con-

. science, makes them lovely and enchanting.
But, oh! when God and not man affixes the seal
. of innocence, when the soul, pure in thought
. as well as in act, walks in the midst of “ a thou-
. sand liveried angels,” how different, how dif-
' ferent !
+ sense and true feeling—a keen, experienced ob- .
! server, a tourist of more than half the world j—
- but he found Agnes a new character—one he

Aye, Melville was a man of strong

had yet to-read. o
At first he found it difficult to remove her

. embarrassment, and to converse as cordially as
. he wished. But the sun was bright, and the

horses bounded along: long before their return,

| Melville had conquered the difficulty, and even
| reached that desirable point~seldom soon, and
| sometimes never gained —where people ex-
| change thoughts as well as words.

“ Aggie, dear,’ said Lel? as they alighted, ¢ do

L you know that you're just one half hour after
| dinner time?”’
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CHAPTER IV,
3
Tee scene is still the same; but patience,

reader, it will soon be changed. There are not |

many spots, even in your fancy, superior to Lo~

retto, poorly as our meagre description reflects’

its beauty. We might labor for hours to picture
all its charms—to copy the fine prospect it com-
manded, without making it a whit more enchant-
ing. Loretto had no waterfalls around it—no
gloomy, splendid glens—no towering masses of
rock cleaving the clouds in stern sublimity : but
every tree, every field, every outline of the un-
dulating plain had a meaning; the place had a
Genius—theindefinable spirit of beauty haunted
the spot. : ‘

Let us spend a few more evenings there—
they will not be lost—they are necessary to the
sequel. Let us still linger around that bright,
crackling, intelligent wood-fire, inspiriting that
plain little parlor, before we are transported by
Lel’s magic to the coal-furnaces and sumptuous
drawing-rooms of the city. Christmas is but

*two days off and then we leave, not to return
till the forest trees are in leaf—the orchards
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heavy with fruit; not to rep
flowers have passed awaf

until the spring-
and the busy bees

- have exhausted the honey-suckles Wreathmrr the
~ white porches of Loretto.

““ Why are you so sad Lel ?’ said Mrs. Cleve-
land.

‘“ Because I am going to leave you to-morrow."

“ To-morrow !”” echoed Agnes.

“ To-morrow !”” repeated the Colonel.

“I must,” said Lel, ¢ or father.will have all
the alarm bells in town ringing for me, and all
the constables in creation after Mr. Melville.”

“ Are you tired of our solitude ?” asked her
aunt. . o

“No, aunt; but I am sure Mr. Melville is
heartily sick of your” country monotony, and
longs for the variable gaiety he has made essen-
tial to his existence, Much as I wish to stay, I
am not selfish enough to enjoy myself at his

. expense.’’

“‘Is that your only reason ?’ said Melville.
“Not the only one,—but still a sufficient one
fora creature as considerative and self-sacrificing

as 1.”
“Lel! P gasped the Colonel thumpmg the
floor with his stick. ¢/ Are you serious ?”’

5
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«« As serious as I ever was, or ever expect to
be.”

¢ Do you love me, Lel?”

“Yes.”

¢« Then stay.’

¢« Can’t, uncle!”

« Look’ce, my young gitl, I am not used to
contradiction.”

«« Nor I either,”” retorted Lel.

-« Do you dare to follow your inclinations in
spite of my commands "’

¢“ Dare you pretend to command my inclina-
tions? No man in Christendom can boast of
that., Leaving Agnes is the hardest part of it.
If only you and aunt Mary were in the case, I
might get up a parting tear; but it would dry
before it reached my mouth.” ‘

« assure you, Miss Almy,” said Melville,
¢ that so far from wishing to go—"’ '

« Did you think me in earnest when 1 spoke
of you?’ replied Lel. ¢ Oh, George Melville !
George Melville! the cottage of Loretto is the
tomb of your wit!”

« Lel!” said Agnes, ‘taking her hand and‘

kneeling down before her—*‘ Lel, I have been
‘silent, because I did not believe you; bec.ause
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I don’t, can’t, and won’t believe you. Meet me
now with your wild, wicked blue eye, and tell if
you will not spend Chrisimas with us —-—""

Lel hesitated some seconds and then replied:

“On one condition, Ap‘nes, I will.” ‘

““Name it! name it!’ cried the Colonel,
brightening like snow in the mommrr “We
grant it in advance.” :

“That you accompany me home, Agnes,”
said Lel, leaning forward, and for the first time
Iookmg her cousin full in the face. There was -
an earnestness in Lel’s manner that could not
be misinterpreted, and Agnes, taken by surprise,

“continued to gaze at her, not a little bewildered

by the proposition. It was not long, hewever,
before her eye wandered to her mother. Lel
saw the glance, and dreading it, rose quick as
Jightning, and throwing her arms around Mrs.
Clevehnd s neck, exclaimed :

My dearest aunt, if you deny me this, we
part for ever.- Never again shall Lel’s foot cross
this time-honored threshhold—never again shall
your tqast and honey bless iny lips—never again
shall these arms, which a statue might envy, be
your necklace I I will never play for you—

never sing for you~—never dance for Vou—--aud
!
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what is more, I'll never pray for you. Still stern
and unrelenting ? Oh, aunt Mary, we will guard
her as the apple of our eye—we’ll have two
dragons in special attendance-~the wind shall
be tempered to suit her—society decimated to

please her, and—Listen, aunt Mary, the rose-

shall bloom brighter in her cheeks, her foym shall
be fuller and her step freer; and you shall have
her back again, the same noble, beautiful, peer-
less Agnes 1

s This is all so sudden,” said Mrs. Cleveland
«“ that T cannot possibly give you an answer to-
night.”’

“ Give me amr answer to-morrow—and remem-
ber my threats!—they are not to be disregarded.
And as for you, my veteran,” continued Lel,
leaping upon the Colonel—¢if you do not use
all your authority in my favor, I'll never call you
uncle again!” :

“ Can’t spare Aggie! B muttered the Colonel,
afraid to look up, lest his face should betray his
thoughts.

¢ Better spare her a month, Colonel, than lose

her for ever,” and she brought her face close to
his.

“ God bless you!” he whispered in her ear.
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t« God forgive me!” she said in her heart, and
adding aloud—*1 will return in a moment,”

* left the room laughing.

She ent to her chamber, groping her way in
the dark and blinded by her tears. She knelt in
the clear moonlight at the foot of her bed.

“Oh, God!”’ she said—for in moments of
anguish we often think aloud— can I lead this
young angel forth from this holy solitude, to
share with me the spurious homnors, the tinsel
trappings, I covet and despise ? Shall I infect
her with the fatal thirst for admiration and ex-

~ citement which consumes me *—I will not!”’—

She started to her feet. “ And yet—and yet—
to wither in a- convent—to drag out life, the
miserable dupe of suicidal superstition. Could
I stand by and see the fillets put on her neck, as
the black robed executioner leads her to the
shambles? No, Agnes, you shall #ry the world
at least. If it does not sicken you, I think there
is more of the nun in me than in you!”’ |

She leaned out of the window until the cold
night air dried her tears; then carefully washed
her eyes and returned to the parlor.

“Come, Ag,—a truce to thought it’s a bad
companion. Don’t sit there like a maid of mar-

5* '
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ble come closer to me. Uncle, let your stick
alone,—I don’t want a drum obligato. Don’t
breathe so hard, Mr. Melville.”

With this, Lel began the following song, as.
merrily as if she had not wept since childhood:

¢ There was o time she rosc to greet me.
But whai, alas, cared It '
For well I knew she flew to meet me,
Yet met me with a sigh.
I left her in her deep dejection,
And laughed with merry men,
What cared I for her true affection—
I did not love her then!

But now I wander weak and weary,
And what, alas, cares she! <

1 lost her love and life grew dreary—
She scarce remembers me!

In vain, in vain I now implore her,
She spurns my tearful vow :

Too late, too late I now adore her—
‘She does not love me now !

As Lel concluded, she turned te Melville.
She had sung with even more point than the
words seemed to suggest—and the logk she
gave Melville, meant something too, whatever it

was. :
“1 never heard that before,” said Melville

N

from his seat.
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¢ You'll hear it again, though,” said Lel.

« Who's the composet ' he asked.

““ Words and music perpetrated by your hum-
ble servant. Now, sir, as the groves of Loretto
are not yet honeyed by your voice, I abdicate -
in your favor. Agnes, ask him to sing—* I am
a ?anderer it is a wild diabolical thing, and
he'delights in it.”

Melville, thus appealed to, did not wait for

Agnes to ask him.

‘““ Begin—begin !”’ "eried’ Lel seating herself
beside Mrs. Cleveland. ¢ Let your articulation
be—""" She bit her lip and crossed her armg

meekly over her. breast. Melville was sing-
ing i— .

“J am 2 wanderer !

Far from home, far from her—

The lady whom I left in tears,
Whose tears still flow for me,

The bride I have not seen for years,
And never more may see !

¢ Houseless and penniless,

None to love, none to bless!

Oh! wronged and wronging, let me ravem
In death our tears are drwd

Pll sleep as soundly in the grave,
As ever at her side I
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The wild B;xl]ad was followed by a dead silence
—even Lel was hushed. Agnes was startled—

the Colonel looked anxiously at Mrs. Cleveland,

whose face was supported and concealed by her
hand. To Melville the long pause was painful;
his powerful voice and the almost unearthly
music had produced an effect greater than he
designed or wished.

¢« A strange song that, Colone] Cleverton,” he
said, striking some ‘chords carelessly; * and it
came into my possession in a very singular way.
I was reading a new overture of Mendelsohn’s,
af a music store in London, when my attention
was diverted by a conversation between the pro-
prietor and a middle-aged- gentleman who had
entered. I could not remove my eyes from the
stranger—he fascinated me.” His dress was

negligent, his coat old and faded—but his bear-

ing proud and graceful. I cannot describe his
head and face—you may have seen the same
expression in a sculptor’s ideal of manly power
and beanty. Itseemed as if disappointment or
remorse had frozen from it every particle of
joy; but there was left, a reckless disdain of
every thing human or superhuman,. and the

* mission to glance at it.
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. shadow of a great mind embittered by adversity
and enfeebled by dissipation.”

Had Melville looked towards the corner where

. Mrs. Cleyeland sat, he would have paused ; but

observing that Agnes was hstenmg intently, he

. continued :

“He came to sell the song. As the pub-.
isher was courteously returning it, I asked per-
He assented col&ly

. and with a smile of scorn almost insulting.
The daring originality of every phrase—the }mld
 tide of melody thade me stare in astonishment
 at the stranger who claimied to be the author.
| The same withering smile was on his -face.
L We were standmg beside a piano, and without
| more ado, I sang it with all the feeling inspired
| by the novelty of the music andsthe man, It
was my turn of triumph then. Before I had
| well finished, the’ stranger seized-my hand—his

_ thin cheeks flushed and a mist gathered in his
1 eyes. :

“*You understand me,’ he said.
“*Will you sell me this song ?’ T asked. ,
‘““The flush in his cheek deepened as he re-

t plied :
" “<Are you not an Amencan ¢’
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“T bowed. A

¢« Do you return to your country ?’

“Yes.’

“ «Then honor me by accepting my song.’

¢ He saluted me cordially, and brushing
quickly by the publisher, would have gone with-
out another word. Unwilling to part from him
thus, T caught him by the arm.

¢ May I ask your name?’ I said.

¢«¢I have none.’ |

¢ ¢Stay, sir, I beg you, and let us enjoy one
hour of music together.’ '

¢ «I no longer enjoy mysic,” he replied, with an
accent that made me shudder.

“] gave him my card, saying, ‘Pray, let us
meet again.’ _

¢ ¢In heaven, perhaps,” was the only answer,
and he stepped into the street, leaving me rooted
to the floor in amazement. IHe remains a mys-
tery to this day: I can see him now—the deep
scar in his forchead ——"’ |

As if her heart had burst, a deep groan came
from Mrs. Cleveland’s breast.

¢ Peath and m@jnoss P? muttered the Colonel,
tottering towards her; but Agnes anticipated
him.
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“It is nothing, Agnes,” whispered Mrs.
Cleveland, recovering herself, “It will pass
off in an instant—only a momentary faintness.
A glass of water, my child !’ | '

The cloud on the Colonel’s brow was terrlble.

““ Could you not see,”’ said Lel, aside to Mel-

ille, ““ that every word you uttered was a dagger
plunged into that woman’s heart!” ‘

“ More mystery—more mystery,” said Mel-
ille. ¢ What have I done ?”’

“God knows!
gain.” |

But never sing‘that song
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, CHAPTER V.

As Charley was covering up the parlor-fire for
the night, Agnes lefi Lel and went to her
mother’s chamber. She- had never heard her
father’'s name mentioned—she rarely thought

of a father, and whenever she did, it was only

to offer up a fervent prayer for one who had

died before she was old enough to know or to
love him. But Melville’s song, her uncle’s
frown, and her mother’s anguish, bad revealed

a secret hitherto unsuspected;—her memory -

darted, like a ray of light, farther back into her
life,—and it seemed to her that she had loved
another before she loved the Colonel,—one who
was all kindness—one who sang to her before
she came to Loretto,~—one who was with her
day and night—one whom she suddenly missed
and wept for. Was it her father—and was he
alive? Unable to answer—unable to satisfy or
control her thousand vague conjectures,—she
now sought her mother to escape-the torture of
doubt. Agnes had seen little of the world—
her observation had been limited to Loretto and
the adjacent village ; but her inexperience was
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amply supplied by that keen, quick insight,
which néeds not the lamp of time or trial to read
the book of human pature. Before Melville:
had concluded his narrative she suspected—
when the deep groan interrupted him, she knew

“the truth.’

Mrs. Cleveland rose f'rorn herknees as Agnes
entered, and they sat down together on the bed.
The first look revealed their thoughts, and they
embraced in ‘'silence. Much as Agnes wistied
to speak, it was long before her working lips-
could pronounced the question she wished, yet
feared to utter. At last, firmly and rapidly, the
question came— '

‘ Is my father living ?”’

A flood of tears was the only reply; for the
full heart moust overflow before it speaks. ‘But
Mrs Cleveland had trained herself to resigna-
in the school of the eross: the unspoken prayer
sped from her uplifted eye and stilled her breast,
and calmed her throbbing heart and poured
light and sweetness. over the waters .of bitter-
ness on her face. Agnes waited till all was
calm, and then repeated, more firmly and dis-
tinetly still—.

“Is my father living ?”’

6
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“I know not!”

She had controlled her emotion until then— -

that fair, young glr],-,—she had nerved herself to
hear, unshrinking, whether he was alive or dead;
but she was unprepared for this terrible an-
nouncemcnt—unprepared to remain longer in
suspense—unprepared to hear from her mother’s

lips this fearful ignorance of her fathei's fate.

The dark wavering line of sudden agony rose
in her forehead, and she clasped her hands in
‘supplication and terror: pale and motionless
as death she sat, her*eyes fixed on her mother’s

crouching; as though she shrank from another

word.

“T can tell you nothlng more, my chlid ”
Mrs. Clevelaad said, employing, as she spoke,
all the arts of maternal love to heal the wound
she had inflicted,—* T can tell nothjng more.
Trust to God and pray for your father. We
may meet again,—if not here—in heaven !”’

‘Aye, to those who live for this world with
scarce a thought of the next—who centre all
their hopes, fears, joys, sorrows, thoughts, pas-
sions kere—who look on death as the end of
all—who know God only by reputation—whao
trust not his mercy in misfortune and ask not

(
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his blessing in prosperity-—who in health or
sickness fly to man as the sole companion, the
sole comfmter,—to these, indeed, a meeting tn
heaven means nothing ;—but to those who look
beyond the grave for their true home~~who hail
death as the end of exile, the beginning of life—
who hold the accidents of time light in com-
parison with their lot in eternity——who stake not
their happiness on human calculation, who
exult when the world cries Despair !”’—who,
amid change, and storm, and light, and dark-
ness, preserve a correspondence fixed above—-

.who; though in daily contact with man, are in

constant communion with God, living to love in
bliss hereafier, to these a. meetmg in heaven 1s a
promise they can realize, a blessing that takes
the sting from parting, and they know not how
to say—<‘ Farewell for ever!”’

Years of consolation could not have imparted

- to Agnes the exquisite relief of that one word.

“Yes, in heaven!” she said, again and again,
and knelt with her mother, almost rejoicing.
When Mrys, Cleveland was alone, her mind
gradually wandered from the painful subject
which had engrossed it, to the consideration of
Lel's proposition. - She had never parted f"rony
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Agnes except to place her at the convent school,
where all was harmony and peace—where the

licensed pride and revelry of society found no

footing. She mistrusted the influence of fash-

ionable life on any pure, young heart—she was

happy in her daughter’s choice—she did not
believe that temptation must be sought and van-
quished before a decision is made. But she
feared precipitation—she feared lest the strict
seclusion in which Agnes had been brought up,
might have misled her, by making habit seem
vocation. She thought it better that her daugh-
ter should see something of the world before
she renounced it. She was not conscious of
one spark of pride in her daughtsr’s beauty, or
of ambition to see it triumph in the arena of
fashion,—she regarded marriage as a very ques-
tionable blessing, and certainly aspired not to
any brilliant alliance. But Mrs. Cleveland was
a woman and a mother—she did not fully con-

sider the danger of gazing on the pomp and -

splendor and magic in which the arch-demon
steeps and gilds the orgies of his votaries,—it
did not strike her that there was not the least
occasion to witness or bid adjeu to the pleasures

Agnes could never share. She did not like to

OR, THE CHOICE. 65

judge the world too harshly,~there were many
pure, pious people in it, who lived as she did,
apart from its excesses and in the enjoyment
of its comforts ; there were some who glided un-
contaminated through all its dangerous mazes,
guided by one faithful thread that brought them
safely out. Lel was wild and light, but true-
hearted and sensible withal :—a fortnight er a

~month could make no change in Agnes, unless

such were the will of God. But Mrs. Cleve-
land came to no conclusion of her own, except
to leave the matter with Agnes and her con-
fessor. Upon .this delicate and all- 1mportant
point, her own reasoning failed to satisfy her ;—

she felt that she needed advice in a question so
dear to her—adee from those who were com-

" missioned to instruct. Her humility was equal

to her ﬁrmness-;_-for her firmness procceded
not from selfireliance, but from reliance on God
Agnes, younger in grief than her mother, re-

" mained awake long after the latter slept, think-

ing af her father and watching Lel, who was
slumbering so calmly beside her. With Agnes
it was a night of almost ceaseless prayer,—of
prayer more refreshing then than sleep. Pre-

~sently the taper grew pale in the dawn, and the

6*
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&

“merry sunbeams tipped the, window curtains
with gold—the domestics were astir—it was
the morning of Christmas eve.

“ Now,” cried Lel, “for another day at Lo-
retto !’

“I knew you did not mean to leave me,
said Agnes.

Lel drew back abashed, as she recollected
. her imperious, declaration of last night, and
some moments elapsed before she added, with
the arch gravity she could so well assume,—

““ Provided—Ag !~—provided, I can thus pur-
chase leave of absence for you.”

But the saving clause came too late. - A word,
a look, a blush, a pause, may defeat the subtlest
schemes, even when nearly perfected ; just, as
the snapping of a twig betrays and foils the
ambushed hunter when surest of his prey.
Agnes remembered now some strange looks
that had passed between Lel and the Colonel,—

she remembered many of Lel’s remarks, which

implied a knowledge of her determination to
embrace a religious life,—and after a rapid re-
view of all that had lately happcned, she felt
sure that Lel had not come to Loretto without
a purpose;\or uninvited. :
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Lel, confidant that she had parried suspicion,
ascribed the evident tumult in her cousin’s mind
to Melville’s song and the subsequent interview
with her mother. Lel had heard her father al-
lude vaguely to Mrs. Cleveland’s misfortune,
and guessed the nature of it. ¢ Poor girl,”’ she
murmured- inaudibly,—‘“no wonder she is so
thoughtful I’ :

For once in her life, Lel was decelvcd We
have already indicated the process by which
Agnes discovered, or thought she had discov-
ered, a deliberate, premeditated plan: but she

B did not stop there. She loved Lel as she stood
b there before her, young, gifted, beautiful ; the

few days they had spent together had sufficed
to endear them mutually to each other—like:
two sweet springs, they met and then flowed on
together. Agnes required ' no assistance in de-
tecting her cousin’s virtues, no -monitor to point
out her imperfections. She knew her, as if by
inspiration. Agnes was not thinking of ‘her
father—but of her who stood before her, young,
gifted, beautiful. A heroic purpose crossed her
mind-—the ardor.of a missionary glowed in her
cheeks, and if mortals are ever commissioned"
to aid an angel guardian, Agnes felt the call.

3
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Without presumption, but in hope a.nd joy, she
folded Lel to her heart, silently vowing—
s You came lo change me—Igoto change ymf! ”?
Lel, at a loss to account for so much emotion

and so little grief, could not help saying with a

smile,— ,
« Ag, T know you're unhappy, and yet you're
not sad. Does Catholic sorrow differ from Pro-

testant sorrow ¢’ o
¢TIt may perhaps: I know too little of your

heresy to decide.”

«« Then how do you know it’s a heresy ?’’ sug-

gested Lel quickly and maliciously.

«« Because the church brands it heresy. I am
not the judge.” o

« Oh, Aggie, Aggie, how delightfully humble

your charch is!”’

“ Humbler, though infallible, than you erring
and culpable individuals wHo presume to judge
her.” : .

This was the first time, and then accidentally,
that the two friends touched controversy—they
had no relish for it. But having once crossed
weapons playfully, the contest might have Wa?(ed
warmer, ‘had not the Colonel’s sonorous voice,
echoing up the stairs, terminated t}}e battle thus:
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“ Girls, are you ever coming down to break-
fast!’". : : .
~ We need not.tell how Lel redoubled her-en-
treaties,~—how Melville delicately aided her to
induce Mrs. Cleveland to consent at once to a

 brief separation from her daughter—or how the

_Colonel threw all the influence of authoritative
silence in Lel’s favor, saying nothing on either
side, but expressing by every limb, feature, mo-
tiop~—* Let her go !’ ‘

“I will. decide to-night,” was 7Mrs._ Cleve-
land’s only answer to every appeal. |

In the afternoon, Agnes and her mother or-
dered Charley to get ready their snug country
wagon for the convent,

“Lel,” said Agnes, as she was stepping into

B the carriage, ““the Litany will be sung at six,

and I want you to hear it.  You and Mr. Mel-
ville can leave here at five and be in time.”
“Gone to consult her confessor,”” muttered
the Colonel, as Charley flourished his whip—
“he will never let her go.” ‘ -
““Then,” returned Lel, ““ there’s but one thing
left—Melville must challenge him.” -
The Colonel was in no laughing humor. - He
did his best to content himself in the cottage,
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exhausting cvery position possible to the ﬁmman
body, and exploring every room in the house,
without satisfaction ®or repose. TFinally, he
caught up his gun and swore he would have-a
brace of partridges for supper.

Lel and Melville were left alone without ex-

| actly knowing what to do. A shade passed
over the young girls brow, as she watched Mel-
ville intently for a while, as he sat abstractedly

gazing towards the convent. But her glad, gay

look ‘ébon returned, and she said— ,
“T wouder whether a little music will not

keep us aiiv?nti] five o’clock.”

Forsome phinutes she played without an aim,
trifling with some pretty melodies that came

first into her mind ; but presently higher thoughts '

began to dawn, and she blended into one supetb
whole a thousand fragments of fine 1deas, some
original, some remembered, until Melville him-
self, often as he had witnessed these flights of
genius, was fairly astounded. The cottage
seemed to be alive with musie, as Lel, forgetful
of herself, of him and of all else, save the
beauty she was creating, lovelier than she had
ever been, poured forth the unpremeditated

strain. The movement was rapid but sad,

L
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though variable as an April morning, until there
seemed to be an evident comcentration on one
idea; and then, gathering all her strength for
the sublime theme, which she had been almost
imperceptibly approaching, she dashed without
pause or breathing into a fugue of John Sebas-
tian Bach’s. Every touch unfolded some ex-
quisite passage in the master’s life—and Mel-

_: '_ ville could see the fair-haired child of genius
[ studying thorough-bass by moonlight, lest his
B jealous brother, catching the gleam of his lamp,
| should send him to the garret—he could see

| him toiling on cheerfully through persecution

and neglect, until in the full blaze of acknow-

ledged superiority he rose like the day star

from the mists of the horizon. |
“What do you think of that?” cried Lel, as

 evidently delighted as though another had per-
| formed, w:th tears still in her eyes. .

“J w1sh it had lasted forever!” was Melvxlle 8
enthusmstlc reply.
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CHAPTER VI.

It was quite dark when Lel and Melville en-
tered the convent chapel. Lel was admitted, at
Mrs: Cleveland’s instance, through the private
door. ' The-tapers on the altar were not yet lit,
and-:the soft-light of a single lamp produced an
efféct more solemn- than darkness. A -novice.
showéd hed to a pew, where she sat down in
silerice, Well pleased to have some moments for
reflection:in a place so favorable to meditation.

:‘Mélville was conducted to a recess on the
right ‘of the altar. He looked anxiously round
for :Agnes and her mother, but they were either
invisible or absent. Had the folding doors of
the sacristy’been open, he would have seen the
confessor of the convent sitting betWee_n.Mrs,
Cleveland and Agnes—and had he been a little
nedrer; might have heard the end of 4 discus-

sion, in which he was interested :even:more.

deeply than he imagined.

The confessor was a middle aged man, tall
and spare, slightly bald—his face marked with
that beautiful character of meekness and benevo-
lence which belongs to those, alone, who ever
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B  fecl that the eye of God is on them. A life of

piety and self-depial is marked by lines as legi-
ble as the farrows which irreligion and profli-
gacy plough : there needed not the surplice and
the cassock to point him out as “a man of
God.” | | |

- Mrs. Cleveland and Agnes, after ‘receiving
absolution, had called him into the sacristy and
acquainted him with Lel’s proposition.

“I am somewhat afraid of this same Lel,” he
said, after they had sketched her character. '« I
should not like to trust our rustic little Agnes
with so accomplished a belle. Do you think it
advisable, madam ?” )

“Ileave the matter entirely with you,” Mrs,

B Cleveland replied,

““ And what says Agnes ?"’.

“I wish to go!” returned A Spi

' ! nes, graspin
his hand, - S g

“You wish to go!” repeated the confessor,
eal.'ne‘stly surveying his’ youthful charge,—his
voice faltering as he spoke, in astonishment and
fear. :

“Yes!” cried Agnes, kneeling before him
and meeting unflinchingly his reproving look.
““Oh, father, I cannot tell you how beautiful a

m _
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soul is straying from heaven in that Lel whom

you fear, I know she wishes to change my

présent purpose—I know she came here chiefly

to alter my determination—1I know she expects

my visit fo her to promote or accomplish her

object. But I have found out that she is less
attached to the world, than I am to the clois-

ter—that she would sooner relinquish her idols,

than I the veil. In the struggle between us,

the victory will be mine, not hers! For this, I
wish to go 1” : a

The priest regarded her a while in silence,
and then said with a smile of compassion and
love— S

««Is this your only reason, my child ?”

Tt is indeed! If there be in my heart one:
larking wish to see or share the pleasures I
‘have heard of, but never tasted,—'—if there be
one spark of curiosity to know something of
ife’s pageantry before I leave it—if there hbe
-any motive other than that 1 have mentioned,
‘before heaven I am unconscious of it.

¢ My child, my child, your motive is beauti-
ful. But your generous design will plunge you
inte tem})tations, which it would be presump-
tion to seek without 2 special call.”
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* Father,” said the young girl, her dark eye
gleaming with radiance beyond that which men
call beauty—*‘ Father! it is not merely because
I have been educated in a convent school
screened from conventional blandishments 'byt
the solitudes of Loretto, and accustomed from
infancy to the impressive observances of this
consecrated retreat, that I have determined to

g ‘be a religious. 1 have heard my schoolmates
| picture their city homes and pastimes, in colors

brighter perhaps than reality. The finger of
Goc! has pointed out my vocation, and my
cl.lplce is unalterably made. As I recognized
his blessed hand when I first announced to you
my fixed resolve—so do I now recognize his
sacred voice,—and it bids me Go!”

Agnes still knelt, her hands clasped, her face
upturned to heaven, as if bearing witness to her
truth. It was a beautiful group—-the priest and
th.e mother in tears—the daughter’s lips parted
with something holier than a smile.  *

“Yes,” she fervently continued, kissing her
conﬁfssor’s hand, ““Let me begin my mission
now !’ 7 N

‘ qome to me after the Angelus—bring your
-cousin and her friend: if I permit you then, -
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remember,—-—xt w1ll be the exception, not the
rule.’’

One by one, the candles on the altar were -

lighted, and Melville could see Lel-—kneeling
or leaning forward, he knew not which; but
still there was no sign of Agnes. Presenily a
sweet-toned bell began to ring—and then a

" rustling was heard, as a hundred girls, two by § =8

two, and a hundred sisters entered the chapel.
Melyille had bestowed only a careless glance
on the exquisite marble work of the altar, and
was examining a fine painting in the gleam on
the opposite wall, when two figures appeared
through the side door of the sacristy and knelt
in‘the front seat. It was Agnes! But nevet
till then had. Melville seen the expression at
which he wondered,.kindled into such active
power: it was as if a bud, already marked as

the fairest in the garden; had burst into a flower.

more rare, more fragrant, more beautiful than
all the promise of spring. The mellow light
streamed full on her face, revealing the glory
which invests the body, when, detached from
earth without the bitterness of death, the soul
mounts on the wings of faith to commune with
its Redeemer. He could not turn away from
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the apparition—he feared lest it should disap-
pear—it was so spiritual—so unreal-—so an-
gelical. Agnes knew not that any human eye
was on her, for her own was on heaven :~but
Lel knew it!

The folding doors of the sacristy .opened-—-
the confessor, unattended, knelt before the
blessed sacrament—the Litany of MARY began.
With the deep swell of the organ, came a clear,
soft voice, intoning:those dear, dear, ever dear
epithets, which the sanctity of ages has lovingly
and humbly bestowed on the Virgin Mother of

- Jusus, whilst the choir responded in unison,

“ Ora pro nobis!I”

And when the chanting ceased the convent
bell again was. heard—and the Angelus went
murmuring from the altar to the choir. The

. ceremony was over—~too soon for Lel—too soon

for Melville, upon whom it left an impression
of profound sadness. S
Agnes had displayed so much penetration

" and -resolution, that her confessor was more

than half inclined to yield the point; but well

knowing the seraphic shapes in which the subtle

fiend deludes innocence; he deemed it more pru-

dent to withhold a decision until he had seen Lel..
7#
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He had not long to wait before she entered
with Agnes, followed by Melville and. Mrs.
Cleveland. = After the ordinary greetings of first
acquaintance, he conducted them from the
sacristry to a room in a small brick house ad-
joining the church, and bade them warm them-
selves, whilst he placed wine and cake on the
table. As Mrs. Cleveland approached to assist
him, he whispered— |

¢« Is that young gentleman a relative ?”’

« Eingaged to my niece, I believe.”

« Ag—"" said Lel, looking from the ceiling
to the floor, and scrutinizing the window sashes
—¢ were we not here once before ¢”’ -

t* More than once,” replied Agnes.

“ But you were not here then ?”’ resumed

Lel, appea.lé:sg' to the Confessor.
«“No, Miss Almy, or I should remember

you.”’

¢« And Ishould remember you, though I must
have been a very little girl then. What has
become of your predecessor—the old gentleman
in spectacles—who looked like a prophet, and
told me that I would one day be a better Cath-
olic than Agnes?”’ S

¢ Father Thomas,” suggested Agnes.
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~“Yes!” cried Lel, eagerly, as the name re- -
called his image more vividly.

“He is enjoying, I trust, the full reward of
his pious labors,” answered the priest, ¢ and
perhaps praying now amidst the angels for the
fulfilment of his prophecy.  Miss Almy,” he
continued presenting her a glass of wine—

*there is a milk-white lamb amongst these hills -

whom we love and watch most tenderly,—and
you have come to steal her from us.”

Lel was silent. .

“ You have made her believe that our coun-
try fields afford poor nourishment, and taught
her to sigh for more alluring pastures.”

Lel was silent—Melville restless.

“You would have her forsake the simple

| herbage that has hitherto sustained her, to crop

the hot-house plants which may poison as soon
as tasted.” \ |

“You do her too much injusti ‘ ” obj |
justice,” objected.
Melville. , :

- Are.you too in the conspiracy, Mr. Mel-
ville?  There are four against me then,” re-

torted the Confessor; looking from one to the
other, f

“As suppliants only—not extortioners,”
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added Lel, turning away, as if to examine a
proof engraving of the Last Supper.

The good priest had at last made up his mind,
and taking Agnes by the hand, he said——

« And for how long, my child, would you
leave us?' |

“ For a month.”

«Miss Almy, you must turn your back on
me no longer. I own myself vanquished—and
commit your cousin to your keeping for a

month!”’

Melville bowed deeply, and thanked him cor- ;
« worthy of so holy a charge!”’

dially, whilst Agnes crossed over to Lel, who
was still examining the picture.

“Why, Lel!” exclaimed Agnes, completely
taken by surprise, as Lel, who had been vainly
struggling with her tears, fell weeping on her
neck. ) ' :

« Strange—strange girl,” murmured Melville
to himself— When shall T ever know her real
character!” ‘

«“Tears of joy, my child?”’ inquired the con-
fessor, touched by her emotion.

«No, sir!” cried Le}, “tears of sorrow! I

" could not ask your cofsent, because in my in-
Up to this §¥

most soul I did not wish it.
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moment, I have labored incessantly to induce

Afgnes‘to accompany me home—but my heartd
failed me at the dawn of success; and were |

not prevented by—"" her promise to her nnele

flashed acrass her—*by—by violating every

rule of propriety and respect, I would suppli-

ciate you now to retract your permission,”

“ Which I should never do,” said the priest
whp saw the beautiful soul of which Agne;
sp_qke, shining through' the tears in Lel's eyes,

“Place her not in my keeping!” continued
Lel with mournful earnestness—“I am not'

“Then in God’s keeping! I relieve you of
responsibility,” and from that moment the name
of Ellen Aln'fxy ‘became an altar-word; ~and
throughout that peaceful convent there’ were
prayers offered up from many a pure heart for
her peace and happiness. |
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CHAPTER VII.

TuAT might Lel had a dream. She dreamed
that she was in the Convent Chapel, alone—at
midnight; that as she was kneeling there, a
lady, whose face was concealed by a white veil
spangled with stars, appeared upon the altar.
Slowly and noiselessly the figure moved to-
wards her and stood over her-——the veil was up-
lifted—it was her Mother!~—Not the pale, cold
body she had seen in the coffin,—but the mild,

warm, bright being, whose breast had once been '3

her home—the living Mother of other days.
She dreamed that her Mother kissed her, say-
ing—¢‘L have come to life again—you are no
longler motherless:—though invisible, I will be
ever at your side, to hear your lowest whisper,
and grant whatever a parent’s love may bestow.
Sleeping or waking, I shali watch over you—go
where you will, I am with you,—and though
years and years may pass before we meet again,
remember that your Mother lives!”

The figure receded to the altar, as if wafted
back by unseen wings—a smile of more than
mortal sweetness overspread her face—and from
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| her hands and forehead streamed forth rays of

glory, bathing the sanctuary in light. It was
still her mother’s form~but not her mother,—
not the mother who had died:—but One like
her, only far more beautiful, far more powerful,
and in loving whom, she loved her parent too.
It was still her mother, but more than her
mother - ;

“0O holy One, leave me not!”’ trembled on
her lips, as the lovely vision seemed about to
lose itself in excess of light: butin the effort to
speak, she awoke with a Christmas sun beam-
ing full on her face. It was nine o’clock.

“I thought you were never going to wake,”
said Agnes. “Do you know that you have
been crying'in your sleep ?”

“Oh! I have had such a dream,” sighed Lel,
pressing the tears from her eyelids. “Idreamed

| that my mother was living and appeared to me:

—how beautiful she was!—And now, ‘that you
smile—you remind me of the look she gave me
as she vanished. Ag— when I first woke and
saw you kneeling there I thought you were an
angel,”’ :

“I wish I were, Lel, if only to be your guar-

(¥ dian.”
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¢« What have you been doing to yourself this
morning "’
¢ Nothing. What do you mean?”
‘“ Have you been riding P”-—pursued Lel,
after a pause. :
«1 rode to the Convent with mother."”
«« What took you there so early?”’
“To go to Communion.”
¢«“To Communion,” murmured Lel, resting
her cheek on her hand; then turning fondly to
"her friend, she said,—* Agnes, do you think
that, if T had been to Communion, I should
look as you do now? If I thought so, I
‘might—e— '
““ Do you really. mean to go home with me
to-morrow ?’’ _
“Yes,” replied Agnes, laughing.
tYes?”’ echoed Lel, adding sadly and slawly,
t“May I never hear music again, if I am not
sorry for it!"”

ra

The Colonel was getting ready for church.

Christmas, he said, was one of the few festivals
in the year, when it became imperative on
-every thorough-bred gent]e}nan to appear in
his pew, just to show that Christianity was a
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very good thing in its way, and to encourage
the lower classes in their harmless devotions.

There was a smack of vulgarity in staying home

on such an occasion—it savored of false aris-
tocracy :—men ought to concede something to
the practice of their ancestors and the preju-
dices of ‘their neighbors—in short, he owed it
to himself and the community to go to church.

" A landholder of liberal tastes and fine impulses

was, of course, not required to hear mass as
regularlyy as a daily laborer or a woman ; but
still it was incumbent on every admirer of the
Gospel to make some public acknowledgment,
once in a while, of his respect for Christianity
and his want of sympathy with atheism. - Be-
sides this, there was a drop of Catholic blood
in the old man’s heart, which ran thrilling
through his veins at the sound of the- Christ-
mas mass-bell, startling his well-contented con-
science an instant from its slumbers. -

The Colonel had already bestowed an’ hour
on his toilet, and with Charley’s aésistancé, it

- was nearly complete. Touched by the keen

edge of his favorite razor, his chin was as
smooth as an infant’s—his hair was richly pow-

dered—his white cravat tied in faultless sym-
8
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meiry. No wonder he stood bef’ore the glass,
so complacently arranging his ruffles, whilst
Charley brushed his best coat, for he was hale,
hearty and handsome ; 'and, with his well-turned
linbs, his imposing carnage, his rich complex-
ion, so peculiar to the gentleman eplcure his
fine head and delicate hands, he was at that
moment a study for an artist. ,

« Brush it well, my boy,” said the Colonel,
anxious to be seen to all possible advantage;
for he knew that his appearance in church was
expected by all the parish; that his entrance
could not in the nature of things be unob-
served that after service, every eye would be

on him.
«“ Not a speck!” cned the old man-—dili-

gently examining the coat and taking a gold-
piece from his waistcoast pecket. -~ “Have you
heard Mass, Charley ?”’

¢« Yes, sir; three masses.”

¢« That’s right.”

¢« And I went to communion with mistress.”

«“You're a good boy, Charley ~——giving him
the gold-piece. ** Why, yotL,bow equal to 2
dancing-master or a Muscova duck. Now get
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my hat—]I wish it were a few years younger—-—-
but it will do—it will do.”

“I never saw you look so well in my‘]if’e,
ir,”” whispered Charley, timidly, as he dexter-
ously applied the brush for the last’ time, and
drew back to contemplate his master in humble

admiration.

“Ha! ha!” laughed the Colonel, niot at all
dlsplea[sed ““I thank you ‘for the Christmas-
gift, especlally”-he internally concluded— -
““as it is not undeserved. Now, my boy, get
the carriage. I will drive.’ I expect to find
dinner and the presents comme 5l faut on my
return !”’

“ Comme 1l faut I’ replied Charley, who had
the words like a parrot.

“Stop! my cane!”’~—another glance in the
mirror, another rub of the chin, another pull at

his waistbands, and the Colonel was ready for
church.

A Christmas Mass is always beautiful ; beau-
tiful in the Cathedral, where nave and alsle are
crowded with the rich and poor, thronging to
“hear “the glad tidings’—where a thousand
faces are beaming in reverent joy, as amid
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incense and immortal music the pontifical cere-
monies proceed; beautiful in the country
church, where a single priest intones the same
unchanging service—where many a youth and
maiden, many a father and mother, in the de-
cline of life, who have walked six miles or
more, fasting, are humbly expecting Commu-
nion, with a holy earnestness, through which
no trace of corporal fatigue is seen; but still
more beautiful is it in a Convent Chapel, Wlth
the whole community assembled to hail the Na-
tivity of the infant Jesus—one of the glorious
feasts for which they have renounced earth’s
meaner banquets—one of the blessed days
which more than.repay them for the brittle trin-
kets they have resigned, Take the rapture of
the queen of beauty, when the ball is at its
height—take *the exultation of a true-hearted
patriot, or the feigned transports of a maud-
lin politician on some time-honored natjgnal
holliday—combine both, yet how poor.,u%w

false, how feeble are they, if contrasted with
the calm delight felt by a religious ‘community,
when celebrating the grand festivals of the
Church! Christmas is not the time to pity the
recluse ; and even the Colonel, after an attentive
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perusal of the blissful faces before him, won-
dered how so much sweet content, so much ra-
diant joy, could lurk beneath. a sister’s plain

black cap, and had a better opinion of the
cloister.

The service was over; the small congrega-
lion gathered round their pastor, who had a
smile, a word, a blessing for all—for the aged
men and women who shook his hands—for the
young who blushed as he saluted them—for the
urchins who clung, laughing, to his cassock,
begging for their pictures and their medals. «

Nor was the Colonel forgotten. Deeply as
he bowed to the Confessor, he was careful to
preserve the demeanor of one who was con-
ferring quite as great an honor as he received.
And oh! his air of 1mm1table, and well nlgh
imperceptible condescension, when pattmg his
country friends familiarly on the shoulder, he .
said in measured syllables, as they approached
him in regular file, *I expectL you all at

Loretto,” : -
During this scene, the Confessor had beck-

oned Agnes into the sacristy to say a few part-

ing words, When they came forth, Agnes was
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weeping, and Lel's keen eye could detect the -
ghost of a tear, as she called it wandering aver
the good old father’s cheek.

«« Good-bye !”” It was soon said, but long

remembered.

¢« What's that on the porch?’ inquired Lel,
as they neared Loretto; “and why are all these
people following us ?”

The Colonel smiled sagaciously. Lel, still
staring in amazement, continued, ¢ Uncle,
upon my word, your coitage has been meta-
morphosed into an admiral’s flag-ship.”

She sprang from the carriage as soon as it
stopped, and found a tall Christmas bush at
each end of the porch; whilst shawls, cloaks,

comforts, blankets swung in festoons from the -

ropes connecting the columns. N _
« What in the name of all that’s most myste-

rious is the meaning of this?”’ ejaculated the

bewildered girl. “Do you mean to have a

fancy ball ?”’

But the mystery was soon unravelled, as the

hole population of the district, yoﬁng and old,
seemed to pour itself into Loretto. It was the
Colonel’s Christmas-gift to the neighborhood.
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The Colonel stood on the nicely graveled
walk, his hand thrust blandly into his buff waist-
coat, whilst Charley and Mrs. Cleveland un
robed the bushes for the children and presentec.l.
nth‘. more serviceable gifts—each was Iabeled—-'
to its owner. And here Charley and tli'e'-Colo-
nel ,revc?rsed their position in the trout season :
for during the distribution, the Colonel s oke;
of the crops, the weather, the county ass}i)zes

?

™ the European news, the scarcity of partridges
]

:Wltthlt seeming to have the slightest interest
/in what was going on—whilst Charley claimed

all .the thanks and smiles as pompously and
ki Dertinaciously as if he had been the real bene-
factor. But in truth it was,a spectacle worth
: contemplating; reminding one <;f the times -

g when such acts of benevolence were daily wit-
| ne'ssed at the abbey gates, which are now in

rams, or closed to all who come in poverty

instead of titled splendor.

Whether tfhrough Charley or the Colonel, or
Lel herself, It was soon ascertained that Agnes
would leave in the morning for the city ; and

g8 @l their joy was turned to sorrow. Tears

clouded the eyes which had been brightly beam-

g, and she could scarcely pacify them by pro-
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| mising a speedy return; for they loved her to
jealousy and feared to lose her. Lel, perceiv-
ing from the dark looks cast on her, thz%t .she had
become an-object of suspicion and dl‘shke, res
treated into the parlor, saying to Melville:
¢« shall be mobbed, if I remain.” :
Nor did she venture forth until the crowd

had dispersed, and Charley was taking downr

the bare ropes. ~

v Well 1 eried'Lel; playing with her uncle's ° . .

ruffle, ¢“if you are not an original, there's no
eccentricity on the face of the eart_h.' Am Vin
fairy-land ? When shall [ forget this memora-
ble visit to Loretto ?”’

«« Never!”” whispered a low voice in her ear, -

and she felt her cousin’s lips on her cheek.

i
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"CHAPTER VIII.

Mzs. CLEVELAND, Melville and Agnes were
at vespers : Lel and her uncle had the cottage
to themselves. S

“What ails you, pet,” said the Colonel;

£ 'you are pale.”

- “I have a head-ache,” replied Lel.

“Is that all! " I have a homeepathic pill up
stairs, that will cure you in five minutes.”

« Stop, uncle,” said Lel, detaining him,
“have you one that will cure the heart-ache
too ?" ‘

“Eh!” whispered the old gentleman, with a
most knowing look, drawing closer to his niece,
" Are you afflicted with the heart-ache? You,

B my rattling, prattling, romping, laughing, merry,

mischief-making mistress? Come! T'll cure
you in half an hour: put on your bonnet.”

“A walk!” eried Lel, who longed for the
fresh air. | B

Arm in arm, they sallied forth. The after-
noon was as mild and brigh as spring, and the
horizon was wrapped in a deep, mellow haze.
They soon left the road for a path that wound

&
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up the hill; and here, for better walking, they
had to part company. For a time, the Colenel
led the way with more agility and ease than
one would imagine—plying his stick with the
dexterity of a Swiss mountaineer. Lel followed
quietly, until near the summit-—then at-every
step her eye and cheek grew brighter and
brighter, and, passing her unele with a bound,
she sprang forward like a deer towards the high
rock that crowned the hill,
panting and puffiing up the ascent, Lel had
climbed the rock: There she stood, halanced
on a sharp splinter of stone, all glowing from
the exercise, her bonnet dangling from her

wrist, her hair breaking from its golden coil to

sweep over her neck.

«« Now I can breathe!” she exclaimed, ex-
tending her arms as if to embrace the free air,
and glancing down on the wide circle beneath
her,—¢ Now I can breathe!”

The Colonel was by no means poetical, yet
it cost him some minutes to persuade himself
that the aerial figure before him so clearly
marked against the flushing western sky, was
his own niece Lel; and he could not help be-
lieving that, had he been twenty years younger,

While he was still ~ &
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he would have fled in terror, and reported the |

hill as sacred :as Parnassus. '
“How’s the heart-ache, Lel?”’ he cried

climbing to her side. ’
¢ Better!” | '

~ “And the head-ache ?”’

““Gone! ~But I am ruined, ruined, utterly

ruined! I shall never love the city again—Lo- ¢

retto has poisoned my home—my heart is
among these hills!  See how the sun plunges

1¥1t9 t}lat gorge, making those bare trees beau-
tiful—~see how itruns a race with your trout
§ stream, capering there through those velvet

§ fields of young wheat!” | |

“So ho!’”’ shouted the 'Co]onel,.as she paused,

| “my young enthusiast, methinks I see you
f in your father’s parlor, shaking off our dust
= fron'u your feet, and solemnly vowing never
| again to visit our barbarous solitude. Isp’t it

80?” asked the Colonel, expecting an impasg-

sioned negative,—and he got it. -

“But,” continued Lel, dropping her head,

“in a few weeks I should. forget you zll, and
| have as keen arelish for morning calls and eve-

ning balls as I had before. I should have no-

thing on my conscience ; and now and then a
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-

sweet recollection of the cottage, the convent
or this hill might steal over me, and be a cor-

13
dial for the heart-ache. But now—w i
« What’s on your conscience now s sal

1, playfully.
Co‘l‘oAngneI; !’}’i replied Lel. Uncle, must I keep

i de you "’
. the promise I have ma
t “I;Jo——cei'tainly not,”’ muttered the Colonel,
ﬁoldly « I have no-authority to compel you to
lige me.” | -
Ob“gBut you have power,” returned Lel, .look
ing him steadily in the face, ¢ you have powe,f
ifice myself to save you.
o compel me to sacri : “_,
b ¢ Thel:n far be it from me to exercise a po“{eﬁ
, -
in which I can take so little pride or pleasure.
~ «Let her stay, then, uncle, I beseech _yog;
Tell her that, at the last moment, you chdo
consent to part with her. Dear, dear unc 1;1, ,
e
i —save me! You may hav
this, and save her—s
‘her’back a woman of the world—but never,
- 1m '
ver as she 1s now! . -
ITe“I\Tonsense 1”” cried the Colonel. “Isn’t 1;
a woman’s business on earth to be a Woman :n
the world? Do you want her to be & womant
of the sun, the moon, the stars? Do you w
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“her to stand apart from humanity, a cold, unfa-
miliar, uninstructed, uncongenial thing—a be-

B ing out of place—an isolated unit ? Give me a

woman who possesses all the graces with which
the refinement of centuries has adorned polite
society,—whose words, motions, actions are
tuned to ease and elegance,~—who polishes her
manners for the delight of all, and instructs her
heart for the love of one ! Such is a woman of
the world, and honored be the title,”

“ Such may be 4 woman of the world,” said
Lel; ““but I would rather be a milk-maid, untu-
tored and neglected, with one true fiiend to
love me, than shine as a woman of the world
from. now till doomsday. Uncle, I have some
experience, and T am inclined to think a wo-
man of the world one of the humbugs of the
day.” ' '

“What are you then »*’ rejoined the Colonel,
tartly. ‘

“As complete a humbug as ever existed :

| and yet I’m only an approximation to a woman

| of the world. Some years hence, if I remain

single, my education shall be perfected : I shall

| then have condensed into this little body of
§ mine the congregated graces of nineteen cen- '

AT et T e T A e
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tures—I shall subdue impulse and be elegant
by rule—fascinate my friends by my manners,
and win a husband by my interior worth.”

« You misrepresent and mock me, girl,” said
the Colonel, sternly and sadly.

¢Then forgive ‘me,” said Lel, kissing “him.
« What T mean to say is this, that in the fash.

jonable life to which I must introduce Agnes,

there js such a decided preponderance of the
bad and silly over the good and elegant, that
she will lose more than she gains. I admit that
I love the life’ I have been leading—that I
would not willingly resign it ;—it is only at times

thingness of our pomp and etiquette,—but
when the feeling comes, I despise myself.”

¢ Most unreasonably.”

« Perhaps so. But Agnes is not made for
this world.” ’

««Ts she made for a ¢8nvent ?”

« Tt seems to me that she is made to spend
her days at Loretto, and die as she closes your
old eyes.”

«« Lel,” began the Colonel, with much hesita-
tion, “be capdid. Have you not some other

. her..

OR, THE CHOICE. - 99

reason
here ?”’

“None!” said Lel,
child.

‘“None ?” repeated --the Col i
segrching gaze. ‘ wonel ‘Wlth v
“Look deep,” said Lel, 1 i
)y s 1, laughing, though
her neck arched slightly, ¢ look ’ 'g
il you aas ped g y,l ook deep and read
“Iread,” resumed the Colonel j i
) read, 1 nel in a whisper, -
;hat Agne:s Cleveland is beautif’ul——fhat’
George Melville sees it—that Ellen Almy fears

for wishing your cousin to remain

as unsuspecting as a

. . o
that I feel, as now I do, the emptiness, the no- ¢ it. .

|’ ) . :
Lel's face was crimson in an instant, and

then, pale as death, as she o dd
.: nantly-— ) she muttered\ indig-

13 Fea-r F 1 LY '
" ¢!” and stood motionless, as if

| rooted to the rock. Then, with a flashing eye

and quivering lip, she slowly raised her finger

| and scanning the Colonel from head to foot

until he fairly quailed, exclaimed, half in pity

| and half ir anger,—

- ““Oh uncle~uncle !”’ :
“I was jesting, Lel,” he said, approaching

5 ‘
‘You ” 'l ‘
were not!” she cried, as the warm
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blood rushed back to her cheeks. ¢ But let' it
pass.” And without another syllable, she tied
her bonnet on and descended the rock,—the
Colonel following sadly and silently. N ?t a
word passed between them, until th«?y gained
the road, though they walked side by side. The
Colonel was breathing heavily, as if unusually
fatigued, and he coughed almost incessantly.
Lel, remarking it, slackened her pace to vgatc_h
- him as he passed her. She could not see his
face well, for his head was deeply inclmed;
but she could see his hand, ever and anon, ner-
vously applied to his eyes. Her very §ou} melted
at the sight, and stealing close to his side, she
laid her hand upon his shoulder. He started
as if stung by a serpent, and catching the mer-
ciful gleam of Lel's clear, loving eye, pressed
her with a long sob to his bosom.

« Qh, my child, my child forgive me!”’ was
all he could say. But this was enough, more
than enough, for the generous girl. .

T was a fool to mind you,” she said, “andl
worse than a fool to fly at you like a blind bat.’

«T thought you a woman,” he added, **but

”
you are more than a woman !
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“Not more than a woman, uncle ; only more
than a woman of the world.”

Thus saying, she wound her arm around his,
and sang for him-until they reached the white
pal.ings of Loretto.

Mrs. Cleveland, Agnes and Melville had re-
turned from vespers and were grouped around
the fire. But it was no longer the same cheer-
ful group we have more than once described :
a shadow had fallen on the hearth: the note of
the crackling wood was more like a sigh than
a song. Lel made no attempt at merriment,
she found the silence so much more grateful
than - conversation. Now and then a trivial
question and answer was exchanged; but it
meant nothing. Thoughleach saw that the
other was thinking of the morrow, they knew
that it required but a word to conjure up the
parting scene too vividly; so, in mutual charity,
they carefully avoided the subject. Agnes, her-
self, seemed to feel the least. It may have
been that she did not realize the coming sepa-
ration—that to her, as to most young persons,

there was a vague serse of pleasure in any

|

g*»
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change——or that resignation ana hope rendered
her calmer. Thus passed a very long hour,

We cannot dwell on an evening like this: it
is better imagined than described. After tea,
Melville and the Colonel played chess, whilst:
Mrs. Cleveland sat between her daughter and
- her niece. She addressed herself chiefly to
Lel, and, with ‘all a mothor’s tenderness and
minuteness, described the course she wished
her to observe towards Agnes: for though the
separation was to be brief, it was the first expe-
riment, and suggested a multitude of fears. And
besides this, Agnes was peculiarly circum-
stanced, and might feel no inclination to parti-
cipate in the amusements which others found
so delightful. She did not think it necessary
to apprise Lel of her daughter’'s intention:—
most likely, as Agnes believed, the Colonel
had already told her.

Lel trembled as the anxions mother spoke of
the confidence she reposed in her judgment,
sincerity and love,—of the sacredness of the
treasure she was about to entrust her with.
Her sole reply was to press her aunt’s hand
to her lips, as Agnes and her mother rose to
leave the room. We shall not follow them. It
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is well at times, like the ancient artist, to veil
the workings of a parent’s heart.

Lel had a never-failing friend and comforter
in the pi_ano. At home, it served to chase
away many a sad thought, and she found it
equally valuable at Loretto. She opened it
instinctively, and began to play. Melville -by’
dint of constant watchfulness and reﬂeqti,on
had contrived to et the Colone! beat him. -But’
as may have been noticed, Lel’s music laid a’,
spell on him. His attention was entirely with-
drawn from the game, and playing without pro-
per precaution, he made such havoc with the
old man’s pieces as mnearly to cost him the
Colonel’s good opinion. ,

.However, the night was wearing away—the
plano was ' closed—the mimic armies slept

| peacefully in the same tent. Lel had scarcely -
| entered her room, when she heard a tap at the
| door. It was the Colonel: he held in his hand

a string of pearls which he threw around her
neck. Many a lady would have received it,
many rejected it as a bribe; but Lel, with truer

| feeling, recognized it as a peace offering, which

it were false pride or cruelty to reject.
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¢t You have made me a promise, Lel,” he
said, patting her on the head, “a promuse
which you repent. I release you from it, and
trust all to your own good heart.”

Before she could reply, he had left the room. 4

A load was taken from her heart—the thorn
was plucked from her pillow—and long before
Agnes left her mother, she was sleeping hap-

pily.

They breakfasted by candle-light, for the
roads were bad, and they had to take the stage
at seven. Charley’s eyes swam as he handed
the coffee around. '

« Charley,’”” said the Colonel, “ I believe you
like Miss Agnes more than me.” '

¢« No, I don’t, sir,)’ stammered the boy;
*I'd cry more for her, but I'd do more for
you-,’ .

¢« Then be sure you are in time for the
stage.”’

“* The carriage was at the door. ‘“Not a
minute to spare,”’ cried the Colonel, tearing
Agnes from her mother's arms. ¢ You are not
parting for a century. Let her go, sister, she’s
not going round Cape Horn. Good-by, Mel
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ville, God bless you, sir: you k'now where to

find us again.  The trout will soon be at us—
fine place this in spring and summer—much
pleasanter than. NOW-—no comparison, I ggsure
you. Do come—do come, Good-by Lel—
good-by, Agnes—be good girls. Take,cére of
‘em, Mélville. There you are:—Now Chai
ley, off we go. Good-by 1"’ ’ -
The whip cracked—the carriage rolled awa
The Colonel stood on the porch until they Wef(;
out of sight, and then embracing her sister ten
fierly, led her into the desolate parlor i
ing himself by her side, whispered in ’his ear,—
“Come, Mary, cheer up! We are not i,;oo
old to be just as happy together now, as we _

and seat-

‘have been for many a year.”’

END or’“ PART FIRST./
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‘D
PART SNECOND.

CHAPTER 1.

Ix the breakfast-room of a large house, in
the most fashionable part of a large city, sat
Lel’s father. He had just taken tea alone, and
was reading the evening paper by the light of a
well modeled Carcel lamp. He was a middle

aged man, small, but ﬁrmly knit ; his keen grey

eye, naturally quick, was_so characterized by
habit, that a stranger mlght honor him at sight
for a shrewd, suceessful man of business. There
was nothing repulsive either in his face or per-
son; yet nothing positively attractive. He
lacked the colonel’s friendly air—his beaming
smile of universal benevolence : in fact, there
were no indications of philanthropy in Mr.
Almy’s appearance. Yet, on ’change, no one
was more honored for his fairness and high-
toned liberality ; no one more respected for
his accurate and extensive information; no
one more envied for his uniform success.
Whenever blamed, it was for too much in-
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dulgence to his friends, or too much bold-
ness in his operations. - Yet a very cloge -
observer might have taken him for a mixture of
the miser and the eynic, artfully disguised be-
neath a well contrived surface of self-sustaining
dignity. .

He had acquired great command over his
countenance, which, usually, was composed,
not placid—there is a vast difference. But .
now, there seemed to be something painful'on
his mind ; for, at times, he dropped the paper
and would lose himself in thoughts, from which

“he started with a sigh. Durmg one of these

reveries, a carriage stopped at the front door,
he did not hear it.

“Here we are, Agnes "’ cried Lel.

Agnes found herself before a stately dwell-

@ ing, whose pillared entrance looked out upon

a noble city stretching proudly away to the dis~
tant river glittering in the moonlight. The door

W flew open, and Lel, darting into the breakfast-
W room, threw her arms around her father’s neck.

He kissed her gently—to Agnes it seemed

| coldly—on the forehead, and then welcomed

Melville, so cordially, that our novice was sur-
prised at the contrast. He had seen Agnes——
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few things escaped his.quick vision—and, judg-
ing from her plain dress: and timid bearing,
thought her a waiting-maid, whom his eccen-

tric child had imported from Loretto, until Lel |

thus undeceived him. :

« My dear father, there is the sweetest crea-
ture that mortal eye ever rested on, in your
niece, Agnes Cleveland.” :

Mr. Almy took a good long look at her, then
kissed her, saying: |

« You are most welcome, and we shall all
try to make you happy.”

Accustomed to warmer language, Aglies felt -

her heart sink within her, yet she managed to
smile a reply. At this moment, another was
added to the group. No one saw him enter;
yet there he stood amongst them. He was
small, delicately made, very pale and spare, and.
for one so young, seemed to have suffered
much hard treatment. He reminded Agnes of
some one who was familiar to her ; but the per-
son she remembered, whoever it was, had &

bright laughing face, and this stranger was sad

almost to severity. Still there was a striking
resemblance, which increased as he smiled on
her. What his relations were to the Almys,
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never clearly appeared; he was one of the
household, with this peculiarity, that he disap-
peared with Lel and was sure to return with
her; but where he went, remained a mystery
"‘Iknew you would be here to meet me '
said Lel, taking his hand. ' ,
. #“J was .nearly,prevented,” he replied; and
Agnes noticed that he spoke in a whispe;. -
“‘.My_c(-)usin Gébriel,” resumed Lel, intr(;-
d;)mmg hl}fll.l to Agnes; ‘“he rarely speaks
above a whispe inf
hove & ¥ fasrﬁi;.u\You are now acquinted with

<l

. \l -
There was something interesting in Gabriel,

which at once attached A i
gnes to him; and
whenever he looked on her, she thought that

r “his expression softened, thus increasing the

1fkeness‘ she had remarked.” Mr. Almy wa
little impatient of his presence, and seejr[ned St:)l
co?sider it an-intrasion; whilst Melville re
mained perfectly indifferent. .
_ Gﬁbrxel_ took no part in the conversation :
and in t].ae midst of it, Wdu’ld doze soundly -'fd;
Some minutes, then wake up and' doze again.

Once, i ‘IR
o as his head drooped, Agnes touched

/

'10




hY

110 ‘ LORETTO:

N, ¢ Poor fellow!” sighed Lel— they say he
has a disease of the heart. This drowsiness i
one of the symptoms. But come: you must be
tired, for I can hardly keep my eyes open. Ex-
cuse us, gentlemen. Good-night!”

Gabriel left the room with them.

¢t Now for a chat, Melville,” said Mr. Almy,
producing a decanter of gin; “but first, what
sort of a girl is my niece ?”’ _

« A very superior woman, I assure you.’,

<« Glad to hear it,’ said the® merchant; “I
thought as much. Plain looking—eh a4

«Do you think s0?” returned Melville, in
unfeigned astonishment.

¢ Well—yes—rather,” pursued Mr. Almy,
sipping his toddy. “If she can take a polish,

.though, she’s in good hands now. Have you
.seen the news from Europe—confoundedly

:black !”’——and no.further allusion was made to
.Agnes. '

Mr. Almy had a sincere regard for Melville;
:he prized him for his generous nature, and re-
.spected him as a man of the purest honor. He
.was never happier than when talking with
‘Melville—whose strong, lucid mind cast 2
ilight on every subject he touched, whether p°

o4
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litical, social, moral or commercial. After the
labors of the day, it was delightful for Mr. Almy
thus to recreate himself and ‘gradually reduce
his excitable nerves to a pleasant repose, by -
the united efficacy of new ideas and old Schie- -
dam. However, Mr. Almy found very little en-
tertainment or instruction in Melville that
evening ; he was often guilty of the most pro-
voking inattention; the most absurd opinions ;
and he confessed that the train of his ideas,
as often befell him in travelling, was off the:
track.

As such dialogues are not very entertaining,
we shift the scene, with this single remark:

B that Mr. Almy did not mention himself una-

v'oidal.)ly.once, and that Melville, though fami-
liar with his opinions, was not admitted within

 the 'wﬂl—guarded circle of his feelings. Or

more briefly and more intelligibly, they were -
rather companions than friends—in business
and politics, communicative enough—but silent
about themselves.

“The Colonel has /ds sanctum, and this is
mine,” said Lel, as she ushered Agnes into a
room communicating with her chamber. The
room looked like Lel, and contained convenis

T
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ences and embellishments enough to make
most girls of fashion uninterruptedly happy.
Yet it was here, on that tempting lounge, that
Lel spent many a dismal hour. She was never
so sad, as when she mused there all by herself,

after breakfast or after an evening feast. Still,

she loved her quiet sanctwary; for its very sad-
ness was refreshing and salutary.

Poor Agnes! the exquisite beauty and finish
of the apartment only served to picture more
vividly in contrast the plain parlor at Loretto.
She struggled hard against it, but nature was
too strong in her young heart, and she burst
into tears. To Lel, crying was as natural as

laughing; but Agnes rarely. wept, and had - §

parted from her mother with only a sigh. This
natural, but sudden heart-break was thus so
painful to Lel, that even the duty of consoling
—that mainspring of the female .heart—could
not prevent her from mingling her tears with
her cousin’s. : '

“No wonder you ecry, Ag she said~—
“ there’s no rejoicing fire here to welcome us
with a merry volley, or to bark at our feet like
a faithful dog; but instead of this, the hot air
comes sneaking up -through those miserable

b3
3
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~apertures, breathing a sickly heat, as ‘if the
winter had a fever. If I live tosée to-morrow,
| rn ha‘ve a fire-place cut somewhére, though we
* have to run the chimney horizontally out of
that window—" ‘

Lel soon succeeded in making Agnes laugh,
and when she thought the danger of a relapse
over, asked her with an air of inimitable droll-
ery— o E

“What do you think of my father

This was too categorical for an answer,

“Very unlike the Colonel, isn’t he »*?

Agnes assented. :

““Don’t you find his manner cold and unpre-
possessing ?”’ |

“How can T answer you, Lel ?? .

“By telling the truth.”

“But how can I know the truth in a .
glance ?”

“Poh! no evasion: Melville would call you
a special pleader. Were you not disappointed
in him ?”

“If you must have it,” said Agnes, laughing,

“I scarcely noticed him after Gabriel came into.
the room.”

10°
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« Never mind Gabriel now. Answer me—
were you not disappointed ?”’ '

“ Yes—" . ,
¢«T knew you would be. 1f I had met such .

a man at Loretto, without knowing him, he
would have congealed me into an icicle in five
minutes.”’ : _

« How can you speak of your father so?”
said Agnes. whose fine organ of reverence was
shocked.

¢ How can Ispeak of him otherwise?” re-
turned Lel : ¢ he’s so much better than he looks,
that ’'m ashamed of his appearance. Agnes,
T'll bet you all the hair on' my head against a
lock of yours, that you love him in less than a
fortnight. I could make you love him now, if
[ were to enumerate all his acts of devotion t0
me : I've. forgotten more than '
rem¢mber would compel your affection.”

« ] am sure of it;”’ said Agnes earnestly.

¢« Why,” resumed Lel, warming as she spoke,

¢« he was left a widower at thirty, all his habits
and feelings inclined him to matrimony, and he
could have chosen from the- proudest and fair-
est in the land—for he was young, rich and

gifted. Buthe did not marry—he repelled all
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advances—Why ?—because a wayward little girl
was left him, love’s oiily legacy—because the
spoiled child would have withered under a new
mother—because he prized the youhg crea-
ture’s happiness above his own--becanse he
loved his daughter better than himself. Iam
that legacy, and I have seen the battle and the
victory.” ‘ ’
“You have reason to love him,” said Agnes
‘ Indeed I have !”’ exclaimed Lel with férvor-
“But could Itell you how he abstained ﬁfon;
all a bachelor’s amusements to spend the lon,
‘eyening-s with that motherless child,—how hi
appropriated her first affections to himself, in-
stead of permitting them to fasten on a nu;se
as. most men do and ever will do,—how he de,-
cl.med and gtill declines all invitations to clubs
dipners, matches, and to all the amusements h; .

ves, that he may stay at home and be what a
father ought to be—oh, Agnes, the mére recital
would enchant you!”’— |

- “Lel, dear Lel, I believe ybu.”'

“lam not overdrawing the picture, Agneé
nor am I blinded by filial love. I might talk tili
doom‘sday, without doing him justice, and when
Ibegin to speak of him, I know not when to
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stop. But you must pardon me: I would not
utter a syllable in his praise, if his hypocritical
face did not compel me to give it the lie: it is’
eternally saying, ‘here is a cold-blooded, calcu-
lating speculator,” when it ought to say, ‘here
is a self-denying, generous, loving father.’ 1
cannot account for the variance between his
disposition and appearance : I have been trying
for five years, but why his interior virtue has
not some outward sign is still a riddle. Whj,

mercy on me! my own little face 1s a passport

to every body’s confidence,—I hear more se-
crets than any body in town, yet my heart is no
more to be compared to my father’s, than it is
to your mother’s.” ‘ '

«T won’t take your bet, Lel,”’ said Agnes,
embracing her friend ; ¢ you have made me love
him already.” ' ‘

«T don’t want you to love him on my words

—but on your own careful observation. Ihave
great reliance on your sagacity, and you must
assist me to explain the (:T:ltradiction between
his heart and his face. I have drawn all sorts
of pictures of him, and with the same set of fea-
tures I can give the expression he ought to
have,—the expression [ hive somstimes caught,

kS
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flashing an instant, th s .
meteor.”” » Hien vamishing like a
“Do you think he will like me >

asked-—*“for I cannot stud
unles he does.” - 3

“ He likes you already,” cried Lell
never would have said what he did.” ’
“He could not have said lesgs.”
“ But he might have saj '
e sald a great d
and meant a great deal less,” ¢ ool more
Here the conversation ce

thought that Algnes must have
her knees, h
long. "

‘ —Agnes
y him to advantage

“or he

aseds and Lel

! fallen asleep on
I prayers were so unreasonably
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CHAPTER II.

« WERE you ever ata concert, Ag??
‘“ Never.” : ’
¢« Wouldn't you like to hear Beethoven's
Symphony in C Minor?” |
«Yes!” cried Agnes, joyously, who, until
introduced by Iyel to the great master, had reve-
renced him only as a mighty shade, standl‘ng
afar off in the mist and majesty of dlstlance like
one of Ossian’s heroes. ' ‘ §
¢« Come, then, we've no time to lose; and
away they went to the boudoir, “What are

you going to wear, Ag ?”

« Am I expected to wear any thing more?”

« Why, you’re not going in that dress—it
doesn’t fit.”’ »
« It fits quite well enough; mother madg it,

¢« Yes, mothers can’'do a great many things
for their daughters, but they can’t make 2

dress.” B
¢« Then I’ll stay at home. I thought Beetho-

ven might be heard without a ticket from a
mantua-maker.”’

>

L
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‘“No; that's a necessary preliminary,” re-
plied Lel, without relaxing a muscle.  But I
can fix you in three minutes. Look here,” she
continued, producing a cream-colored ;sack, or -
opera cloak, and rapidly passing it on her cou-
sin’s arms. “ Now, a white japonica in your
hair, and yow’ll do.”. _ '

¢ No—no,” said Agnes, escaping from the
sack. “I couldn’t listen with this mealy
3hroud around me.” - | '

“It is hard to civilize you savages,” retorted
Lel, partially vexed at the cool contempt with
which Agnes disposed of her cloak.

Whilst talking, she had made her own toilet
as plain as possible, to avoid a contrast. .

“Just one flower in your hair,”’ continued
Lel. ' |

1 NO-” : ] .

“Aggie, my dear, dear Aggie, for my sake,
just this teeny tiny bud,” said Lel, kneeling in
irresistible humility. :

“Well,” and the flower rested lovingly on
her dark hair. :

“Murder! murder!” screamed Lel, as Ag-

nes began to put her bonnet one:* you irre~
claimable barbari_an 17 . ,
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 Are we going bareheaded ?”’

« Of course we are! How else can we
hear?” said Lel, casting down her eyes.

« How else can we be seen? you would say.

I will wearit!”’
«Then Il stay at home!—Agnes, listen to

me,—howeyer much you may despise fashion,
yet your good sense will teach you that con-
formity to an innocent custom is better than
unnecessary defiance. A bonnet in a concert
room is as ridiculous as satin and tarlton in the

country.”
«So be it, then,” murmured Agnes, drop-

ping her bonnet in despair.
¢« That's a darling,” cried Lel, kissing her
and throwing a white nubce over her cousin’s
shoulders. * There’ll be a crowd; come, ot
father and Melville will suspect that mirror of
detaining us.”
« Shall we walk or ride ?”” said Mr. Almy.
¢ Oh walk, walk, by all means walk! What’s
‘the use of wasting moonlight in a carriage,”
replied Lel, about to take her father’s arm.
« No, my dear,” said Mr. Almy, offering his
arm to Agnes, and giving her a large bouquet,
] prefer your cousin.” '
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Lel’s entrance created almost universal com-
motion. ¢ szere’s Lel! There's Lel 17 passed
from mouth to mouth until every eye was on
her'. Every body seemed glad to see her—old

ladies and young smiled a universa] welcome.
Up sprang a score of rejoicing beaux, and our
party was soon advantageously seated in the

- most select quarter of the hall.

Then another whisper—« Who's that 17 be.
gan to. circulate, as Agnes became the :Dbl'cct
of social curiosity. Hitherto we have seen j‘&o'-
nes only amongst her native hills, with a beconcl’-
ing background of stream and forest. of verdant
whea_t piercing the snow, of blue’mountain
meeting the sky in the distance. This maS
have made a difference ; but alas! real beauty
and conventional beauty are essentially di‘ﬁ’ery
ent; the wild flower transplahted to a gard -
may bloom as sweetly as beside ijts garemz
br.ook,——but how few will stop to view it ’ O N
thing, however, is certain, that Aones u;as nr(!):
the person to take the house-by-stccmn; had she

appeared unsupported by Lel she might not

n .
ave occasioned a remark. Any one in ‘the

:;;:St familiar with fashionable life must have
served that beauty is entirely an arbitrary

11
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thing. It is ordained and given out by the rul-
ing clique, that a certain debutante s beautiful—
beautiful in spite of the stars and all creation.

Whoever dares to dispute the edict, is banished

from the fairy land of the first circles; and thus
the whole pack of timorous dependants and
hoping outsiders swell the cry, until a duped
community is musical with her praise. Or
should some fair planet be spied in a lower
sphere, which threatens to eclipse the reigning
star, the innocent orb is so pelted and perse-
cuted by all the satellites of the skies, that,
shorn of her glory and her rays, she gladly de-
scends beneath the horizon. Thus with Agnes
—it required but a word from Lel to make her
a paragon or a fright. :

They were rather inclined to like her, but not
willing to hazard an opinion without a full in-
vestigation of her claims. Her claims! Oh

hollow, heartless mockery! She might have |

been as lovely as the master-piece of Grecian
art—she might have spent her life in deeds of
glowing charity—she might have possessed
every virtue which adorns the soul, every grace
which encircles the mind; yet without the bor-
rowed attributes of birth and fortune—of for-

- she was averse to any ornament.
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tune at least—her claims would have fallen to

the ground, as unnoticed and unfruitful as th
tearsl of poverty. Aye, more than' this: thz
ve.ry- possession of these virtues would ha;re di
minished her attraction ; the narrow vision of hl-
world below, deceived by. the height of(') tl .
column, mistakes elevation for little;éss e
Th(?l:e Sat our young rustic, just as-'if she
were in the quiet parlor at Loretto unchanged
undazzled, unawed by the ;,splend(;r and bbel ’
around her. She had thrown off Lel’s nublzsf
position, it was difficult to be naf:r;,]]el;::;ve:
ease; few are proof against open enibarrzf .
ment or a still more palpable effort to con’céalsii-

‘But Agnes was not thinking of the impression

Sh(: was to make-—she was merely amused and
etl.luer}tlamed by her first glance at Zfe She was
still the same Agne . '
Y gnes that sat before the wood-
]OVB;l't L{;}I was in her element, a thousand times
elier than she had ever bee

| : n; her eyes flashed
an:ii sparkled like diamonds——and in al] she said
:1.11 did there was a grace and elegance of ac
'10111_never before revealed. Had Agnes been
1 : i

ne med.to Jealousy, there was ampleocau'se for
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‘it: had Le! any defeat to revenge, she would
have been amply repaid by her present triumph.

« Ag,” whispered Lel, ©“ do you see that lady

in the terrapin head-dress, with clusters of little

eggs all over her hair, a dish for an epicure —

There she sits, looking right straight at you.

She’s coming here in a moment, to inquire who 4
you are.”’

Agnes had already perceived the unpleasant
stare of the lady alluded to—who was, in fact,
rendered so conspicuous by nature and art, that
she might have been marked amongst a million.
She had all the pride, mannerism and affecta-
tion of wealth, without one symptom of good
breeding. But her person, in spite of advanc-
ing age, was good ; and on the whole, she was
rather a favorable specimen of metallic aris-
tocracy. '

¢« You must secure her countenance,” con-
tinued Lel; ¢ she is one of the crowned heads,
without whose interference you will be cast into
exile.”

¢ Ah, here comes Mrs. Hoity,” muttered Mr.
Almy to Melville, ¢ for my niece’s pedigree.
T'll meet her.”’ And, as the lady in question
rose, like a queen from her throne, he boldly
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marched up the narrow avenue and
her advance.

Now, Mrs. Hoity was a widow, and had been
:,mcused of more than one design on Mr. Almy’s
independence. However this may be, she 1}'7
fessed Fhe most devoted friendship ,for iT

“who, with exemplary. filial humility‘ co’nceivefi'
herself solely indebted to her fa.t’her for tf}e

intercepted

- honor.

“I wanted a word with your charming daugh-
ter—but I fear I shall not have time, as I see

the orchestrg entéring now. DPray tell me the
name of that young stranger

“Miss Agnes Cleveland.”

“ Cleveland—Cleveland who ai ‘
4y s . ~—who are th .
lands ?”’ inquired Mrs. Hoity, @ Cleve

“ Ver 1 )
s y good people, I l?eilgve. Hef father's

“Ah! an heiress?”’ said the good lady

- brightening up and casting an approving look

on the debutant. '

“ Yes,~her uncle has a it
Yes, : snug |ittl ”
replied Mr, Almy gravely. B e T,

“ A snug little farm!”’
: g arm!” echoed the oth ith -
a dying smile. o

11*
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- ¢ I5 that the sum and substance of her expec-

tations 7"’

# No—no,”’ pursued Mr. Almy quietly , she
has very splendid expectations, I believe; but
the bequest is unfortunately so limited, as to
take effect only after her demise. The poor
creature has every thing to hope from her own

death, nothing from that of her friends.”

« Poor creature !” siched Mrs. Hoity, who ac-
g Ys .

tually thought that Mr. Almy was alluding to a
pecaliar will of some eccentric ancestor. Is
she related to you ?”’ '

« No: amere connection—a country cousin
of Lel’s,” added Mr. Almy, in a meaning whis-
per. And with an arrogant toss of the head, a
smile to Melville and Lel, a cold stare at Ag-
nes, this admirable widow resumed her seat.

« Have you scared off the cormorant ?”’ whis- -

pered Melville.

«« Did you not see how she sailed away at the
first snuff of poverty and vitality ?”’ answered
Mr. Almy, bending his head to indulge a laugh.

¢ Father has killed you dead-—-—Hmty s against
you,’’ said Lel.

¢ | thank him sincerely,” replied Agnes, and
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the concert began with an overture by Lind-
paintner.

“Pshaw!” muttered Lel, crushing the bill.
¢ But we can talk, if the music will let us. ILet
us fancy ourselves on the walls of Troy T’ll be
your Helen and point out the heroes ‘and he-
roines in the audience.”

“Soon done,” suggested Melville. ¢ Point
~where you will you'll find a Menelaus, or a
Paris, or —"’ ‘ :

“ A Thersites,” added Lel, giving him a most
most malicious look,

“ Show me your friends first,” said Agnes
«I do not care to see the others.”

“ My friends ?’ returned Lel, with an expres-
sion of blank surprise that convulsed her father
and Melville with suppressed laughter, as, ris-
ing deliberately from her seat, she carefully in-
spected the room.
h“MelvﬂIe,” she said at Iast ¢ ;mu re taller
than I, will you take a look round f

or my fi
—1I can’t find one.” Y fends

Happily the overture terminated at that in-
stant, and the boisterous applause drowned the
laugh they could no longer suppress. |
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After some mechanical waltzes of Lanner's,
came the duett from Jessonda. «

« Now,” said Lel, *“ we’ll listen, if the talking

will let us. You'll see one of my friends
now.”’
"« Well might she call that exquisite morsel a
friend. Ever beautiful and ever new, growing
dearer and nobler by familiarity, whoever has
heard it when the heart was heavy with sorrow,
when the brain was weary with thought, when
hope itself refused to cheer ; whoever has heard
it then, will recognise it as a friend that whis-
pered “though the sky is overcast, the stars are
still as sweetly shining in their old places.”

But a group of young ladies and gentlemen
near them, kept up such an incessant clatter,
that Agnes could scarcely follow the musie.
An attempt was made to encore the piece, but
it was vigorously hissed down for a new polka.

¢« Huzza for the nineteenth century!” cried
Lel, her eyes flashing fire. ¢ The mind may be
marching onward, as they say, but it doesn’t

march to good music. This 7s awful!”

« F'rom the full house,” observed Agnes, “I
was inclined to think this a music-mad com-
munity.
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- “A musician-mad community,” 1terposed
Melville. . .
“ No, sir,”’ resumed Lel, ¢ g few come to lis-
ten—and a few weak creatures to exchange
smiles with the performers—which ought not to
make a rational man jealous: but the great ma-
jority come to see and to be seen.”’
“You are too hard,” said Mr. Almy ; ¢ that's
only a collateral pleasure.”

- ““No, sir,” replied Lel—¢ the principal attrac-
tion.” " ‘

e Qf course it is,” said Melville ;7 it s not
surprising that the first principle and ground--
work of society should be the mainspring of a
concert,” |

The C minor symphony shared the same fate
though insipidity itself was awed into silence
by the sublime Adagio, which must always lay
the spell of majesty on every human heart.

In the meantime it had spread all over the
room that Agnes was only ¢ ¢ country coysin ;"
and when the concert was over, and Lyef w;s
s-urrounded by her friends, Agnes was as unno-
ticed and unmolested as if the seal of her voca-

tion, glowing on her forehead had been uni-
versally intelligible.
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CHAPTER III.

Tuere may be many who no longer heed us
because our unpretendma story seems hcrht and
frivolous, because it is not sufficiently seasoned
with moral reflections, because we have not
thought proper to insert here and there a chap-
ter of pointed theological discussion to balance
the ingredients of love and folly which must
necessarily appear in a faithful reflection of
every day life. In all humility, we entreat their
patience. We do not claim profound sagacity
or varied experience ; but after all, there may be
something beneath the glittering surface of Lo-
retto, which even the good and wise need not
utterly despise. At least we hope so. Our
books of devotion, dictated by learned sanectity,
are numerous and full of unction; our cate-

chism is within reach of the poorest; our trea-
tises on theology, our works of controversy are
able to carry conviction to every man’s door.
In all our churches the words of faith, hepe -and
charity are continually falling from anointed

lips. Go listen there, ye who seek instruction,
4

i .
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ye orphans who pine for a mother! Waste not
a moment over these pages in the hope of a
sentimental conversion |—We only wish. to
show how the worm of the world may wither
the fairest leaf on the tree of life : we only wish
to caution the young, aye, and the old, against
the siren songs they are singing around us—
and to illustrate that there is nothing so little
valued by society as the pleasures of religion,
whilst nothing is less prized by religion than
the pleasures of society. )

Those who have accompanied us from Lo-
retto to the city, must have been attracted by
love for the characters we have created, not by
a relish excited by the common- -place incidents
through which they have passed. It is but jus-
tice, then, to examine more minutely the mutual
relations of our little group of friends—to ex-
plain some things which have already been ob-
scurely hinted—to reveal others which may not
be suspected.

Let us see what Lel thought that night. She
was not given to jealousy, but for some time

‘she had remarked a change in Melville’s man-

ner towards her. He was quite as attentive,
quite as courteous, quite as agreeable; but he
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was no more the same to her—the indescribable
something had passed away. But more than
this, it scemed to her that Agnes alone called
up in his face the very feeling she missed and
no longer inspired. She feared that she loved

him, but she would not believe it, and repelled -

the thought as an unworthy suggestion. Still
she was a woman :~—she felt her superiority to
Agnes in the concert room, and perceiving, en-
joyedit. But now that she was alone, now that
the momentary triumph was over, now that her
better nature had returned with darkness and
silence, she abhorred herself for her weakness.
For the first time in her life she had departed
from her standard of feminine pride and mag-
nanimity—she had raised her hand against a
friend—nher heart was bleeding to think that she
had merited the Colonel’s cruel suspicion.

As for Agnes, she thought of the beautiful

music she had heard, of Mr. Almy’s kindness,—

she reflected long on Lel’s misfortune in hav-
ing so many acquaintances without one friend,
and then fell asleep to dream of the Convent
and her mother. '

Mr. Almy, too, was thinking. He thought
that Lel must soon be married to Melville, in
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- whom she would have a protector worthy of her
—that tl.len he might feel at liberty to contract
new obligations., He thought of the strength

~and purity displayed in Agnes,—of her perfect

freedom from art and affectation, and became
suddenly solicitous about his age and éppeér-
ance. He congratulated himself on having pre-
vented the threatened persecution of Mrs. HI())it

a.n(.i her tribe, and resolved to keep the younY
visitor at home, unmolested and to himself, O%‘
course he acted from the most disinterested
motives ; for it would be a fearful thing if this
nexperienced girl were entrapped by the wiles

of some artful adventurer, In short. it was
| 3

- much more prudent to pursue a Castilian strict-

ness in her regard and save himself from all
responsibility, .

Now, what thought Melville? We have not
yet-suc.ceeded 1in clearly markihg his character
Whl.ch 1s more faintly drawn than that of his as:
sociates. It is not easy to distinguish him from
the multitude of real and fictitjous youths in
whom young ladies see a hero or a sage. We
h.ave’ said enougﬁ, though, to intimate that Mel-
ville’s charms were rather menta] than physical,

and tha;zbut for his fortune, few in Lels place
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would have loved him. There was a time when
Lel was all in all to him—when he thought of

no one else and hoped for no one else. Butit

had passed away—passed away in spite of him!
- He would give worlds to recall it, but it would
not come—it would not come! He felt that
he was doing her injustice, that he was unjusti-
fiably abandoning a position he had taken, that
he had gone too far to retract, that perhaps he

had inspired an attachment more permanent’

than his own: but reason and resolve alike
failed to make him retrace the lost ground, over
which his inclinatien once carried him so lightly.
He had discovered Lel’s noble nature, her firm-
ness, her truth, and he revered her in spite of
her foibles. She was worthier of love than any
he had met. But he met Agnes! Here is

something higher and holier—the realization of

his fondest hopes!—As he became better ac-
quainted with her, Lel’s imperfections were
magnified into faults, until he wondered how
he could have been fascinated by such a giddy,
tattling creature. Thus he fluctuated between
sclf-reproach and self-congratulation. At the
Concert he had seen Lel at every advantage,
Agnes "at every disadvantage, and though de-
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lighted by the brilliancy of the one, he was far
more deeply moved by the noble repose of the
other, ‘ |

His reflections naturally resolved themselves
into this one point—that he was still attached
to Lel, but that his solemn duty to himself de-
mandefl that he should obey his mature judg-
ment 11?stead of blindly pursuing his juvenile
inclinations. No very serious consequences
could arise, because Lel was too generous not
to forgive him, too light-hearted not to forget

~him. The matter must soon be - decided—

things had a hypocritical aspect as they stood
—he hated deception and procrastination—at
all events he would ask Agnes to ride with him
to-morrow afternoon,
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CHAPTER IV,

IT was abright cold day: Melville and Agnes
had gone out on horseback: Mr. Almy and
Lel were spending the afternoon at home.

“«“Lel,” said Mr. Almy, “I cannot tell you
how much your cousin interests me. I have
often followed little schogl, girls for squares to
watch their faces. Sometimes I find amongst
them one of those sweet young creatures won-
dering sadly at the world, on whom the bung-
ling earth has not laid a touch to spoil the pure
handiwork of heaven. I have wept as I fol-
lowed them, to think that they must live,—for
they feel their exile. Agnes has one of these

faces.”
¢« She is as happy as the day 8 long,

Lel. '
¢ Happier than you or I, perhaps,” continued

Mr. Almy: “but ask her whether she is not
languishing for her home fkere—above the blue
ether that bars the eagle’s eye, and her answer

will be * Yes!””
« T believe it would,” returned Lel, mourn-

fully.

* said
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“ Are we the tempters who must destroy
this beautiful hope, by substituting for it a
clinging to the world—a false devotion to
the artificial life we are leading? Oh, Lel,
Lel, when I think of the villains who approach
you, who, steeped In iniquity to the lips, yet
have the privilege of walking, talking, eating

- and dancing with you, I despise myself for per-

mitting it. I had not the Christian firmness to
prevent it—I lack the Roman heroism which
should remedy it.”

Lel had 'often determined to inform her fa-
ther of Agnes’s choice of life, and of the agony
it caused the Colonel. But inher heart, though
she knew it not, she prayed that Agnes might
adhere to her resolution, and not permit the
false glare of a brilliant season to melt her he-
roic promise. She trembled at the responsibil-
ity of weaning the child of heaven from the
breast from which it drew its first pure nour-
ishment. She feared that her father, out of
earnest sympathy for the Colonel, might em-
ploy every art to win Agnes- to the world. This
had kept her silent. But her father was speak-
ing as he had never spoken before—his whole

12*
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frame was working as if he were giving vent to
thoughts smothered for years. '

“Father » she began, ¢ forgive my conceal-
ing it: I should have told you at once—Agnes
Cleveland is to be a nun!”

¢ Of her own free choice ?”’

“Yes."

«“Thank God!” cried Mr. Almy, and a light
broke over his face, amid which Lel saw the
expression he ought to have. *Thank God!
But what is she doing here?”

Le! hung her head.

“Does her mother oppose it?”’

«No: her uncle does.”

¢“The hoary old fool !’ thundered Mr. Almy,
clenching his hand. ‘“And he sent her here
to be reclaimed?’ he added bitterly.

“Yes!” said Lel—“and I am his instru-
ment.”

« His instrument!” repeated Mr. Almy,
breathing deeply and drawing back from his
daughter with involuntary disdain—¢His in-
strument to seduce this vestal virgin from soli-
tude and sanctity—his instrument to pervert
the purest aspirations of the human soul—his
instrument to deprive her of eternal joy for the
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sake of mortal life—and what a life !—No, no,
Lel, I will not believe it—you are not sunk so
low!” |

“T am.” . .

«“Lel!” exclaimed Mr, Almy, grasping her
arm, ‘I have been a cold, inconsiderate parent;
I have but poorly played a father’s part; I have

-neglected your soul, your immortal soul, be-

cause I loved the world more than heaven. I
shall not speak of this now~—not now. T love
you, though, with all the love of which T am
capable; you are dearer to me than all the earth.
I would sacrifice fortune, health, life to save
you from one hour of the suffering that is my

 daily portion,—but thoucrh I must love you thus

to the day of my death, come what may, yet if
you attempt, by any influence, direct or indi-
rect, to clip the wings of this beautiful soul how
flying to 1ts Maker’s bosom, I shall cease to re- -

spect you.’

“Oh, hear me, father. A good old man,
with trembling hands and gray hair, knelt to
me, and begged me, as I valued his peace and
life, to prevent his chiid~—for he loves her as
his child—from taking this final step, “uhout'

experience, without reflection, without trial.”
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«« And is she to be sacrificed because Ae is old
and foolish? Oh, Lel, the whisperings of God
to a young heart undefiled by sin, and in con-
stant communion with him, trusting, living, ex-
ulting in him alone, are worth ages of expe-
rience. Fervent piety is more than wisdom,
withont which reflection is nothing. And as
for trial,—are we to {esi her with acids hke a
lump of gold, when our very touch is enough to
change her nature ?”’

¢ have not soiled her yet,”’ said Lel, hurt at
the insinuation; “but if you think me an unfit
companion for her—"

¢ have touched your pride, my sweet Lel,"
said Mr. Almy, drawing her to his side. My
dear daughter, you have fine impulses, glowing
sentiments, correct notions of right and wrong,
as the world goes; you go to church pretty re-
gularly, you say your prayers sometimes, you
are a loving, dutiful child,~~but oh, Lel! you
are not what you might have been—what you
might be had I done my duty, had I consulted
your true interests, had I been true to your
mother's dying caarge!” |

At these last words, uttered in a hoarse whis-
per, as if wrung by agony and remorse from his
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lips, the proud merchant staggered to a chair
and buried his face in his hands, whilst Lel,
pale and tremblmg, knelt before hlm.

“ Enough, enough~—the fault is mine !”’ mur-
mured the father: ““ask me no more—not one
word more as you value my repose. Will you.
believe it, my daughter, that often when you"
were attracting all eyes and winning all hearts,
I have wished, prayed-—aye, a thousand times
prayed that you had died in your cradle, before
your feet had left your mother’s chamber, before
your lips had left your mother’s breast. It was
a wicked wish—but I wished it—I still wish it!’’

“Why #”

““Because I have a consclence"’ said Mk,
Almy, with bitter emphasis, and as he raised
his eyes he encountered Gabriel’s, who was

-smiling.

“You come and go like a ghost,” continued
Mr. Almy, addressing him; ‘“I am glad you
come now with a smile. What’s the matter?”’

.“Tea is ready,” whispered Gabriel, ‘ and
Miss Agnesand Mr. Melville are at the door.”

We shall employ the time they are spending

at the tea-table by relating what haonened
during the ride.
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Melville did not feel exactly happy as he
pranced so gaily beside Agnes,—the future was
not clear enough,—his hopes were too far from
fulfilment;—yet he felt the charm of her pre-
sence, and was happier than he would have.
been any where else. At times, indeed, when
Agnes gave full reifn to the spirited creature
that bore her, when, leaving the city behind,
she flew into the country like an uncaged bird
—or when, checking their horses, they paced
slowly along some wooded ridge, conversing
as freely and fondly as if they had been friends
from childhood,—the sanguine young man flat-
tered himself that the cold obstacles to his hap-
piness were melting in the warm light of
affection.

Away they went, as fleetly as happiness,
through the suburbs, over the main road, pass-
ing from turnpike to turnpike by various wind-
ing lanes, new to Agnes, but familiar to her
companion. The horses stopped of their own

accord beside a little ice-bound brook, and ther:

walked most leisurely. The road was shut i
by hills and trees,-and wound gradually from a
hollow up to a high point of land, commanding
a fine view of the city and the river beyond it
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Melville smiled sadly—the intelligent animals
were truer to the past than he. Yes, it was
Lel’s favorite ride! There had she been day
after day with him—in spring when thé first
flowers were blooming, when the loving leaves
stretched forth their tender cheeks to the soft
kisses of the south winds, and decked the re- -
viving branches for wooing birds,—in sumrﬁer
when the little brook babbled against the heat,
when thirsting doves came to drink and ‘peck’
there, when the flocks and herds slumbered in
the cooI shade of noble oaks, when the Bearded‘
wheat and tasseled corn waved in green and
Egold-—--in autumn when the mellow fruit glanced
in beauty through the orchards, when every hill
top and every bottom glowed in gorgeous livery
of a thousand dyes, as if the numberless leaves
had caught and held fast the colors of the sun-
set clouds. The horses had always walked
over that ground, and they réspected it now
No wonder then Melville looked grave, ;10

- wonder he hung his head. He knew the very

s;ones—-thg preached to him most powerfully
of mortal inconstancy ;—and as memory after

‘memory returned, with a load of looks, words
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and smiles, his heart smote him, and he felt
like a traitor.

Agnes was not entirely blind, yet up to this
instant, she had never dreamed that Melville's
attentions to her meant any thing more than
common friendship. To a pure, unsuspeéting
intelligence, truth comes like inspiration.  All
at once it flashed upon herthat Lel and Mel-
ville stood a little further apart, and that she’
herself stood between them. And then, put-
ting this and that together, she rapidly came to
a conclusion from which she recoiled, unwilk
ing to believe it. When Melville looked up,
he met her calm, dark eye searching his very
soul, and he blushed and trembled like a truant
school-boy. His embarrassment confirmed her
suspicion, and a sentiment resembling aversion
arose in her mind. Tt was but a transient she-
dow, yet, had he not looked away, he could

have seen, for once, that gentle face adminis-
tering a cold rebuké.

¢« Can we return by that road?'’ she asked
urging her horse to a full gallop.

Melville muttered, ¢ Yes.”
¢« Let us take it, then; the sun will soon be

down.”
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- There were preity cottages struhg along each
side of the road, some on the Barn so;le o

the 'Gothi‘c,w but most on the Vandal ;rdcr' witll;
here and there a dwelling of much 'preten’sio

its deformity rendered more conspicuoué b iltl:'
size. Agnes kept her companion busy tel}lrin’
her the names and history of the owners. Hif
answers were not very entertaining or satisfac-
tory, and the good people described could
hardly have recognized themselves in the med

ley he made of them. In short, he so ce -
‘ﬁiunded their birth, marriages a.n::‘l deaths t(l)xn;
1§ must have been the most wonderful o, ula

tion on the face of the earth. He still fI';Itptha-'
cfﬂm, dark eye searching his very soul, and h E;;'
his Ifaplies were at random, until to ,his in ;

p.ressﬂ)]e relief they reached the edge of :;‘
city, where she suspended her quér?es, to o[:

- serve the dirty, cramped, dingy hovels through

which they were passing,
!

You_ must‘.excuse my bringing you this
Yery uninleresting route,” said Melville. «J
:carc:,iy know where we are. However, it is
asy to escape these palac rei
o palaces of the sovereign

13
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«« Excuse me,"’ replied Agnes, surprised and
pained by this heartless snecr,—‘‘ excuse me

if I find this the most mterestmg part of our

ride.”’
Melville saw how far he had committed him-

self. Poor fellow! He was charitable or libe-
ral to a fault; but, like all of us, in trying to
appear to advantage, he only injured himsellf.
¢« Palaces they may be,” she resumed, *of
virtues that might put us, whom the poor need
not envy, to the blush. Are these palaces ever
visited by the rich—or are they avoided, as the
Hindoo avoids a jungle which may conceal a
lion ?”’ '
« Perhaps they do conceal a lion,” said Mel-
-ville.
« A very lean one, then,” returned A.gn.es,
.glancing at the meagre forms that were flitting
;around them.
« Only the more desperate from hunger.”
¢ And whose fault is that?”’ cried the young
girl, with a flashing eye. * Were half the mo-
_ney that is squandered applied here, the danger
-would be over.” .

« My fair friend is something of a social-

.ist.”
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«“No,” she retorted with a smile. <If
Christian charity were more in vogue, socialism,
which only lives in its absence, would be‘out
of fashion.”

“Jt is their duty, as Chnstlans, to bear and
forbear.’

““ Most unquestionably. But if we negleét
the duty of relieving, are we to be surprised if
they renounce the more difficult task of suffer-

~ing? A republic destitute of active Christian

charity wants the first principle of life.”
At this moment they were attracted by a lit-
tle boy, who, darting through the door of an

B ill-looking shed, trotted along by their horses,

holding his tiny hands up to Agnes with a ges-
ture not to be mistaken. He could not have
been more than ten years old; he was bare-
headed, and his light; flaxen hair curled over

- his temples and cheeks. Though his-clothes

were tattered and old, yet his face and hands
were scrupulously clean. :Agnes was enchanted -
with him as he followed her, looking up with
mild blue eyes from which his very soul ap-
pealed. Young as he was, his smile was
adorned with a touching mournfulness—it was
like a star peering through a watery sky.

{/.
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« What do you want, my boy?’’ said Agnes,
stopping her horse.
~ « Help for my father,” murmured the child,
blushing and hanging his head. T

¢ Perhaps his confusion should be construed
into an admission of imposture,” she whispered
to Melville, and then continued—* What ails
your father ?”’

« He has been very sick.”

¢Is he better?”

«“ Oh yes, much better. He is getting well.”

“ What does he want ?”’

The child was silent.

«Tell me!” said Agnes, in a tone of such
heart-felt sympathy, that the little fellow won-
dered, smiled and wept.

«« He never asks for any thing,” answered
the boy, shaking his head,—* he never asks for
any thing.” o R

¢« Have you nothing to eat?”” resumed Agnes.

¢“ Yes, we have bread and meat enough for a
week ; but father won’t eat it, and if he doesn’t
eat, you know he must die.” Here his tears

L

flowed faster. “Ithought—that if I could only

get money enough to buy him some nice things
to-night, he would be better in the morning.
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“And when I saw you passing, something seemed

say to me, ‘ there goes a lady who will give you
some oranges and pine-apples and oysters.’
For oh! you looked so good !""—ecried the art-
less child, looking into her eyes.

“ Flattery,—another proof of dishonesty.
S‘h'all_ we encourage this vagabond, Mr., Mel-
ville ?”’ reaching down to pat the boy’s head as
she spoke. ' ' |

‘ “He attracts me strongly,” whisﬁéred Mel-
‘tzlle, taking out his purse. ¢1In spite of his
light hair and blue eyes, I think he slightly re- .
sembles you.” '

““ What is your name, my son ;”’ said Agnes.

“ Clarence 1"’ ‘ L

‘““Have you no other name ?”

“ None.” |

“ Where is your father ?*’

“In there,” said the boy, pointing at the
door from which he had issued.

“Can I see him?”

Again the round tears rolled over his soft-
cheeks—again his golden head inclined. With-
out a word, he pressed her hand passionately

to his lips, then gazed at her in mute reve-.
rence.

13%
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“You are not in earnest, Miss Agnes,”’ cried
' . to dismount.
lville, as she was about to. : -
M?‘ Ipdeed I am,” and throwing him the reins,
and giving her hand to the child, shc? sprang
lightly from the saddle. Melville was instantly
at her side. - R
¢« My dear Miss Cleveland,” he said, 1im
lore you not to expose yourself to the close
aptmosphere of these cells, where you know.not
how many forms of disease may ]?e 1}1rk1ng.
Remain here :—I will make an examination gnd
: b > d"’
e that the invalid is well nurse |
" So saying, he beckoned a man to hold the
nd stepped before hf.:r. o
hof?;?eawill goptogether,” said Agnes, noticing
Melville’s concern for her and ind.;ﬁ'erence to
himself. -But she could not be dissuaded by
look, speech or gesture; for mot on]g:idldf sh:
, i issi t the bedside of suf-
long to begin her mission a . -
i did she think of bat
fering poverty, not only ink of .
ing tghg invalid’s temples and moistening h1§.
lips, but the man might be dying, an unsh:‘we
soui might be speeding to its l:}xst account!
Clarence led the way with his little hand fast

in hers.
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After ascending a narrow, crooked staircase,
they entered a dismal chamber, uncarpeted and
unpapered.  They could scarcely see each
other at first, for the room was badly lighted,
and the broken windows were hung with blan-
kets to nourish heat at the expense .of light.
The wretchedness of the scene, the imperfect
ventilation, made Agnes dizzy, as, guided by
Clarence, she approached a bed standing on a
shabby piece of matting in one corner.

“He is sound asleep,” whispered ‘the boy;

“he has not slept before for three days and
nights,”” '

~ “Give me a candle, if you have one,” said
Melville, drawing closer to the slumberer. Ag-
nes shuddered—he was so still—his very breath-
ing inaudible—it might be death !

Clarence hastily drew a match across. the
wall, and the last candle, revealing all the evj-
dences of poverty and distress, deepened the

wretchedness of the scene., Shading the light
with his hand, Melville bent over the sick man.
Agnes saw a mass of black hair—a forehead
white as marble ; she saw the closed eye, the
motionless lips, and clasping her hands, knelt
by the pillow; whilst Clarence, terrified at their
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deep silence, crept close to her side. She

looked again, did not the thin nostril move ?—
did it not rise and fall regularly ? She looked

earnestly at Melville.

« He is living,” he said at last; *“ his pulse is
weak, but true ; -his breathing faint, but regular.
My son,” he continued, in a tone of unwonted
tenderness, ‘your father will be much better
when he wakes.” |

« When will he wake?”’ asked Clarence,
with tearful eyes.

¢ Probably not before to-morrow.” .

¢ Bat if he should not wake then ?”’

¢ So much the better. Let him sleep on.”

Agnes turned to embrace the boy, and to
her surprise found the mysterious Gabriel
amongst them.

- How did you find us out?’ said Melville.

«T saw-the horses. at the door,” whispered

Gabriel. ; '
« This atmosphere is enough to kill any one,”
resumed Melville, examining the windows. ‘
Whilst he was improving the ventilation,
Agnes moved about the room, like a sweet
spirit, putting things in order. By her mere
touch, the rubbish around her seemed to lose
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.t =
its chaotic aspect. Asg we see a gentle, loving

woman subduing the ruggedness of poverty b
a smile, and reducing all to order. as if b yl:hy
simple force of her presence, we .-;re remiyd 3
| o? :]l:e Eternal Spirit that moved over thénfaze

of the waters, creatino j ' ‘
by s e alon:-tmg life afxd light and order

Gabriel had taken Clarencg on his knee
One of his peculiarities was #Tondness fornie'?.
‘dren which he could nof control. He “vas
never so happy as wher he hag th;em inv;ﬁs
arms.  And they all loved him, and woyld .,
to meet him and cling to him like young vi::;

| - around the prop by which they curl towards the

sky.
:: Let us go, Miss Cleveland,” said Mé]vil]e
Leave him ?*’ cried Agnes, in surprise. .

“I will return and pas i

| pass the nichi :
have some skill in medicine. £ ere; |
for you.”

.AA‘gnes felt that she had done Melville j
tice, and a smile of
shone on her face.

“ But should he want 3 confessor ?”’
[ 43 .
Leave that to me,” interposed Gabriel

This is no place

. njus-
gratitude and approval
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‘ n
«The man is in no danger, I assure you,

id Melville. o .
sal“ I shall return in half an hour,” whispered

Gabriel to the child. .
« Don’t forget the oranges !’ said Clarencfa.
Gabriel smited, and Agnes took the dear boy in

her arms. ) -
¢« When are you coming back?’ asked Cla

rence, clinging to her. . |
“T’o-mo:,row morning early. Will you not

o with me till then ?”’
; Clarence pointed to his father, and Agnes

kissed his clear, sunny forehe}::.d. .
¢« Where do you sleep ?’ she said.
He pointed to a chair at the head of the bed.

Turning abruptly from him to hide her tears,
she left the room.

i 1 gaid Melville.
« Make no noise, mv son.” said Me

He looked round for G;br:e!—-—but Gabrel had
already disappeared.
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CHAPTER V.

As we have seen, Gabriel reached the house
-2 minute before the equestrians: his celerity
was 80 marvellous that he might be called ubj.
quitous. At the tea-table Agnes acquainted
Lel and her father with what had happened.
Mr. Almy immediately ordered his carriage, and
the girls busied themselves in gathering all the
delicacies of the house into = goodly bundle,
After this, they selected a good bed and abun-
dant covering for Clarence. All was put into
the carriage, in charge of Gabriel, who set out -
at once ; Melville promising to follow soon.
The stranger was still asleep : Clarence was
sitting by his bed-side, thinking of the sweet
looking lady who had been so kind to him. The
poor boy had heard of angels, and in his soli-
tude and sufferings he delighted to surround

“himself with those blessed creatures with whom

he believed the air was peopled. They were
his only playmates, and so vividiy had he pic-
tured them, that lie knew them by different

| forms and names, and loved to sing to them by

day and call whem to share his pillow, when he
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was fortunate enough to have one. But Agnes
seemed to him prettier than any of his invisible
companions; and he was wondering whether
some one of them had not stepped forth from
the air to comfort and cheer him in mortal
shape, as Gabriel entered the room.

Without speaking, but smiling like another
angel, this strange being spread the bed on the
floor and made it up as nicely as a new cham-

bermaid could have done. He then deposited

the bundle in a corner, and took Clarence on
his knee, drawing the chair away from the bed.

«You see I have not forgotten the oranges,”
he whispered, pulling some of the golden fruit
from his pocket.

But Clarence was looking at the soft bed, the
snow white sheets and spotless pillow-case.

¢« Is that for me ?”’ he murmured. i

« For you,”” replied Gabriel, kissing him, as
the fair boy, leaning against his benefactor’s
breast, wept as if his heart would break. It
was soon over: the tears of childhood are like
April showers—for every drop—a flower, a
smile. -

¢« What is your father’s name ?”’ resumed Ga-
briel.
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Clarence shook his head.
““ Where were you born ?”’
“J do not know.”

‘“Is your mother dead }”’

"I never saw my mother,” sighed the mo-
therless boy. "

““ Where have you been living

““In England.” ’

““ All your life ?”

“No,” said the child after a pause, in which
he seemed lost in thought. <« Ireme’mber ano-
ther land where the sun was warmer, where
grapes and oranges grew on the hills. I re-
member.traveling far and crossing the water
and feeling cold, and finding different fruits;
and different people. T could not understand
whaft they said. Then we crossed the water
again, and found it still colder and every thin
different again—it was England.’ ¢

“How long were you thet,are 2
“Oh, a long time—three or four years.”
:: ]I;Iave lyou always been poor?”
es, always poor— :
father is sick so f;f::arxl."}) i ot s poorsanow;
““ What does your father do for a living "
“I don’t know.” ”
- 14
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,a
:Does he work ? _ .
« T don’t know. We travel about from city

to city. He is with me nearly all'day--puts me
to bed at night—kisses me—tells me to ic; :z ‘
sleep, and bids me good-b.y. W}.len I W’a,
the morning, I find him lymng beSId’:a m;al.-s d
1
« You spoke of a warrp:er land,” whisp
briel. L . .
Ga“l-.Yes 1? said the boy, eagerly, his eyes glis
tening with tears,—a land whert_a I wish t?
;' 2 gI should go to heaven if I died there, 1t
ie.

ems to be so much nearer heaven than any
se

ther place on earth is.”’
’ “ Apland of hills and grapes! Are you a
tholic . N
CaCiarence opened his jacket a1.1d showed a sil
ver medal hanging over his white breast.
holic ?""—=
« Your father too a Cat
« Yes: he hears me my prayers and takes mé
i days.”
ith him to mass on Sl‘ll’l ‘ .
WlI)uring the conversation, Gabriel l;ad (rillot f(l):d
1 the bundle a
to refresh the child from ] :
g'(;trtrt:nhis own deep, exhaustless pocket. Ob
rving that the lids seemed to droop over th_ose
Szun: eyes, he forbore any further ques?on-
3i(ng “Qoon the untasted apple dropped from

£ ontiptoe. The invalid for the first time mo
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the boy s hands—he had fallen asleep on Ga-
briel’s bosom. -

“Sleep soundly, sweet child!” but-as he .
spoke  Clarence woke, gazing round for his
father.

“ Undress, my boy, I will watch your father
to-night.” .
~ “ Will you ?” said Clarence, kissing his hand
and looking into his eyes. ¢ Yes, you will! T
will trust you. Wake me if he wants any

“ thing.” - 8o saying he knelt and said his cus-

tomary prayers with his head between Gabriel’s
knees ; then timidly crept into his beautiful bed,
and in an instant went sound asleep.

Gabriel knelt some time over his young
charge, then rose and approached the sick man, -
ved,

d a slight spasm passed
over his face. Then gl‘owing more and more
resiless, he drew his arms from under the thick
quilt, his head began to rock, and finally he
turned on his side with his face to the wall, as
if oppressed by Gabriel’s presence. Gabriel
still stood over him, with an expression of pe-
culiar -solicitude and sadness. Suddenly he

his brow contracted, an
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placed his hand over the stranger’s heart: a
deep groan answered the touch.

Melville’s foot was on the staircase: Ga-

briel fell back from the bed, and as he did so,
the sick man returned to his former position
and lay as quietly as before.
¢ The carriage is at the door,” said Melville;
«you had better return and report that all is
going on well. I shall keep watch to-night.”
Scarcely had the door closed on Gabriel,
than Melville, taking the candle from the
hearth, approached the sufferer. With a trem-
bling hand he pressed the matted hair back
from the pale forehead. i
¢ Yes! it is he!”’—Pale as the sleeper him-
self, he replaced the candle, and throwing him-
self in a chair, abandoned himself to the most
harrowing thoughts. The scene itself, apart
from association, was calculated to impress him
deeply. There lay that beautifal boy, his cheek
resting on his hand, a calm smile playing around
his half opened mouth :—there lay the father as
stern and still as death. The wind sighed
mournfully through the broken panes and loose
sashes, and rustled along the tattered hangings.
Melville was too much excited to think collect-
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edl_y, and the night seemed to him as endle
as it does to a wounded soldier on the batt-lss
field. The candle flickered i its socket——tl?-
f01:n.1]ess shadows danced over the wall an’g
ceiling. Twelve o’clock sounded, faintly tolled
from afar‘.@'——the unwearying wheel of sin and
p!easure Is spinning around—ahis brain is spin-
ning t?o—-—he feels tempted to rush frompthe
room into the open air. At first, anxious to
gratify h_is curiosity, he wished th;slee er t
Wak‘e,—-lt was too painful to watch tha‘t fvhiteo
@ot:onless form, alive, but giving no sign o;‘
life,—a stranger, and yet perhaps some%hin
more than a friend. But now, though not ea :
ily daunted, he trembled lest he should .ﬁwaksc;
i-:—he prayed thgt he might sleep on till morning
.lght.. And yet he could not compose himself;
m spltp of his utmost efforts he. paced up an(i
gown tl?e room. He lit another candle brought
y Gabriel—its clear light relieved the sepulch:;'al
aspect -of' the room—his spirits rose—he lauch
ed at his childish dejection—and forced himsgel;’
to hum over some of his favorite songs. His
back was turned to the,sleeper—;thel'e ‘is‘.a sud-
den start—a motion n the bed '—The song

froze 0;’14;]]'8 lips—a chill went throuzh his




i
i1k
. i
3 7

" H

|

0t

A H

i i

i |8
: B

i

o

i

i

B

i

i

]

K 1)

i

i

v —

T i e

\
1
lz

162 LORETTO!

heart. Turning, as if he had been Wrenche.atd
round by a hand of iron, he saw the figure sit-
ting upright—he saw two unnaturally l:;lrgctla eyes
, 1 sen
1 1 as if a corpse had r1
fixed upon him—1t was ' sisen
in the terror and majesty of death~—ast lfdm
soul had returned from its last errand to drag
the body after it. ‘ t
Melville, unable to speak, stood gafz;'ngrf?ﬂ
the spectral stranger—it was a pause 0 e.&:3 iy
silence : the apparition was the first to sp ak.
«« Who are you?" sounded in a hollow'voul::.e.
« A friend,” replied Melville, conquering his
v )
we and advancing. ¢ You must pardon this
) LR
i it is ki ant.
intrusion : it is kindly me .
" ¢« Where is Clarence?’ continued the other,
searching the recom with a rolling ey,e.
hing )
¢ Asleep at the foot of your bed. . -
« Poor fellow, he has a hard time of 1t
1 him—" :
Raise me—let me see him- .
Melville raised him in his arms }1nt1] .th}? bt:l};
was in view. The stranger, clasping his han .
in mute thankfulness over his breast, sank bac
on his meagre pillow and wept—aye, th?‘t ste'n;
man wept, and his face became as solt as
woman’s.
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““Am I indebted to you for this ?”’ he
feebly pressing Melville’s hand.
Melville shook his head and related the cir-
cumstances that led to his discovery, bringing
- Agnes forward in the beautifu] relief she occu-
pied in his own fancy. |
“And who is she~—this angel of mercy
Melville hesitated—he felt himgelf on dan- |
gerous ground—her name might excite an agi-
tation fatal to the patient. '
“ My sister,” he replied.
“And your name is—"’
“ Melville.,” ~

“ Melville I”” repeated the other, drawing his
fingers across his forehead,—« Melville.”

“I think we have met before, °
stranger searched his features

“Iam a wanderer 1.

said,

5

and as the
; he began—

““Indeed I—The music store in London ?—
Has that wret(i:hed, impious song served to con-
nect me in sympathy with any human being.
Oh, Mr. Melville, I have changed since then!
Iam still a wanderer, still a prodigal, still a vil-
lain, it may be,~but that boy has bettered me

—saved me. These are almost the first tears I

have shed since childhood : but long accus-
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tomed to hardship and neglect, your sister’s
kindness, at this moment, makes me weep<” I
might scorn it, if rendered to me alonte, but
to that child—Bless her! bless apd the un-
bidden tears coursed down his wasted cheeks.

«Paor boy!™ he resumed,—he leads a
lonely life with me, and yet I have seen him,
for hours at a time, playing and talking with in-
visible companions—his angels, as he calls
them. And who will say that those blessed
spirits may not appear to a lonely, motberless
boy, clad in baptismal innocence—that heaven
may not minister to such a child, deprived of
every earthly pleasure!”’

Much as Melville wished to hear more, he
begged his patient, who was already exhausted,
to compose himself to sleep. He had prudently
brought some liquid nourishment, which he
prevailed on him to take—there was no need
of medicine ; the man was well, and only re-

quired care. Whenever he attempted to speak,

Melville imposed silence by laying his finger on
his lips, saying,

¢ We will converse to-morrow.”

At last the wanderer's eyes closed—it was

no longer a dull stagnation of the body, but &
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calm, refreshi i ‘
alm, refreshing sleep. Melville was compara-

tlv?ly happy—happy in the consciousness of
| doing gooc—happy that a new tie between him
and Agnes was spun. " But a task full of diff
culty, requiring the greatest prudence and deli:
cacy, was before him. Agnes had promised t
return in the morning, and how to palm her 0;'

- for his sister without awakening suspicion as

strong as his own, he knew not. lLel t
would be sure to.call her cousin by nan,le '0 i
one word might cost the invalid his life. -]-f.;
Was necessary to make a confidant of Lel : thus
he h.oped, by practicing a harmless piece (;f‘ d
ception, to obviate the danger., He felt that lf _
was adopting the best course under the circume
stances, and assured of the success of his pl i
the night passed swiftly by. S
Gabriel came with the sun,

J

bringing a gla-

zier'’s b i i
ox and a pair of window curtains: he

‘}ilad_ a knack of (.loing every thing useful ; and
uring the evening before, detecting the ab-

-sence of three entite panes of glass, he deter-

mined to replace them himself,
Melville could not repress a smile

X1 ]
Do not go to work until he is wi

. : de awake,"
was his parting charge. ‘ v




CHAPTER VI.

ArTER a shower bath, a change of cll(]).thmg],f
and a cup of coffee, M;cr];ille“;;:)e;ciniiirc;lr:lsl?”
.. Almy’s door. e
a\:al:I:)n ‘}?.is v{ray to the coun.ting h.ouse,. l;lutt}::;
young ladies were expecting him wit fher
bonnets on, ready to start for tl?e scene 0 b
tress. Watching his opportumty, he drew el
aside and whispered to her—:“ Call A”gnes
thing but cousin before the sick man.

Lel stared at him in amazement. e

« Remember—* I am a wjznderer. ; ay-
exchanged a look of intelligence, and sep

IS

rated. .
¢« Do you think he will recov

5. | . ‘
A%?I?Ie has recovered,”’ repaed Melville; «all

er?”’ inquir/ed

he wants is proper nourishment. .HIS mind }:s
a little disordered yet; for .I notnce:li :}l:a: me
persisted in calling you my sister, an at my

. H 3 c
explanations, instead of correcting h}ﬁf..unaI
countable impression, only annoyed‘ hll}’]n.. !
think it better for you not to contradict him.
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* Of course not,” said Agnes. “Butlet us -
start.”’ 4

“Do you mean to walk ?”’ said Melville.

“Certainly,” cried Lel. I never ride when
Ican walk. If we walked longer, we’d wear
longer—all of us.”

Gabriel had wrought a wondrous change :

. the broken panes are restored, the old ones

washed :—instead of being obscured by dingy
blankets and old clothes, the windows are now
ornamented with neat green curtains—the floor
i8 brushed and sprinkled with water—the chairs

- are symmetrically arranged—the trunk answers

all the purposes of a sofa—Clarence’s bed is
pretiily coiled up in one corner—the ‘light
fumes of a pastile are curling around the man- |
telpiece—there is an air of comfort and con-
valescence, - '
They found Gabriel washing his hands—the"
stranger propped up in bed by pillows : he wasg
quite as mugh changed as the room. His long
sleep and Gabriel’s razor and linen had made
him another man. He was playing with Cla-
rence’s long silken hair, as they entered,.
Clarence, who had been listening eagerly, no
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- sooner recognized Agnes, than he ’ﬂebw tli) meet
her like a young bird to its mother’s . ezzl i.n .
Already there may have been IlOtl(‘i(l} in the
trancer’s manner what the world 'ca‘ 8 :
ing. l=Lel and Agnes were surprised to fin
:::fi.ry appearance of gentility in t.he sug'ellE
whom they came to relieve. Melville an

both saw that his eye was fixed on Agnes, a;'ld
that although he turned from h‘er whenh n_etpri.
ing to their inquiries about his health, 1

ired an effort to do so. . )
qu::; know not how to thank you, Miss Mel

] «« this little boy must do it for
ille,”* he said,— this litt o it for
“Ee’ I am perhaps incapable of g}'atltude}
r(:Iar.tainly unable to express it, having rarely

called upon to feel it.” - .
bej::gain they were surprised, not only at his

language, but at the cultivated tone in which
)

red.
e words were uttered.

" «1 know not,” he continued, “ why yoqlelartl}
so kind to a friendless wanderer, 1}01‘ .w1 -

ask : the only reward 1 can promise 13
of my child.” . . -
pr?;{]’z’ward cyanough for a Christian,” said %g
n
nes, patiing the golden head that was leaning

H

against her.
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The stranger trembled—hey voice, her look,
her motion, all reminded ‘him too
one whom she resembled, A deep
over his pale cheek, his bosom hes
glowed an instant with the unnat
delirium, and after an inward
dow of fixed, familiar agony o
tures. Lel trembled too:

should discover the liken
tween them,

painfully of
flush passed
ved, his eyes
ural light of
struggle, the sha-
verspread his fea-
—she feared lest they
ess which existed be-
and which was growing stron%er
every moment—she knew not how they could
be blind to a resemblance o evident to her.

- Agnes ascribed his emotion to mental weak-

. overpowering influence.

1

ness, and fearing that their presence might

retard his recovery, would have gone; but she

felt herself attracted to him by a ‘mysterious,

She longed to stay

ngular man in whom
she took such a strange interest ;—nhis face, his

voice, his manner touched her heart ;—his evi-
dent refinement of person and feeling, his' mis.
erable ‘situation, inspired her with a wish to
¢ommunicate more freely with him—a wish
that was not altogether female curiosity. Tt
seemed to he¢as if she could sit forever in the
chair on which Clarence used to

15

and hear more from the sl

sleep,~—sit
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there forever and listen to him, pray for him,
i le him.
urse him, and conso o
’ In vain ,they endeavored to recall, by 1r(11d1ﬁ'er
i 1S r cheerfulnes and com=
ent questions, his forme nes and ]
posn?re: something had passed “lrlthm hlzs;;:t
1 it. His eye no longer s
which forbade 1t. ) . on
Agnes, he seemed to avoid meeting hers—her
’ -
presence oppressed hlm.. 1 Ll
¢« Let us be gone,” whispered Lel. e
Agnes reluctantly assented : but first taking
Clarence by the hand,— . | o,
¢ Trust me with your child un.tl thi @
noon,” she said; <1 will return him safe.“ )
“ 'f‘ake him !’ muttered the stranger—‘‘ take

hier, he
him!” and with a look that startled her, |

is lips.
ressed her hand to his ps.
! « He is wandering,”’ wh:sp(‘aret-i Lel._ .
Clarence, blushing and hesitating, kisse by
father good-by, and taking his ragged hat, to
Jowed the young ladies into the st.reet;., e
¢« Do not stay for me, Mr. Melvnl]e,‘ Sal‘ha‘,e
stranger after after a long silence, *you e
had no sleep. I am but a poor chorus-singer,
M 1
worthy your attention. .
un“A chorus-singer in an opera?’ inquired
Melville.

. for Clarence,”
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“Yes.”

“ Where is your company "

“They left me here wunabie to follow them,
Once it would have been otherwise, but I am
losifz my voice and am no longer indispensa-
Jble. They were right in leaving me.”

“ Can you obtain a sy

“ Enough to live whe
die when I am sick. |

Pport in this way "
n [am well, enough to
should be contented but

“I might,” said Melville
might possibly obtain for
and lucrative employment.

“No!” replied the stranger, with a touch of

pride ; “my present life is my free choice, or [
could change it myself,”

There was a long pause,

“Do you not love your sister ?”’
Melville could say ‘yes,”

respectfully, «J-
you more becoming

he resumed,

~ with a clear con-
science,

“Then never let her marry.

bright young credture with h
for the world.”

“Miss Ellen Almy.”
“The merchant’s daughter ?”

—Who was that
er ~—she is made

cried the other,
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shuddering. Melville, internally lamenting his |

imprudence, nodded affirmatively. ;

Again the wanderer’s face grew dark, and
with agony keener than before.

¢ Leave me, Mr. Melville,” he said—* think
not harshly of my bluntness—but I must be
alone, I must be alone. Come to-night, my
friend—-come alone.”

Clarence and his fair protectors had reached
the centre of the city. Agnea still held the

boy by the hand, ane Lel, though sensible of -

the singular appearance they were making, had
not the heart to remonstrate with her cousin.
Whom should they meet but the queenly Mrs.
Hoity, sweeping the pavement with her satin
skirts. Glancing at Agnes with ineffable dis-
dain, she threw a side leer to Lel, and when
they had passed, indulged a hearty, well-fed

laugh, and raising her hands in majestic depre-

ciation, exclaimed, ¢ La me! o much for hav-

ing country cousins. Were it not for Mr. Al-
my’s sake, I would positively decline dining
with her to-day.” '

Unterrified by the apparition, Agnes retained -

her hold until they reached a first class clothing

‘store. Clarence was placed in the shopkeep-

-us and take a ride.
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?
er's hands, and re-appeared in a handsome

dress. Dress makes many a fool pass current
and many a monster; human., Few children i ’
any station of life, though perfumed and pett 3
.ﬁ-om. the cradle, could compare with Clalz'eln:je
in his new suit. Agnes did not see 80 greata
a_ltgratmn; but to Lel the transformation .
litle short of the miraculous. A hands o
“cloth cap completed his equipment. e
He ?)ore‘ his honors meekly and naturall
dppearing just as much at ease and quite g :
.tinfiﬂ‘ected and self-forgetting, as when ador -
ing his rags, ’ o
““ He is made to be loved,” thou . “
wonder u.;/mt his life will be! N ov%flt(lﬁi.nce ’{
she continued aloud, “ you must go home wi;h
b and After dinner you shall go
“Home!" sighed Agnes, opening the do
and looking up at the clear blue skies "
Lel threw a cloak over the child’s SI.IO
apd ordered the bill to be sent home.

uldell's,
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CHAPTER VI .

Mr. Any had invited the elite of the city,
Mrs. Hoity amongst others, to dine with Agnes,
We need not describe the various courses, or
-enumerate the delicacies provided by epicurean
waiters :
health are better forgotten than remembered,
If Agnes was amazed at the profusion and ele-
gance of the table, what shall we say of little
Clarence, dazzled by the flashing decanters,

and confounded by the majestic personages who
appeared to be as much at home as wild pig-
cons in an oak tree ? Poor boy! his only hope
was in Agnes. ,

Mrs. Hoity, upon whom Clarence had made
a favorable impression, at length deigned to
ask Agnes, next whom she sat, the charming
urchin’s named.

«T know not,”’ was the reply, ‘“but he is the
ragged boy you passed this morning.”

The proud widow’s face turned to deeper

ciimson, as she cooled her quivering lip in a

glass of billowy champagne. It was insufferable

to be in contact with such innate, unblushing

things exacting so much time and ™~
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vuigarity, and had not respect for Mr. Alm
strained her, she would have left the t'able e
Lel had guessed the conversation -—-he-r .
sparkled with a wicked light .and’ ik us
thought, she interposed— , ) duick as
“It is only a habit i
| clothes with the first bezzaﬁalsleorfle:;cha?{g:n'g |
;ﬁzuﬁglze:): c;)f' M. M'elville’s sister, who, ydls
should rom. m er, married Count De La Roche,
]an‘;’{ou could not deceive me, Miss Cleve-
» resumed Mrs. Hoity, with a bitter ac-’
cent. I can always recognize lood,” Bl
Agnes,. surprised at Lel’s bold falsehood, paid
ho attention to her neighbor’s remark : l:)u’tli\a/lll
Almy and Melville could scarce] J ‘1"
themselves, | Y contan
. From that moment Clarence was Mrs Hoity’
idol; she overwhelmed him with her I:;lamdI zes
fards, throwing.'them across Agnés, who sd;
etween them, in such a manner as to fan h
cczld by their rapid transmission. Agnes .
mindful of jest and dainty, thought ofgth;e " oor
;vanderer on his dingy bed—-:’hought ofp:)}?:
Uture awaiting the beautiful boy at her side
: )
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who looked as though he were realizing the
wildest pageant of the Arabian Nights.

She was glad when the ladies hid permission
to retire to the parlor, where they were to have
some music from Lel. During the performance,
Mrs. Hoity, whose love for music was not ex-
cessive, employed herself in arranging Cla-
rence’s curls, smoothing and twisting them to
greater symmetry. Once, with a praiseworthy
gush of tenderness, she actually kissed him on
the forehead. Clarence, whose soul was in the
music, was annoyed and ashamed, especially as
he wanted confidence in his patroness. .

It was growing dark—the ladies were pre-
paring to leave as Melville appeared.

«Tt is time for the boy to go home,”’ he said.

«« We will take him,” said Lel.

« No,” replied Melville, his father begs to

be excuse until to-morrow : he was too much

agitated this morning.”’
« His father V"’ muttered Mrs. Hoity to her-

gelf. ¢« There is a mystery here: I have been
deceived 1’—But, -haughty, as she was, she
feared to resent an insult offered by the daugh-
ter of him she coveted, and, smoothing her ruf-
fled feathers as well as she could, she said good
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evenieng, without so much
ch as a I
event parting loo
o e young. Count, who, a momenti f ‘
ad been so high in her heart e
“Oh! thou ious samp]
h | glorious sample of ity !
u . b
IaugixedLel, when they were alone, ey
«T shall see “to-morrou
you early to- 1
nes to Clarence. ienmorrom” suid Ag-
The child look i '
ed up in her fac i
. i . e, as if the
A SZ partl-ng forever. There is a presentimen{
o f)aratlon sometimes felt, without our bei;l
o eo say. _why_r: we have no reason to fear gt'
» t}Tm-nt Justifies the apprehension. It v
. - . ’ m
an,d f.lat a young, sensitive soul is inﬂuenc:g
orewarned by certain signs, of which the

mind takes ; i
§ no notice—or, noticing, rejects

Thus it was wi :
ith Clarence: .as h

. larence : . e behel
]I:ure, ]ovmg face lshlnmg on him all he hzdd ber
“nqwn_of a mother, he heard a voic o

Linger !—Linger!
you meet again !’
maﬁ}gl{lies‘ slipped into his pocket all that re- -
o sz of her uncle’s bounty : Lel increasee(;
e hm.d Completely overcome, the boy seized
e f;(:; 8, land, l}{lneeling before them, his up
i pale with emot; : :
i i g o o fotxon and wet with tears,

(43 ’

O God, reward them wel] I” v

. e saying—
ears must pass before
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It was ten o’clock—Melville had not yet re-
turned—Lel and Agnes were playing chess—
the could hear, now and then, the sound of
revelry in the dining-room. At last it ceased,
and Mr. Almy presented himself.

« What's become of Melville?”” he ecried.
« Hang the fellow! why did he cut us just
when we wanted him most? It is bad enough
for you ladies to retreat, without enticing after
you our best men—our picked soldiers—our
tenth legion.”

¢« Mr. Melville,” said Lel, keeping her eye
on the board, * went home with Clarence.” .

« Went to the devil!” muttered Mr. Almy,
burying himself in a chair. ‘* Qh—excuse me,
Miss Agnes,” he added, seeing her astonish.
ment—- his Satanic Majesty is a right respect-
able fellow after all.”

Lel pressed her foot on her cousin’s, and bit
her lip until it was white. |

¢ The idea,’”’ continued Mr. Almy, ¢ the bare
idea of leaving such wine for the sake of a
wandering brat =1 could excuse him,” waving
his hand to Agnes, «if beauty had been the
attraction ; but to insult me in my own house
out of charity—unnecessary, wanton, super-
fluous charity—DLel! light my cigar!”
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Agnes could see him. wi
: m, without tyrp;
ﬁ;ﬁe. So completely was her uncle Iostnii :]he ,
object before her, that she caught herself hope

ing that the real Mr. Al '
. w
expel the creature that ape}:i hx?r:Id wppear and

They went on playing

riveted on the board ?B
+ Before th

ovirbher father fell into a deep, h:avé;a;?:epwas
blréath;anme, whlk?pered Lel, hearing his lt;ud
breath g and taki gnes by the hand, The

e.] abrrlel on the steps, but Lel paused n{
untll she reached her room : then, locking tlfe

door, she thr i
e ew herself into Agnes’s arms, sob-

Lel keeping her eye

“Oh, my father '—my father 1’
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’

CHAPTER VIII.

At break of day{ Gabriel repaired to the
Wanderer’s room —it was empty—the old
trunk was no longer there—the beds were ten- -

intless—Clarence and his mysterious father had

disappeared ! He played with the new green

curtains, and looked through the clear new
panes which he had inserted with so much
¢are : it was work thrown away—love’s labor

fost.
" He waited half an hour—they came not. He

inquired below, but learned nothing. Mur-
muring a prayer, he glided from the room. Lel
and Agnes were on the staircase.

«“They have gone!' he whispered, and

passed them like a spirit.

Two weeks have flown without tidings of
the Wanderer and his beautiful boy. They
made diligent search, but in vain. Melville,
the last who saw him, said that he left him sitiing

. up—that his departure was entirely unexpected
—that he had no intelligence of his move-
ments. The stranger had made a deep impres-
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sion upon Agnes——his p. '
v Agne 1s pale face haunt
and appeared in all her dreanis. gl:rinl:::r
t(,)}?, had become so dear to her, that she we t'
: c;nshe thlought of him. She was heartill)
| l\l/fe le' the city, notwithstanding Lel’s aﬂ'ectiony
r. Almy’s kindness, and Melvi on.
, lle’s d i
She longed for the solj Lo Cor hon
itude of Loretto,—
mother, the Colonel, the Convent P her
SWNO: vaas.Lel h.appier. Alas, poor Lel I—that
: }c:e singing bird was drooping in the cage:
ight-hearted as she was, it did not require afm'.
l():roscope to Flt?te'Ct ‘the worm of grief lufkin
S :;e;ltht til\lae ig:;uly tinted rind of merriment Shg
at Melville loved. Aones ! |
- Me ved. Agnes—she could not
:;lpt;e(:mg 1t.. Vanity of vanities '—Whenp :l:)e W
at once sought us, no Io
. nger seeks;—
;&;ll:elxll the iheek that once g]()w:d no 16:ger-
Shes—when the lips that - s |
once blessed
Il:;ngef- greet us—when the hand that once tr,er]::
he(; tm ours, is cold and steady,—when the
6urrgr:rsep h.df/; hk; a juggler’s ball has eluded
»=—=then, forsooth .we ar i
the world is des ’ " e e
solate, the skies are ’
: . ; - are sunl
;]}.lﬁre is no life on the plain, no light (l)l: iisc;
ills, and fnendshipmitse}f 1S no longer welcome

] hu a
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being has changed, though above us and aromid
us, the unchanging love of God is beckoning
on our souls to one who never disappoints, to
to raptures that cannot pall. Alas, poor Lel!
Bitterly, bitterly did she feel it; yet she
blamed him not, and least of all did she blame
Agnes, the innocent cause of her sorrow.. The
wounded pride that caused her pain, helped
her to conceal it too, She had not to endure
the shame, the degradation of being supplanted
by an unworthy rival; his choice of Agnes dis-
played an elevation of soul that went far to ex-
.cuse his fickleness. Yetthe wound was deep—
.8eeper than it seemed. She tried to heal it .
‘with music; but every chord was only musical
.of the past, of the blessed past, from which she
was forever separated. How beautiful seemed
that quiet Conventwhich the Colonel detested!
Had religion a balm which even music could

ne.ce.ssary, though their acquaintance had bee
br1¢f, to come to the point at once "

The moment at length arrived when he migh
speak : he and Agnes were alone to eth S
the. parlor, thanks to Lel, who, with gfem?r' o
delicacy, guessing and respecting his purll)!::;:ae

’

had prevailed upon her father to t

-~ ake a long

Iti |
imer:,Si hard to say whether these very particular
ews are more embarrgssj
' assing to th
tor, or the parties themselves © S

a.ll:/Ielvi‘lle, of course, like a popular orator, be-
gan as far off from the real question as poss’ible

not hestow ?
Melville was in a tumult : he had had a con-

versation with the Wanderer, which disturbed
him-—Mr. Almy, at Agnes’s request, had in-
formed him of her inteution to be a nun—she

" meant to return to Loretto in a week-—her re- [

turn would confirm her resolution——it was

“Who has told you so 3"
smiling. ‘ ‘
“Mr. Almy. Isit so 7" —
111 )

SONot exactly so,” pursued Agnes, quietly ;
. me idea of entering a Convent’ does no;
ress iber

Press my deliberate, unalterable resolution te

replied Agnes,

4t

i
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Melville was frozen by her firm, unreler.ltmg’
tone, but, summoning all his courage, he " pro-
one, but, s |

¥ e“:
ceeded ¢

«“ Do you think, Miss Cleveland, that instead
of leading a life useful to your fellow c;:eaturelsi,
) - - -A e
ou are justified in immuring yourself H:,flc ,
, here you can be of no service to them : ——l
" l“ W{)at do you mean by ¢ useful to my fe?l ow
» 7 returned Agnes. “ Isit by living
creatures o his oty do 7
s your friends 1n this ¢ ! . .
: ‘}:By taking your proper place in society t0
b b |
sorrect and adorn it. . |
c(-)“ You do me too much honor,” -Sal.d A_gne.st
« But if, instead of correcting and adorr:lmfglni
’ - -
I feel certain that it will infect and defor
me ?’'— . .
« How can you be certain of t 15’.,.,@
I ligion.
«« By the practice of my relig :
e Aie there-not some, at least, ‘m t};i world,
who by their virtues diminish 1ts vices t_he .
« Certainly,” she said; * but Iam not one.
1 )
the number. 5
« How do you know that you are’ not ?
' ligion.”
«« By the practice of my relig ‘ .
’ He {:ould not, for the life of him, help wishing
her a heathen.
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“Does the practice of your religion permit
you to rob us of your good example "

“If the example ]
tirely to God has no effect
could well be a pattern.”

set in giving myself en-
» I do not see how I

““But do you give yourself entirely to God,
when you sacrifice map ?7 '- ‘
“ I sacrifice man | Why, Mr. Melville, a
great statesman dies and is forgotten in three
days : cannot I enter a Convent wit
tering a hecatomb "

“But if all thou
-end in 7’

“ Heaven !” cried Agnes, brightening as she

spoke.  “Tt appears to me that you people of

‘the world are very hard upon those who wish

to consecrate themselves to God, while you ex-
2¢t no account from the vast majorities, who
belong neither to God nor man—I mean society.
I tell you, Mr. Melville, that the motives which
keep people i the world, are infinitely inferior

to those which take them out of
ter.

hout slaugh-

ght as you do, what would jt

it into the clois-
But to return : we are not all missionaries

—it is enough to save ourselves without sav-.
ing our reighbors too. Our own salvation is

the first point: we cannot attain that, without
16* | | '
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praying for others, and prayers, believe me, do

good. But if you really want profitable instruc-
tion, instead of idle discussion, study Kempis
on nature and grace.”

Melville shook his head sadly.

¢ So much for a life of perpetual contempla-
tion and prayer,” continued Agnes; it is
surely a holy one ;—nor do I see why I cannot
embrace it, because the world don’t choose to
behave themselves. If I felta special mission

to reform them, it would be otherwise. But.

have you ever heard of a Sister of Charity

Melville smiled.

« You have heard of their prompt fearless-
ness, when pestilence scares away your world-
lings,~you have heard of their numberless acts
of unrewarded benevolence,—but you never
suspected that these virtues which attract atten-

tion and applause, are insignificant when con-

trasted with the heroism they display by volun-
tary perseverance in obedience, year after year,
until a sweet death repays them at last.  If such
a life is not useful to man, pray tell me what is?
Most of the orders in our church are, what you
would call, utilitarian. Have you any objection
to my becoming a Sister of Charity ?”' "

ment’’——
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(11
1 can never believe,” replied Melville
that heaven exacts such 3 s ,

acrifice fi

“Heaven always e ifice— |
. ‘ xacts a sacrifice—
rifice of the body.” et s
“ But not 'of the soul.”

“Of the soul!” said Agnes, clasping her

haflrds.. “Do I sacrifice my soul, when, by de
nymg 1t every natural gratifi 't’., ’ -
with the joys of grace ?”a cation, I flood it

111
p}eas’l‘uszl’,, 'you enter a convent for the sake of
in; lF]‘i(;r }t;};;eypl‘:;?ure of living for God and do-
o . You have changed your
'I“Mus't we lose you then?” pursued Mel-
ville, forsaking argument for entreaty, ‘ You-

- will make me hate your religion !"

“I ought to make you love it !”

“And, for your sake, I
; » I'h
to love it,”’ said e

. still hope
Melville, seizing at the word.

Oh, A 1 i
<t$ gnes,” he continued fervently, < would

o hea 4 ‘
v aven [ had‘known your determination
ner, or could change it now!

too well to lose . Iove‘you

you thus! From the mo-
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¢ Stop, sir !—Had I suspected your love, you
should have known it sooner: but I never
dreamed of it, until our horses stopped at the
brook, the evening we found the stranger.
Since then, I have done all in my power to dis-
courage an affection so sudden, so hopeless, so
unjust.” :

¢ So unjust ?” echoed Melville, half petrified.

t“ Aye, so unjust,” repeated Agnes. * Did
you not once love Ellen Almy ?”’

Melville hung his head.

“ Did you n6t let her see it?”

He was silent.

¢ Did you ever declare your love?”

¢ Never "’ cried Melville, grasping at a ray of
hope. ‘1 was always deterred by her levity
and apparent indifference.”’ -

«“] could not suppose you base enough,” re-
sumed Agnes, “to break a solemn declaration,
to which the world attaches so much impor-
tance; it would cost you your standing asa
man of honor. But tell me, Mr. Melville, when
eyes and actions have attested an existing love
and inspired a return, are we at liberty to brezk
the bond because there is no verbal compact ?—
It is unmanly and ungenerous, to say the least.”’
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‘“ She cannot love me "’ said Melville, stune
- hd - ’
to the quick ; «“ she is too reckless, too giddyc
too fickle, to love any one longer than an hour »
‘““ You do her bitter Injustice,” replied Aones
rising ; *“ she is a wom I ; d en.
ising ; man whose love would en-
rich a throne !—A light manmner may accom-
pany a str(.)ng, true heart, just as exterior dig-
nity may hide a weak one. And you know'it :
go:: know tllat thtlare Is not beneath the sun a
etier, a purer, lovelier, loftier nat
ure, t
Ellen Almy’s.” , e then
- Is your resolution unalterable said Mel-
ville, with an accent of despair,
- “ Unalterable I”” and wishing him good even-
g, she left him in no very enviable condition
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CHAPTER 1X.

«Y am not surprised at it,” said Mr. Almy t‘o
Lel, during their walk, dwe]lm-g upon atopu;
he had forced upon her attention, I am no

surprised at it, nor do T think the less of him,

On the contrary, T honor him for it. Tl’l{e Iz:}e |
of what is really lovely is so rare,(;:h;}t in Thy;
shape, almost, it is highly commt?nﬁ_a.t:.beauty
bulk of mortals are blind to the in ml hoanty
and majesty of God ; so the more n.ea(rly e 311
proach him, the more wte .areodlisp(l):‘e éuestion’
tches, where interes 18 i
::I;jdnce ;nd vanity predomfnate ;n T;dcf:;r‘l{leﬂ:z
1 hich innocence is see :
:iv:gr;:it;v, 1 am inclined to. t?}ink t::erfo;-su:
sneaking fondness for the devil in t-he. gsb ami:
No, no—{ like Melville for this, it 1s a be

trait.”’ i .
f‘ﬂ“ g:) you think she will accept him ?"’ asked

Le‘l‘.Accept him ?”’ said her father, “.Shfa cl:/i;?
no more for him than I do for the g.lornz)ulsd : il
Hoity. That girl’saim is above this wor L o] :
cannot live for man, without renouncing
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manifest vocation—-—and{ tenouncing that, she
would never be able to make a husband happy.
Some are made to marry and some are not. ]
can’'t exactly €Xpress my meaning, but there’s
somethiny in what I've said, depend upon it,"

“I think she would be happier with him,
than in a Convent,” suggested Lel, fully beliey.
mgit.

“Nonsense ! they would both be miserable,
I'm some where in-the neighborhood of a hid-
dem truth, but can’t strike it fairly.  Agnes
married '—Ha!”’ and he laughed—« It's per-
fectly ridiculous l-—Why, she would lose her
lustre like a cloud, when the sun, that clothed
it in gold and purple, has set. Now, she is as
much your superior as can be; though if any -
one were silly enough to put you both in a

bogk, you would be the favorite by all odds.—

Yet, let her marry, even I should cease to love
her.” '

“I don’t understand you at all,” said Lel,
tepeating his jumbled harrangue. '
“Idou’t expect to be understood,” returned
Mr. Almy. “Oh, its a fige trait in- Melville to .
love her! ¥ thought the fellow an irreclaim-
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able infidel, but I’ve hopes of him now : I might
even consent to let him have you.” |
« Would yon ever have refused ?” ‘
« Certainly, and most decidedly, unless I saw
you were breaking your heart about it, which is

too unfashionable for you to be guilty of. Why,

the man’s not a Christian.”

¢« Are you ?”’ inquired Lel, with mock gravity.
Mr. Almy, pressing her arm, earnestly replied
¢« Your mother was!”’

Lel found Agnesin her room: the meeting
was a painful one, but Agnes determined -to

make the best of it.
« What do you think, Lel ?—Mr. Melville has

been trying to persuade me not to enter the |

Convent.”’
¢ Did he succeed ?”’ : .
« Not quite. After along argument, he told

me that he loved me.”
““ Was not that convincing ?”’ said Lel, avoid-

ing her cousin’s gaze.
¢« S far from it,” replied Agnes, ¢ that I fear
P g

I treated him rudely.”
T hope not: indeed he does not deserve it.

He would make you happy.”
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“No, my dearest Lel,”” said Agnes, embrac-
ing her, “ he would make yoy happy—not me.’”
They had never before alluded to the subject,
but they understood each other as well as if the :
had spoken volumes. | ) ’
Lel's eyes, already full, ran over—Agnes had
d‘mne.d her secret—it was of no avail to conceal
her g'rief'.. We must let those sacred moments
pass in silence, ’
“Bu:, when you leave me, Agnes ?—Tell me
ou will not lea — i :
;}u!” ve me—I cannot live without
i 1(\Jra,n you not return to Loretto with me "’
" y 1 1 .
0, no,”’ gaid Lel; «J shall
not :
father again,” oo e W
6 1 - i
f }fou hee asked me to explain your father’s
ace, :'ft n.ed Agnes, anxious to djvert her
mind ; “T think I can satisfy you now. People
are ap_t to acquire that worst of al] curses, a fulse
f:nsczence. When we get this, it answers all
1€ purposes of innocence, and makes us attrac-
tive ; but when, though sinning on, we ‘pre-
serve a true conscience‘,‘ self-condemnation

mzlikes us repulsive : wanting confidence ip our-
selves, we cannot obtain it from others. All

17
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your father needs to render him benevolent
locking, is a false conscience.”
« Yes, yes,” said Lel, interested in any thing
“relating to her father,—~ You -are right.  Mig-
non dies and Felix stays with us :—now,I un-
derstand Wilhelm Meister. Have you read it?
Oh, Agnes, don’t be a nun !'—You have mind
enough for any thing. If yow’ll only marry Mel-
ville, so that I may have you near me, that I
may run in and see you when I please, plagne
you, play for you, sing for you, I shall be happy.
I'll love some one else, and marry just to keep
you from being jealous, and then” ~-but her eyes
again ran over as she spoke. Won’t you stay
with me a week longer ?’ she resumed.
¢« Make up your mind to return with me,”
replied Agnes. ‘
¢« No, no, I'll stay here: I shall have enough
to laugh at in Mrs. Hoity, enough to work at in
Listz, enough to idle at in new poems, and
enough fo sleep at in the congressional de-
bates. I understand my father now—Dblessings
on your insight '—and come what may, [ care
not. Must I change my nature, because ano-
ther has changed his mind, must I imitate his
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fickleness by playing false to mysel{?— Never
while my name’s Lel!”’ ' )

Words, words, words —the eagle soars with.
the arrow In its side-—the shaft must be in
awhile, before the wing closes.

Now for Melville. If we follow him to his
rooms, we shall find him surrounded by comfort
and elegance. His mantel-piece is ',adorned
with choice castings brought from abroad, the
W’all.s are gemmed with rare paintings a;ui en-
gravings, selected with judgment and taste. But
there he sits dejectedly before his grate: he tried
to ree.ld——absurd ; he tried to Write—impossible ;
he tried to caress a noble Newfoundland docr’
who appeared to_have some sympathy for h?sj
mastern—contemptjble: In the blank despair of
the first shock, he felt like. poor Gloster, as if
another Regan had plucked his eyes ou;, as if
the curse of love had doomed him to wander,

like Vathek, with his hand forever upon his
heart.

Tloo well remembering her manner, it seemed
:to hm.: cold, disdainful, masculine ;—and ﬂatter-
ing himself that he had been wasting his sun-
light on an obstinate icicle, he suﬁ'eredbfrom that




196 LORETTO:

worst arrow in Cupid’s quiver—devotion to an

unworthy object. But, before midnight, his

.senses partially returned:. Had he not been
been unjust to Lel,—had he not thus merited
the rebuke so unmercifully administered by Ag-
nes—had she not evinced her superiority - of
mind and feeling by detecting and reproving his
inconstancy i—But there was the rub 1—Might
not the knowledge of this—might not the sus.
picion of a lingering affection for Lel, prevent
her love i—Alas ! what excuse will not the hu-
man heart invent to shield itself from admitting
that its want of success is its own fault! The
windings, turnings, twistings of disappointed
love, are too pitifully comic for analysis. A
woman, in this condition, invites a tear,—a
man, a laugh.

Melville was not imaginative ; his affections
were always guided by his reason ;—yet Shak-
speare himself could not have suffered more

than he did then. A warm fancy is often mis-
taken for a warm heart, because it has all the

language of sorrow, when feeling is dumb.

We shall try not to laugh at him, since he
grew humbler towards morning. How could
she love me, he said,—what have I to attract

. -ascould be, with a burnj
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her, besides wealth, that gi]died bait whiéh a

noble nature scorns?—I have no accomplish
ish-

glents, no social qualities, no beauty, no

= never have been loved—never ',wilil 8[':3‘_’9

never will attempt to be again! If any b::

::;Et:n I:e; ;l‘;ey must cgurt Ine, propose, run oé‘

et me and marry me; .otherwise,, I and my
g ver !—And he said all this, as seriously

and a cold hand.

. Po?r Melville >—in enumerating his defici
clencies, he omitted I have no relioj ; f:eﬂ-
did not consider the absence of this f 11‘:1‘1 o
and how few do, in all the written and X
ten tragedy and comedy of human love )

ng, beating forehead

mish;
nwrit-
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CHAPTER X.

MerviLLe felt like an orphan—worse than
an orphan. Sensitive creature, he had not the
courage to present himself at Mr. Almy’s—his
temerity and fickleness had deprwed him of the
society of that delightful house, his only home.
To relieve his spiritual desolation, he was
tempted to seek forgetfulness in the sparkling
Lethe of dissipation, But Gabriel, the ever-
present and all-seeing Gabriel, failed not to visit

him in these moments of despondency, and.

whisper words of strength and consolation.
This meek, benevolent being was the only link
between him and the charming family from

which he was for ever exiled. Some words that

fell from the Wanderer kept perpetually recur-
ring to him—¢ Do you love your sister Agnes!?
then never let her marry.”’ What could the
man mean? Did he mean any thing? When
tired” with vain attempts to solve this difficult
problem, he was naturally led to contemplate
Lel, the bright young creature who was made
for the world”~—and his meditations generall”

*ted W“d“. ,’]1:». -
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L Oh if Lel had only a little more of JAgnes
in her!”

One morning, as he was trying hard to read
a newspaper, Mr. Almy presented himself, and
slapping him on the shoulder as cordially as
ever, said : :

¢ Melville, what in the deuce do you mean by

~ treating me in this way? We are to have some

music to-night—the German will be there, and

if you don’t come, beware of me in future.”

-Melville, greatly relieved, thanked_him, pro-
mising punctual attendance, and the generous
merchant departed.

“ What a happy man !’ sighed Melville; «he
does not seem to have a care on his mind.”

At that moment there were cares enough on
Mr. Almy’s mind to break down three Mel-
villes, unschooled in affliction.

“Yes, I will go!” mused Melville, in sup-
pressed heroics: “I will go, if only to show

that T am calm: I will have no eyes to count

the spasm of my mouth or note the changes of
my cheek—and least of all shall Agnes.be-
hold the ruin she has made!” So saying, he

. finished his breakfast, wrth somethmg of an

appetlte
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“ Do you mean to have a ball to-night ? ’ in.
" quired Agnes of Lel, as the were sitting toge~

ther. “Tell me, frankly, for if you do, I shall
not be present.” :

“A ball! Nonsense,” replied Lel; it will
be nothing more than 6ne of our old Thursday
evenings, with a supper. . Father made me put
“musicale’ in every invitation, that the ladies
might dress decently, on your account.”

A waiter interrupted them with letters from
the Colonel. They were models of brevity, if
nothing.else:

‘““ DEar AcnEs,—All well, including Char-
ley. We don’t miss you more than we did
when you were at the Convent. Respecty to
Almy. Ever yours, &c.” |

“Dear Ler,—How goes the game?  Are
not your knights an overmatch for her bishops?”

The cousins loocked up at each other and
smiled, without exchanging letters or making
any comments on their contents.

«« Do you think Melville will come ?’ resumed
Lel. ,

¢« Of course he will,” replied the other.
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“ Now, mark me, Agnes—If I betray what I
feel by the slightest symptom, I promise to en-
ter the Convent with you. The storm in my
heart, the thunder on my brow, the lightning in
my eye, the rain on my cheeks, the gale on my
lips, shall all be covered by a cloudless sky and
sunshine without a shadow : and if you never
saw a woman who looked as though she knew
not grief, nor ever could know it, you shall see
her counterfeit this evening in me !”’
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CHAPTER XI.

TuE parlors are lighted—the lamps are glow-
ing. Lel is in pink, Agnes in white, Mr. Ahny
in black. The guests are coming—the rustling
of satin and silk begins—the room are filling.
Close by the open piano, plajing with his vio-

"loncello, known but unnoticed, sat a middle
aged man, with true German impenetrability.
Hard featured, thick-set, apathetic, he looked
like any thing but a genius. Yet, to Agn.es,
Mr. Almy excepted, he was the most interesting
person in the room.

¢ Shall we commence?”’ said Lel to the mu-
sicians, as she took her seat. A moment’s
pause, and away they went at the first move-
ment of Mendelssohn’s first trio. Rapid and
subtle as light, the earnest melody leaps from
instrument to instrument, while unflagging and

unceasing, the motherly piano underlies, con-
nects and blends the whole. But when they
reached the Adagio, a light overspread the Ger-
man’s broad face—his soul shone through its
unworthy casing—the living notes seemed to
ooze, like Bob Acre’s courage, through his fin-
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gers’ ends—his hand was endowed with tones
more eloquent than speech. Who, that saw
him then, anticipated such a close to so much ge-
nius—so sudden, so piteous, so terrible! Like
many before him of equal gifts, he has gone
_ignobly and unrewarded to the grave—his
life wasted—his hopes blasted—his soul ne-

glected. Like many who will follow him, he
. has withered, like an uprooted flower, in the
hand that only prized it a moment, and cast it "
off as soon as it began to droop. How few
that loved to hear him, strove to help him!
'Twas his own fault—sleep soundly, sweet
world, sleep soundly! - '

Yet never to be forgotten by some are those
rare moments that come like wind from another
clime, laden with choicer perfumes than ours!
They will sometimes think of the master who
sleeps far away from his fatherland, and, some-
times, pray for him. " No stone marks his grave
—not a tear was shed for him! It is singular
that those who neglected him in life, do not
honor him in ashes; for if he did not live like
a genius, surely he died like one.

Again the spell of music was laid on Mel-

ville. He could not remove his eyes from Lel, -
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who appeared to float with the magic sounds,
as if she were the muse who had first inspired
the beauty she was reproducing. Who can say
what passed in his heart—what years were re-
vived and re-enjoyed i those delightful and all-
powerful minutes ! Was there not a little more
of Agnes in her, than he had lately imagined?
During the playful Scherzo, a child-like smile
hovered around her mouth, and during the fairy-
like finale, her eyes swam in dreamy lustre.

It was over :—the rooms were.full. Mr. Al-
my’s friends are there—sober looking men,
with the weight of the world on their shoulders,
their faces screwed up by habit, rather than
marked by thought, with calculation lurking in
the spotless folds of their white cravats. - Lel's
friends are there ; fair young girls absorbed in
their first impressions, whose brains seem to

. have been consumed in nourishing their culti-
vated hair—others a little older, who rejoice in
candle light as a blessed invention to contra-

* dict the lies which the garish sun might tell of
them—others decidedly old, -yet firmly per-
suaded that dignity is superior to .grace,
amongst whom, let her not be forgotten, tow-
ered the immortal Mrs. Hoity.
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“ If these people,” thought Agnes, “come
here for music’s sake, I am much mistaken.” .
. She was not mistaken. During the first
piece they had given signs of enjoyment, if not
of appreciation ; but their patience gave out in
the second Trio, which was too elaborate to
afford them even a pretext for a smile. They
could have danced for joy when it died off like
a shabby friend or a poor lover. But did the
dance ? ’
Music of another kind was heardi—music
from bells, and clarionets, and flutes, and fid-
dles. How infinitely inferior! how much more
grateful !
L.ike veterans answering the trumpeter, ﬂiey
fell into order—two quadrilles were instantane-
ously formed. Agnes, pi‘ofessing her inability

- to dance, retreats behind Mr. Almy, and enters

into conversation with the German. Lel kept
her promise  well.  Light and graceful as a
fawq,. she glided through every figure; her face
beaming, her eye sparkling, her arms waving.
The life and soul of the room, her clear laur:il
rang like morning music on the hill tops when
S¥1(.epherds and shepherdesses are greeti;lg the
nsing sun. Not once did she falter ; not once

18
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did she droop; not once did she betray, by
over-acting, that beneath all this there was a’
silent sorrow.

But Melville, poor Melville, was not so suc-
cessful. He could have stood any thing but
Lel’s merriment and indifference. but that broke
him down. ¢ I knew she never loved me,” he
muttered, “but now she despises me!” Dark
as death, he moved over to the German, and
through him renewed his acquaintance. with
Agnes. But Agnes was icy cold, and slid off
with Mr. Almy. A desperate purpose crossed
him, to break abruptly from the company; but
this was too much like Sylvius, and he was too
much of a gentleman. Then he resolved to
devote himself to the prettiest and richest
girl in the room: but his heart failed him. He

couldn’t talk—he could only look at Lel, la-

menting that she was just as fickle as himself.
All is bright, all is beautiful, all is joy, all is
gladness! It is so dream-like, so enchantlflg,
so alluring, so ensnaring! The world is doing
its best—all its ornaments are on—all its rags
are off! Eyes are glancing—cheeks are glow-
ing—whispers flowing! The walls shut out
earth—the ceiling shuts out heaven !
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Agues, Agpes, beware ! A fatal stream is
rushing by thee—its banks are blooming—its
waters sweet! Beware! beware! Thy feet
are in it; it will sweep thee out to a stormy
sea! May not the ermine perish in the snow?
May not the came! falter in the desert ?

For a time she remained alone with Mr. Al-
my—it took them hours to see her beauty, but
they gathered round her at last, and~she stood
the centre of a brilliant circle. Excited by
conversation, her dark eye flashes, the rose
mantles proudly in her cheek. Introduction
follows mtroductlon—comphment follows com-
pliment. Her praises are sounding through the
room, in those terrible whispers which are
meant to be heard. She is dealing with men
and women of wit and information—boys and
girls are listening in respectful silence. Then,
all she had read and thought, came thrilling to
her tongue, and gushed forth like the first wa-
ters from a long sealed fountain.

Lel trembled : she scarcely recognized the
timid lily of Loretto in the splendid woman be-
fore her. Where was Agnes? Was she dead
—was the chrysalis soaring on these golden
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wings? Was she exchanging her immortal
pinions for these fleeting feathers of an hour?

Who could have guessed that all this was
sleeping in Agnes, till the breath of admiration
should awake it ? Had ske not known it?* Had
" she not fearedit? Yes! yes! But was she
not enjoying it? Does not the eaglet exult,
when, trusting to its untried wing, it finds the
air ils own?

«1 knew it was in her,” said Mr. Almy. to
kimself; I knew there was burning gold im-
prisoned within that cold marble.”” .

The music is sounding—Mr. Almy, offering

his arm to Agnes, leads the way to the supper
room.

All is bright, all is beautiful, a]] is joyous!
The table is as luscious as a Moslem’s para-
dise! There are ices to cool the mouth and
wines to fire the brain! Away with the past!
Away with to-morrow! The blessings of a

life-time are crowded in to-might. Oh! how
dream-like—oh! how dove-]ike—,—oh! how,

winning !

Ao-neq 1s still in the ascendant—w—she wields -

the sceptre of empire, as if she were born to it.
Emulous vouths are striving for her smiles and
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treasuring her words—transported -merchants
are unbending—in the buzz of admiration even
jealousy is mute.

« Oh,”” thought Lel, ¢ could the Colonel see
her now, how his old heart would leap for joy!
Here is the woman of theworld he wishes.”

Mothers are asking her expectatxons——daugh-
ters her age. Sons are _speculating on the
state of her affections. Again the foaming
wine kisses the rim of her glass—again she
raises it!  The flashing eye, the arched lip, the
quivering nostril, the haughty brow, were all
there !

““ Look,” whlspered Lel to Melville, ¢ behold |

;'fﬁaf . the Wanderer "’

The jlkeness was pamful but as they looked,
it vanished. |

The glass almost fell from her hand. Alone
in a corner stands Gabriel—unnoticed until
then. No longer smiling, his brow is sternly
knit, though from his steady eye, which
pierced her very soul, tears of anguish are fall-
ing fast. Brushing his tears away, he quietly
approached Mr. Almy and drew him into the
passage.

18* -
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What has happened to Agnes? The queen
of the room is mute and sad. As the thunder-
bolt shivers a blossoming tree, Gabriel's look
had struck her to the ground. All she wanted
from earth éwas a place to lie down and weep,
alone, the rest of her life. But they are crowd-
ing round her still—with a thousand questions,
a thousand solicitations, a thousand persecu-
tions. Where was the light that dazzled her?
It is but a dismal flame that blisters! Where
was the music that enchanted her? Tt is but
sharp discord that offends.

And now, from the supper room troop the
gentlemen, in wine refulgent. The scene is
changing fast from mirth to madness, from folly
to revelry, from a parlor to a bar-room. '

Sickened, shamed and dispirited, Agnes rose
to retire, but met Mr. Almy. White as her
dress, he grasped her arm—

“You are not going, Agnes ?”’

“ Yes.” |

“ Stay, for God’s sake!” and he mingled
with the crowd. She watched him anxiously.
His laugh still rang, but it was forced and hol-
low—his jests were wild and bitter, and when

he pledged his fellow merchants, he drank so
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deeply and stared so strangely, that they knew
not what to make of him. :

Lel, whose heart was in her mouth, ventured
to ask him what the matter was, for in spite of
his utmost eﬁ'orts to conceal his agitation, 1t
was too apparent

““ Nothing—nothing 1"’ was hlS only answer,
as he flitted like a spectre from group to group,
bidding them enjoy themselves, in tones inspir-
ing any thing but happiness.

The company have gone—the last lingering
drunkard has staggered off. Mr. Almy is lying
on the sofa—Lel and Agnes are kneeling be-
side him,

“Speak! speak! I can endure the worst!”

-cried Lel, raising him in her arms.

“So can I!” said Mr. Almy, starting up and
pacing the room. “So can I endure the
worst!”’ v -

He stood still and clutched the back of a
chair convulsively-—the veins swelled in his
temples—a groan burst from his lips—his head

~ fell on his breast.

“ Father!”” screamed Lel, ‘‘in God’s name
speak, or I shall die !”
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He seemed not to hear her: she repeated it
again and again. He placed his hands on her
shoulder—he threw back her hair from her face
—he fixed his eyes on hers. There.they re-
mained gazing at each other, the one m.terror,
the other in vacant anguish. At last his te.ars
rained down upon her uplifted face, and falling
on her neck, he cried—

« My daughter, I am o ruined merchant—I

must fuil to-morrow!”

CHAPTER XII.

BriGHT rose the sun of the morrow. The
sun, that so often sympathizes with us, showed
no concern then. "Aliny has failed, was in
every mouth. Impossible, said some ; strange,
said others; very likely, said the wise ones,
shrugging their shoulders with a knowing look.
Oh! when a house is falling, how the world
scampers off. ‘“Away! away! Beware of the
ruins "’ Stand off, ye coward herd, the tiles
are coming down remember Pyrrhus! Yet
there are a few, be it said for the honor of hu-
man nature, who step forward to solace with
affection, if not to prop with courage. There
are some who rejoice in having an opportunity
to prove their magnanimity. They come with
sweet words and bland manners, to fling some
verdure around the ruins, and pardon the proud
ingratitade which a reverse of fortune so often
produces.

Melville could not believe it. Yet he had

noticed Mr. Almy’s manner—his counterfeit -
gaiety—his pallor—his unnatural laugh. Could
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it be? He flew to learn the truth from the lips
of his friend. |

Mr. Almy was in bed, breathing heavily—his
pulse bounding like a lute-string. The report
was true, for Le! and Agnes were in tears.
The royal merchant held out his hand to Mel-

ville, who pressed it fervently. Not a word

was said, until Melville whispered—
« Why did you not tell me last night ?”

« It was useless,” and the merchant shook
his head. ¢ The crash in England has done it.
A hundred thousand will not cover me !”’

¢« Oh that you had told me last night!’’ re-

peated Melville, burying his face in his hands. :

A generous purpose leaps forth like a meteor
from the sky. Melville rose from his seat and
silently pressed Lel’s hand in his. Moments,
moments, how ye govern years! He gazed
awhile on her pale, tearful face, then hurried
from the room.

He hastened to the counting-house—the
clerks were in consternation—heavy payments
10 be met that morning, and the master of the
house in bed. Melville seated himself at the
desk—it was like a rush on a bank, but he met
it. He entered the store a rich man and left it

OR, THE CHOICE. 215

penniless. But no one else had lost a cent;
and, as he retraced his steps, he felt that he
had a right to look Lel once more in the face,
and he would not have taken millions for the
{eeling.

Imagme Mr. Almy’s surprise, when his head
clerk appeared with a balance-sheet showing a
trifle over all his liabilities. But alas! his notes
had been protested; his credit, that egis of
mercantile honor, was gone; his house was
tainted. (

““Go on with the house he muttered !” What
would he not have given to rise and take the
helm! But his head was fastened to his pil-
low, as with an iron bolt. He grew worse and
worse. Fe must wrestle for his life with a
malignant fever.

Where was my lady Hoity then? Pained,
beyond a doubt, but pained for herself, not for
him. She kept at a prudent distance, lament-
ing the fate which had deprived her of a certain
prize; for, good woman, she fancied herself
irresistible.  Happily, her nature was of the
most elastic constitution: she soon recovered
from her misplaced attachment, and actually
wondered how she could, in the name of com-

AN
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mon sense, have cared one fig for a merchant
on the verge of bankruptcy. He was no beauty

certainly ;—he was addicted to gin and water

too ;—his conversation was rather coarse, and
his manners decidedly inelegant. She could
not account for it; all his imperfections wetre so
glaring. It must have been one of those mys-
terious infatuations, produced by Lapland
witches, or some other horrible cause. She
determined to frown down a family which had
always held a questionable position, &%nd whi_ch
was now consigned to merited obscurity. Wise
Mrs. Hoity.

Amidst all the sickness, loss and desolation,
Gabriel moved about merrily., He had never
been so happy: there was almost a glow on his
white face, and his large eyes were radiant
with joy. '

Lel never left her father's bedside: neither
remonstrance nor entreaty could entice her
away. There, through the long, long nights. of
delirium, she knelt, calm and tearless, watching
every motion, noting every wild word muttered
by the invalid. The most practiced nurse coulfl
not have attended him so tranquilly, so firmly,
so judiciously. And when the crisis came;
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when the sick soul fluttered between life and
death; ‘when an hour might make her an or-
phan, her hand was steady ag she bound the
ice to his forehead and wiped the water from
his face. .

“ Leave me, Agnes,”” she would say; “Tcan
do without you.” Bt Agnes, equally inflexi-
ble, kept her post. Many and bitter were her
tears—bitterer as she thought of the dancing
and music which ushered in the blow—the asp
in Cleopatra’s basket. She looked back upon _
her former self-confidence as wicked presump-
tion; the hand of God had opened her eyes to.
her weakness; and in humility and sorrow,
deeper than she had ever known, she threw
herself in spirit at the foot of the cross, putting
all her trust in Him who died there.

There was something of more than mortal
splendor in Gabriel’s sweet smile as he moved
about from Agnes to Lel, from Lel to her
father. - : o

The physician was standing doubtfully over
the fallen merchant—his finger on the thrilling
pulse——his eye on his watch. '

“Is there danger?”’ asked Lel, firmly. «Tell
me the truth,” ~ The man hesitated.

19 :
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“t As you value a human soul, tell me the
truth,” she repeated, in a voice stern with
emotion, :

‘““ There is,”” was the faint reply. ‘ But the
case is far from being desperate.”

““ Agnes,” continued Lel, as firmly as before,
though a tremor had passed over her, ““send for
‘whom you wish.”

At a sign from Agnes, Gabriel darted like an
.arrow through the door, followed by the physi-
ccian. Agnes fell on her knees, praying that, at
least, an interval of consciousness might be
granted. The priest was not long in answer-
ing the sick call. .

«“ He is delirious,” he said; * we must wait
‘awhile ; there is no immediate danger. You
‘gshould have sent for me sooner; death is a
_pretty serious matter.”’

Lel reproached herself for not having yielded
‘to Agnes in the beginning : she thought it might

irritate and terrify her father. Now, her only
hope was in that diminutive old man, with short
gray hair and small gray eyes. ‘Oh for a mo-

.ment’s reason ! .
¢ Pray for him! Pray for him !’ said Lel to
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the priest, seizing his hand. They all knelt
together. : |

Had their united prayer been heard? Was
there not a change for the better? Had' the
body triumphed by its own force ? ' -

Two days went by—two days of uncertainty
and anguish, - Lel left him not a moment.
Firm, collected, unrepining, she seemed en-
dowed with supernatural strength. But when
her father once more recognized her; when he
called her by name; when he answered her
kiss; when he placed his shrunken fingers on
her head and blessed her,—when the physician-
pronounced him out of danger,—then indeed
she gave way, fainting in her cousin’s arms—
then the overtasked body-drooped and - lan-
guished—then her subdued spirit quailed—then
came forth the torrent of tears from her burst-
ing heart.

It was a Sunday morning. Agnes was at
mass. Melville found the merchant asleep.
Lel, too, had fallen asleep on the lounge at the
foot of the bed. Then could be seen the ravages’
which griefand watching had made. Her golden
hair no longer met a bloom equal to its own on
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iter cheek ; her eyes were hollow ; her lips al-
most bloodless, But amid the wreck was a

loveliness, infinitely more touching than the

glow of health and vigor—the loveliness which,
like the flowers “ on dreamlend graves,”’ only
spring from tears. It was “ the little more of
Agnes’’ that he had sighed for.

In spite of himself, his eyes filled with tears.
Lel, the weak mourner, was something precious
and holy to him ;—with all his faults, he was
one of the princely few to whom the loved are
doubly endeared by poverty and affliction.

He knelt at her feet—a half smile was on her
face : he prayed that she might awake—forgive
him all the past and promise him all the future.
How infinitely nobler is she now, than when
she sparkled pre-eminent on the crown of fash-
ion! ¢ And over this pure spring,” he prayed,
t“let me be the tree that, taught by her to
bloom, may shade and shelter her for ever with
its arms !”’
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CHAPTER XIII.

WiLr any of our readers imitate the good
‘world, and abandon Mr. Almy because the
house is falling? Heartily tired of a tedious
tale, will they leave our frail creatures of an
hou;' to take their chances with poverty, and
remain perfectly indifferent to the result? . But
in books, if not in life, persons become so
much more attractive in adversity—all our af-
fections are enlisted—we wish we had it in our
power to assist them—we would do any thing
in the wide world—die for them, if necessary; ;
for our sympathy costs us nothing beyond a
tear, soon shed and sooner dried.

_Agnes had written to her mother for permis-
sion to stay and nurse Mr..Almy and comfort
Lel. We need not say that this permission was
granted-~—nay, enjoined. The mother’s heart
was yearning for her daughter, and full of ten-
der fears for her safety : but she wrote—

“Stay, my child, and do your duty.”

Hers was the meek heroism of a self'-denymg
heart—the heroism of which earth is silent and |
heaven musical. Agnes saw, with real plea-

19*
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sure, Melville’s returning love for Lel;—she
saw, with a smile, his complete indifference to
herself. She had wounded his pride, deeply
and bitterly ; and wounded pride must revenge
itself in some way, though it be in forgiveness.
Melville, of course, felt no resentinent; but
he could not help thinking that Agnes had
been too dictatorial—that, in short, she wanted
that feminine gentleness which Lel possessed
in such an eminent degree. She had spoken
to him like a pedantic school girl, whose mouth
was full of set phrases;—who firmly believed
her wise stereotype sentences an answer to ev-
ery argument ,—revolving cannon adapted to
repel, no matter what or where, the attack. He
was tempted to laugh at the patronizing air
with which she had referred him to Kempis on
Nature and Grace: it cowld not have been in
humility. And then the parrot-like repetition
of— By the practice of my religion,—by the
practice of my religion,” as if a person could
be any wiser by a paltlclpatlon in the sacra-
ments ; as if God would give us light to know
our vocation, when we employ all the means
he has appointed to obtain his grace and direc-
tion ; as if a young heart could gather wisdom
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and experience from constant self-examination
and the confessional Biut worse than this
Agnes had been the cause of pain to-Lel : h(;
could not forgive this. She had been the
csuse of his own ﬁcklermss : he could not for-
give this either.

If any are disposed—and there must be many
—to frown Melville down as an insignificant
fellow, in spite of his generosity, - we pray them
to examine well their own hearts, before they
pronounce sentence. There is a time when
we think we love, and a time when we do love.
Melville only #houg/t he loved Lel, for she was
s0 gifted, so beautiful, that it was impossible to
resist her fascination; but her levity and will-
fulness kept him from being really in love. Is
he to be despised for this? Millions have the
Tecklessness, nobleness, selfishness, follly, call
it what you will, to sacrifice wisdom for love ;
but not one in ten thousand can reverse the.
case. Bat there’s very little love alive, and Ies;s
that’s worth mentioning. It was onlx when
I"el displayed that might of firmness and\affec-
tion around her father’s bedside,~—it was ‘only
when she was an outcast from fashion and for-
tune,—when her cheek was pale and wasted,—




994 LORETTO!

when she needed assistance and comfort,—
when others were deserting her,—when the
house was falling ;—it was only then that Mel-
ville began to love. Let him be honored for
it : such things are rare. -

Mr. Almy was recovering very slowly: his
constitution had been almost fatally shattered:
the physician hoped to restore him by summer,
He was well enough, however, to look 1.nto the
affairs of his house and to resunie operations as
well as could be done from his pillow. And it
must be said, that his brother merchants, with
scarce an exception, were ready to extend a
helping hand. There is a touch of prof:es-
sional pride in almost every departmen‘t of.hf'e,
which, though not a Christian virtue, is still a
manly laurel, whose leaves adorn the desert
through which we journey.

How changed was Lel! A deeper change

had taken place than Melville dreamed of—a
change produced by suffering and Agnes. On
the fly-leaf in her cousin’s prayer-book Lel had
written in pencil, these unpretending - lines,
which express more than we could do inas
many pages:
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Wheo shall comfort, who shall cheer me,
Who shall bid my sorrows ceasc ?
Is there not a spirit near me,
Pointing to a land of peace ?
When the tender heart is shaken
By the hands that blessed before,
.When by all the world forsaken,
Is there nothing, nothing more ?

Who will shelter, who will love me,
Whoe will dry the lonely tear?

Iz there not a voiee above mo,
Sweetly whispering, <1 am near!

I will ever watch beside tliee,
I will be thy faithful friend ;

Love me, and iny love shall guide thee ;
Kneel, and let thy sorrows end 1’

Lel had music of her own for this—a simple,
mournful melody, such as pious peasants dream
of. She was humming it over, one evening at
the close of spring, in her father’s chamber,

- Mr. Almy was still unable to leave his room :

he was sitting in an easy chair, near the open
window that overlooked his garden, and he
could once more see the blessed sun and feel
the light south winds;~he could once more

ook out upon the green grass and gay flowers

below. Agnes had gone to visit some poot

people—the father and daughter were alone.
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“ Come cloger to me, Lel,”” said Mr. Almy;

« T will tell you a story.”” He took her hand in

his. ¢ You scarcely remember your mother; I
have rarely spoken to you of her. Perhaps you
thought I had forgotten her; but no, no---I re-
.membered her too well for my own peace. She
was the sweetest and best of human beings: I
love Agnes, because she reminds me of her.”

The fallen merchant paused and pressed his
daughter’s hand more closely.

«“ She was a pious, practical Catholic: she
never missed mass, not even on the cold winter
mornings when she had to go shivering through
the streets before sunrise, whilst I clung to the

warm blankets, pitying my good wife’s fanat- &
wished you to enjoy all the standard folijes
which - Catholicity forbids,~because I had
f§ doomed you in my heart to be a brilliant wo-
§ man of the world!'—Am I not a villain? Qo
home with Agnes, and forget the coward trai-
o tor to his wife and his conscience, whom you
have loved and honored as a kind, good
B parent.”’ ' "

icism.

¢« When her last, lingering illness came, she
bore it without a murmur. I wish all the phi-
losophers in the universe had seen the meek,
patient, joyous fortitude of that Christian wo-
man. I had been an infidel—at least, I took
pride in passing for one—but my faith in athe-
ism was shaken by the spectacle ; for I saw that
visible support which humility obtains from hea-
ven; I saw that the God in whom she trusted

did not fail her.
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~ “She called me to her death-bed ; she ﬁ]dced
your hand in mine, as I hold it now, and
charged me, with her last breath, to bring you
up a Catholic I’* . .

The merchant shuddered—he seemed no;: to
see Lel—she was kneeling with her head on
his lap, bathing his hands with her tears.

.“ I made the promise, Lel—I made the pro-
mise—and, O God, how have I kept it l~—When
I remember that solemn moment—ithe smile
she gave, when on my knees I made the pledge
she asked—that smile which was still on her
face when they buried her—it seems like a
frightful dream, that I could have broken my
word, because I was sneered at, because I

In a paroxysm of tears she sprang to his

breast, and threw her arms around his neck.
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‘ And T thought I was making some amends
by staying at home with you—by inventing
amusements to make you happy—by indulging
you to excess and accomplishing yeur mind
and person! Can you forgive me? Can you
forgive me my own, dear, injured, martyred
child ?”

She pressed his head to her bosom, she gave
him a long look of unutterable love. Oh!
what are all the vows, the sighs, the caresses of
chronicled lovers, to that holy kiss coming in
mercy and love from a daughter’s lips ?

#“ Hear me out,”” he resumed.
Catholicity to justify myself, by detecting its
errors, and I found its truth. I feared to own

it, even to myself:—I feared to confess it to

the world——the confession would have injured
my business, would have made me ridiculous;
and so Irisked my salvation and yours, for that
bubble, human esteem, and sought to drown
my conscience by nightly potations.”

¢ Thank God, you did not succeed!” cried
Lel, embracing him again and again.

I did not succeed!” said Mr. Almy. “If

“gver a man toiled for a false conscience, I did

«“T studied |
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but I did not get it, because an angel in heaven
was praying for both of us !”’

Until then, the fallen merchant had not shed
artear; but they came, at. last, blmissfull, blessed
drops, that washed away the agony and shame
of years. And amid them, though his face was
white and haggard, though his eyes were sun-
ken, though the lines on his high forehead were
deeper, Lel saw the expression he ought to have
—the very look she had dreamed of, and prayed
for.

He folded her to his heart, he dried his tears
on her hair, and said, in a voice broken with -
emotion :

“ We will meet your mother in heaven I’

Agnes, who had just entered the room, see-

ing their ‘agitation, was about to retire, When
i Mr. Almy called her back.

““You are one of us, Agnes,” he said. ¢ Lel

% will tell you all that has passed between us.

There was a time,” he continued, smiling,
“when I was foolish enough to think that you

- might be one of us in name as well as in spitit.

But you have chosen the better part. How
tired you must be of helping to nurse me, of

; gratifying all my whims, of hearmg all my com-

20
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plaints, of seeing all my misery. Itis a shame
for us to keep you here—we can do without
you now—at least we have no right to expect
you to remain, merely because we would miss
you so much.”

« I scarcely expected,” replied Agnes “to
be dismissed so unceremoniously ; but I am de-
termined not to go back to Loretto, until your
daughter goes with me; and, abuse me as you
please, I will not stir a step before she is

ready.” .
«1¢ is hard,” pursued Mr; Almy, ““to keep

* from hating you, you make such large demands

on my gratitude. As for Melville, I shall cer-
tainly hate him, unless I become able to repay
his magnanimous kindness. It is just like him:
there never was a knight in all chivalry equal

to him. I do believe he has given me every
dollar he has, and is selling his  pictures and

irinkets to maintain himself from day to day.

My house and furniture will bring something;
and if I could get amongst my clerks once

more, I might make a living yet, and do some-

thing for Lel.”
«“ Never mind your clerks or me either,’

Lel; ‘“make up your mind to go to Loretto

! gaid
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with Agnes as soon as you are able to move
about. I will stay here and teach music—"

“Under Mrs. Hoity’ s protectlon 7’ inter-
posed her father.

“Under God’s protection !” Cl‘led Lel
«and with these little fingers will build you a
cottage near the convent, where we may spend -
the rest of our lives together.”’

“Will those little fingers pay off Melvﬂle
teo "’ said her father. ’

“I am sure the fingers of her right hand

alone would more than pay him.” A
added. o , e
A blush passed over Lels face, succeeded

by the most painful thought. There was a
struggle going on in that young heart, to which
few so young, so impulsive; so capable of love,
are equal.  Melville had too much delicacy to
declare himself, so soon after a refusal from
Agnes ; the misfortunes of her father, and her
own altered position, .in which a lover, equally
generous, but less refined, would have seen an
excuse for precipitation, only served to deter
him from a step which might seem forced by

compassion, or taken in the hope that if e had
been fickle, ske was poor and desolate enough
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now to forgive and gratefully welcome him
back.

«« Was Gabriel with you ?’ said Mr. Almy to
Agnes, breaking the awkward pause.

] have not seen him smce mormng, ‘she
replied.

We must here remark a change in Mr. Almy
towards Gabriel. Formerly, the proud mer

chant regarded him with illfconcealed aversion:

he seemed to think him an impertinent intr.
der, an officious busybody, always blandering
and always out of place. Whenever he spoke

to him, it was with a scowl, full of hatred, yet.

not unmingled with fear. But assoon as the
fever left him, it was different : he loved to have
Gabriel near him ; he welcomed his pale face to
his bed-side, and was never happier than when
Gabriel would come and sit by him and smile
~ him to sleep. Perhaps the young man’s kind-
ness had won his heart, perhaps adversity had
taught him forgiveness, perhaps there was ano-
ther reason. Be this as it may, Mr. Almy and
Gsabriel were friends. This meek, benevolent
creature had never resented the merchant’s n-
sults: at times, he would disappear for weeks
and then return as humble, as charitable, as
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uncomplaining as ever. No wonder, then, he
replied to advances so warmly made: he
scarcely knew the meaning of revenge, and no

one ever appealed to him in affhctxon without
ﬁndmg a friend.

It is the bright month of June: Mr. Almy is
nearly well. Again that good priest, that dimi-
nutive'old man, with short gray hair and small
gray eyes, is in the house. He had been there
more than once—he had brought books there—

he had been alone with Mr. Almy, hours at a
time. |

_ It-is a Sunday morning in July—the bells are
ringing for early mass—it is the feast of St.
Vincent of Paul. The good priest is at the
altar—and, at the communion railing, Agnes, |
Gabriel, Lel and Mr. Almy are kneeling side
by side.

There are two more stanzas pencilled in the
prayer book.

I have sought thee, I have found thee,
Lamb of mercy, holy guest;

Thy eternal love has bound thee
Captive in a mortal breast.

20*
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Oh that I had sooner tasted
Joys I never knew before,

Oh had I the youth, I wasted,
Back again, tolive it o’er I—

Oh that I had sooner known thee,
Gh could I the past recall ;—

Yet thou wilt not now disown me,
Father of the Prodigal!

To my breast, thy Son, descending,
Sweetly there appeals for me;

Letme then, thus humbly bending,
Pledge the rest of life to thee!—

Mr. Almy’s conversion was by no means so.

great an event as his failure.
« Tt is very nataral,’’ observed Mrs. Hmty,

¢ that a falling family should choose an unfash-
ionable religion. And as for Lel,” ‘she said,
tghe would turn Turk or any thing else to
please her father.” Aqd these wise remarks
embodied the opinion of the world in general.
In a few days, however, the world ceased to
have an opinion ; and Mr, Almy was permitted
to go to his counting room, without being cross
questioned or stared at. ' “

The dwelling house and furniture were ad-
vertised for public sale: Lel and Agnes were
preparing to revmt Loretto.
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Melville determined to speak: it was Lel's

last day in town—he could not part from her,
- wiltout an’ explanation—she was so frail, . so

spirit-like, he might never see her again.

The moment came—his elaborate excuses,
his long professions all failed him. He knelt
to the injured girl, and uttered the smgle word

— I love you!”

Lel was calm and smiling: the struggle had
taken place, the victory was gained before she
went to communion,

“You tell me that you love me,” said Lel;

“it mdy be, and my weak heart is willing to

believe it. I thought so once before : you know
how much I was mistaken. I need not say
that the gift of your fortune to my impover-
ished father, has not diminished my regard. If
I do not admit that I love you, I confess that I
shall never love another. But I canrnot accept
your addresses for a year, and nof then’’—her
voice faltered—“ unless you are a Catholic I’
While the words were ringing in his ears,
lshe hurried from the room and threw herself
Into. Agnes’s arms. Lel! Lel! thou tender
girl, there is not a hero in history with a soul
like thine. Yet the world has cast thee off——it
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has forgotten thee—even /e, the first and last
choice of thy heart, may forget the too, for thou
hast renounced him. But weep not, weep not,
Lel; the angels are around thee, and all the
saints of heaven are smiling, as thy heavenly
Father accepts and records the sacrifice thou
hast made!

And that night Lel had a dream——the same
she had at Loretto. She dreamed that she was
in the Convent chapel, alone—at midnight;
that as she was kneeling there, a lady, whose
face was concealed by a white veil spangled
with stars, appeared upon the altar. Slowly
and noiselessly the figure moved towards her
and stood over her—the veil was uplifted=it
was her Mother !—Not the pale, cold body she
had seen in the coffin,—but the mild, warm,
bright being whose breast had once been her
home—the living Mother of other days. Still
more radiant was her smile when she stooped
and kissed her, saying ¢ Now you are mine!”

There is another figure on the altar—another
Mother, but infinitely more beautiful, infinitely
more tender ; and from her hands and forehead
are streaming rays of glory that bathe the sane-
tuary in light. And as she stood, a child ap-
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peared upon her breast, whose lustre eclipsed
her own—a halo trembled around his head,
.and he stretched forth his little hands to the
sleeper, and she awoke with a prayer on her
lips and hier heart full of joy and hope.

The morning was just 'beginning to break——
Agnes was kneeling over her fnend her face
wet with tears. »

“What!” said Lel, glancing at her cousin’s
undisturbed bed— have you been up all
night ?”’

“I-have been thinking of my past presump-

tion,” replied Agnes; “it is enough to keep
me awake. In the pnde of my heart I came

here, thinking that I was an angel commissioned
to save and instruct you ; I regarded you witha
sort of compassion, lamenting that you had not
the heart to love God as I did. Oh, Lel, our
Father in heaven has vouchsafed me a glance
into my own heart, and I tremble at the know-
ledge af what evil I am capable. Had my edu-
cation been like yours, I should be a victim and
a scourge. Even now, I might not relinquish
human love, as you are doing. You have been
dreaming sweetly : let me kiss this pure tem-
ple, in which Ged is dwelling.”
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« My own Agnes,”’ said Lel, returning her
embrace, <1 owe all that I am to your exam-
ple, and so does my father. Had my mdther
lived, I might have escaped many a siit, but [
never would have been what you are. Dear,
dear Agnes, you have more to contend with in
one hour, than I in a life time!”

The sun had risen, and the two friends went
forth to communion. Never had Lel felt such
a transport of joy and peace; and if Agnes was
pale with watching, her face was calmer and
nobler than it had ever been.. These are the
. morning walks that give health and bliss,—that
lead to a country of perpetual green and unfad-
ing flowers, where the spirit never sickens or
langmsheb, where all is freshness, light and
music.

The carriage was at the door to perform its
last family service—it was to be sold that morn-
ing. Mr. Almy silently folded Agnes and Lel
to his breast—mutely blessed them, and walked
away, leaving them in charge of Melville. The
old black coachman drew his rough sleeve
across his eyes and drove off. Lel watched the
old house—the old house where she was born,
where her mother died, where she had first wept

OR, THE CHOICE. 239

and smiled, where she had learned to love her
father, where she had frolicked as a child,
romped as a girl, danced as a woman ;—the
old house where she had first met Melville, and
lost and regai’ned him; where little Clarence
had dined and wondered; where so many a
match was made, so many a vow spoken and
broken ; where her little fingers had first trice
kled as aimlessly as rain drops over the piano ; |
the old house immortal with Beethoven’s So-
“hatas and Mendelssohn’s trios, where Handel,
Hadyn, Mozart, Weber, Meyerbeer, ' Heller
Thalberg, Schuberth, Schulhoff, Listz, clustere(i
like familiar genii around Aladdin’s Lamp,
awaiting the touch of its mistress; the old
house endeared by so many years of joy, con-
secrated by so many months of pain,—where.
sl.le had nursed her father, where she had heard
his story, where they had taken together the

@ first blessed draught at the well-spring of Ca-

tholicity, where they had breakfasted after com-

munion, where she had dreamed of her two

mothers and the divine babe on the altar! She

watched. it with a swelling heart as long as it |

was in sight, for she loved it as if it lived.
Gabriel met them at the cars.
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¢ Do not leave my father,” said Lel.

¢« He does not need me now,” whispered
Gabriel. ¢ I serve another master,” he added,
looking at Melville.

Before leaving the carriage, Lel had taken a
silver medal from her wrist and thrown it over
Melville’s neck.

t«« Wear it,”’ she said, ““and say the prayer
whenever you think of me. I shall bé happy
if I serve to remind you of heaven.”

The cars are gliding off. Farewell!

At ten o’clock Melville wandered up to Mr.

Almy’s—a red flag is waving from Lel's win-
dow. He shuddered——his knees shook—the
dreary, blank existence before him was worse
than death. But he had a duty to perform;
sad as it was, there was hope and consolation
in it. Lel, he had not, but no other had her—
and no other should have her piano!

END OF PART SECOND.
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PART THIRD,

i
CHAPTER 1I.

“] sAv, _Crharley,”‘ chuckled the Colonel
“these . are fine birds—fine birds. I don’;
think T missed a single shot.’”’

The old gentleman had spent the afternoon
woodcock shooting, and his bag was hand-
somely filled. Though a poor angler, as we |
have seen, he was a ‘capital shot; in fact he
shot well e'ngugh to be called Colonel, without

any other Pretension to the title.

‘He was returning home, a Iittle fatigued, but
flushed with success, and Iongif;g for s’-ome
g(fod friends to partake of the supper he pro-
mised himself that very night, when he saw a
carriage passing along the road towards Lo-
retto. He could see it plainly, though hidden
from it by the woods. All at once the dogs
who were ranging ahead, set up a bark ané
scampered after the carriage. Neither Charley
nor the Colonel could whistle them back. Away

they went, like those faithful hounds in Bur.
ger’s ballad. - | |
21
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¢« That’s strange,” muttered the Colonel.’

« T’ll bet it's Miss Agnes!” shouted Charley.

Taking fire at the suggestion, the Colonel
bounded forward and cleared the fence, as
though a bullet had never made a hole in his
leg. Agnes ought to have written word the
very day she meant to arrive, instead of leaving

it uncertain.

And now, my dear reader, you are again at
Loretto. The forest trees are in leaf, the or-
chards heavy with frait, the spring flowers have
passed away, and the busy bees have exhausted
the honey-suckles wreathing the white porches.
Agnes is in her mother's arms, and all those
anxious moments, all those trembling fears, all
those sleepless nights and weary days are for-
gotten as the tearful widow strains to her heart
her only child. What matters it that she is
thinner and paler, that there is no longer a par-
ticle of the girl in her face, that she i1s no lon-
ger young ? she had her back again, safe and
sound, and in the joy of the moment she asked
no more.

Lel, too, was in her arms—no longer the
thoughtless, merry girl; no longer buoyant with
life, health and hope, darting here and there
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like a butterfly ; no longer the ﬂattering teaze,
the spoiled- favorite of fashion; but Lel the
mourner, Lel the Catholic. Yet, to the mo-
ther’s eye, Agnes had changed most: for Lel
was happy in her faith, and her joyous soul,
though rudely shaken, was still ready to leap up
again, as the young tree resumes its place
when the storm that bent itis over. It was not
so with Agnes. Why?  « When I left you,”
she said to her mother that night, «J Jelt sure
of heaven : now, I do not.”

The Colonel embraced Lel and Agnes, and
Agnes and Lel. He could not tell, for the life

- of him, which he loved most. They had come

just in time for his woodcock; and Charley,
with the big drops of delight dancing in his
eyes, put forth all his skill on the precious
birds. |
After tea, they took a walk down the road—
Agnes with her mother, Lel with tne Colonel.
Lgl had never seen Loretto in summer: the .
hand of a fairy seemed to have passed over the
place : all around her was beaunty and repose. .
The lark was gliding lazily to qu-——the night
h.awk was wheeling and darting through the
alt—the cows were soberly walking home ¢ as
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¢

if conscious of human affection’’—the sheep
were lying down in white groups for the night
—the trees sighed in the cvening wind; and
the distant spire of the Convent was colored by
the’crimson clouds on which the sun was still
shining from beneath the horizon. ' There was
a holy calm in Lel's breast, as beautiful and
profound as the repose of the scene.on which
she gazed. ‘

“ Why did not Aliny come?”’ exclaimed the
Colonel. “ We would have made him a boy
again.”

“ Why could he not?” thought Lel; but she
was silent.

And when the stars stole out, when the whip-
poor-will was heard in the woods—when the
green frogs began their nightly serenade to
their parent stream, our four friends betook
themselves to the porch. -

“ Why didn’t you bring Melville-with you,”
said the Colonel, darting his cigar at a perse-
vering gnat, ‘ or some other young gentleman,
instead of returning like two old maids ¢”

“As we are,” added Lel. ‘

“* Nonsense !”” sinpered the Colonel, con-
founding his little persecutor with a prodigious
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puff.  What do you think of the world, Ag-
nes? rather a nice place after all—eh ? f)h,
I have had my time in it!”

“ And so have I, said Agnes.

“You ought to see more of it, my girl.”

“ No, thank you, I have seen quite enough.”’

“Why, you jade you, what have you seen in
amonth! It takes one years to see the world
as it is in all its majestically accumulating glory
and versatile interest. Poh!” continued the
Colonel, * what have you seen ?”’

“I have seen,” returned Agnes, with pro-
voking calmness, ‘ that its standard of morality
is not God’s standard ; that wealth and impu-
dence are its virtues; poverty and modesty its
:vices; that money is its god, its grand govern-
ing principle, to which all else is subservient ;
that happiness is measured by the purse, and-
that a comfortable if not luxurious settlement
in life is the grand goal, in the chase of which .
eternity is lost sight of.’”

“ Poh !’ ejaculated the Colonel.

“I have seen Catholics almost universally
ashamed of the first principles of their faith,
and artfully smoothing them over to attract
their dissenting brethren. I have seen them -

P




246 LORETTO?

dressing so indecently, even when priests are
invited, that their pastors are put to the
blush.”” .

¢ That's the priests’ fault,” mumbled the
Colonel.

' - '
¢ I have seen,’” continued Agnes, smiling a

the interruption, ¢ that your happy, merry men
and women are only so becase they have a false
conscience, which has ceased to accuse them;
I have seen all who have virtue enough to feel,
living in perpetual fear of the temptations by
which they are surrounded. I have seen that
society is but a hollow farce, in which there i
neither love nor friendship. I have seen the
idol of a thousand worshipers left without a
single friend when touched by poverty.”

The Colonel groaned and looked away from
Lel. ,

"~ «And T have seen,” said Agnes, taking her
uncle’s hand and modulating her voice to 2
whisper, 1 have seen that, in spite of all this,
the world is dazzlingly beaatiful, winning, en-
chanting. And oh, my dear, good uncle, it is
not God that makes it so! I have felt its insik
dious fascination. I tell you, uncle, that I have
hcen wandering along the brink of a precipice;

OR, THE CHOICE. 247

that I could no more live in the world than can
the moth live in the candle; that my only sal-
vation is in that Convent !’

The old man knocked the ashes carefully
from his ecigar, slowly brushed a tear from his
eye and put his arm around Lel’s neck.

« Thank God, you are nota Catholic!” he
exclaimed. ¢ There ate no Protestant con-
vents to take you from rhe.’

With tears streaming down her cheeks, Lel
leaned her head on his shoulder. A horrible
suspicion ran through the Colonel’s mind. He
raised her head in the clear moonlight, and
mutely questioned her, with such a fearful,
timid’gaze, that her heart bled for him, as she
said— : o

““Yes, uncle, I am a Catholic!”

The cigar fell from his hand~—his cane rolled
on the porch—his broad chest swelled as if his
heart was bursting——had they both been dead at
his feet, he could scarcely have shown more
grief, than at this overthrow of all his plans, this
defeat of his best diplomacy. |

“CHEck MATED !”" he sobbed in uncontrolled
agony:—repu]sed them sternly from his side—
and then, spreadinz his arms, snatched them
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both to his bo-soin. “ Chéck mated ! Check
mated !”’ ‘

One word : the sermon just preached by Ag-
nes against thre. world has nothing new .in it.:
Solomon put it all in a nutshell long ago: it
will be found better expressed in every prayer
book. To the Colonel, it was perfectly puer-
ile, the same old song which saints and mis.an-
thropists have been singitg together from time
immemorial,  Only by constant meditation;do
we comprehend that life is but a preparation
for death; and unless this great truth 1s real-
.ized, where is the folly in living as if time were
the main thing and eternity a trifle? The visi-
ble present, though brief and bounded by the

grave, is apt to be mote important than the in- -

visible future. Without strong fuif4, men must
live as they o ; and all who reprove them fqr
neglecting their souls, in over devotiou to their
bodies, will seem only fools, or very good peo-
ple, who have not weighed well the difficulty of
what they propose. Every day we witness the
“same spectacle—a world, for whom God die.d
upon the cross, devoting all their time, all the'lr
thoughts to obtain material comfort and avoid
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sorrow,—au prayer at night, an ejaculation in the
morning—the rest of the day sacred to the.
body.. We see this every day; we do not won-
der at it it, is all right, all in the order of
Providence : the only mystery is, that some
weak, pious souls are absurd enough to quit the
world and devote the greater part of their lives
to religious exercises : this is the singular part
of it. It would be an unnatural state of things,

"indeed, 1f all mankind were to make business

secondary to religion, and spend as. much time

- in praising God, as they do in making money.

Why, the best instructed, the most edifying
Catholic parents, cannot help preferring an aus-
picious alliance with ian for their daughters,
to an eternal junion with god in the solitary
cloister; and how can we expect the worldly
minded Colonel, who has not seen a confes-
sional for forty years; to consider the choice
made by Agnes, as any thing else than a burn-
ing shame, a living death? How many of us
have realized, by prayer and meditation, that
heaven is all and earth nothing? How many
of us are truly sick of the vanity of life, much
as we pretend to be, and do not sagely con-
clude that our neighbors and ourselves are all
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doing our duty, taking our share of enjoyment
with sufficient gratitude, and bearing our just
proportion of affliction with exemplary resig-
nation ? ' |
There was a time when monasteries and cha.
pels were as numerous as castles, when the
Christian world seemed ambitious to live a
Christian life, when self-denial and self-castiga-
tion were honored, when the consecration-of a
Cathedral was of more moment than the open-
ing of a rail-road, when there was something
nobler than science and dearer than profit, when
the security of government was in the humility.
of the people, when the security of the people
was in the firmness and purity of the church—
when there was not, as now, a grandwork of
ignorance, pride and envy, which is either 2
withering master or a dangerous slave. Yes!
there was a time when all this was, and when

Agnes might not have been laughed at; but it

was in the dark ages, reader, in those terrible

nights before the sunlight of newspapers had-

illumined the earth.
Must it be told that within a month after her

return from the city, Agnes entered the con-
vent as a candidate—that three months later,
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her long hair was cut to suit the brown cap of
th% novice ? Until her hair was cut, the Colo-
nel had cherished a hope that she would repent
her girlish haste; but when he saw the ruin
caused by those envious shears, he could not -
help saying—‘ It is all over—all over!”” And
ye who have clung to Agnes, in the hope that
she would be induced to marry Melville, or in-
cline to Mr. Almy, or that some romantic young
gentleman would appear upon the carpet, in-
vested with every virtue and every grace, be-
tween whom and our young novice, a sweet
sympathy might be established, which should
ultimately lead to better things than the clois-
ter, and supply a chapter or two of delicious
sentiment,~—leave us, we beseech you;—foi' her
CHOICE is made, though the vows are not yet
taken. Yes! she is lost to the world! that.
sweet, beautiful girl, who laughed so merrily
with her load of premiums in her arms; the
milk white lamb amongst those green hills; the
friend who had gone to change Lel, and who -
did change her, though she nearly perished in |
the effort ; the kind protectress who had com-
forted little Clarence and the Wanderer ;
the keen-sighted woman who had penetrated -
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the secret of Mr., Almy’s iface, who had con-

quered Melville, and ‘reigned supreme in the’

bill-room, eclipsing all the practiced belles of
the ‘season! - She was' lost to the world, that
sweet, beautiful girl; who was so well fitted to
delight “and. ‘adorn” it ,~—lost before the first
bléom of ‘youth had passed from her. cheeks,
before experience had dried the first bright wa.
ters of hope and'trust that are born in our

hearts ¢ lost before'there was any need to seek

atefiige Tromi the ills of life in that last resource,
a'convent?! *: She is lost to the world, and what
Mratters it what- she has gained—what heaven
ha's' won I—So thought the Colonel.

Yet what was his love for Agnes, compared
to'her mother’ s~~the mother who remembered
her baptlsm her first cries, her first words, her
first carésses; who' had counted her first smiles
dnd treasared them in her heart who remen-
bered every indident ‘of hier youth her first lisp-
ing prayers, her first songs, her first visit to
mass, her fifst conf‘esslon her first communion,
her confirmation ii~iwhat was his bereavement
to hers? Agnes was Hier only child, her only
companion in prayer her' jewel, her treasure,

lier all on earth ;2 thousand uncles could not
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\ have loved her as she did—‘gheir lives had been

one,—and now they are called —upon to live
apart. Oh, not apart! Who shall say apart!
When they are repeating, day after day, and
night after night, the same dear litanies, when
they are appealing to the same saints, the same
angels, the same Blessed Mother, the same Fa-
ther, Son and Holy Ghost, when they are liv-
ing together in God, who shall say they are liv-

ing apart! And thus thought Mrs. Cleveland,

and she missed not her daughter’s long, dark |
hair; ‘and if she shed floods of natural tears, it
was not because her daughter was clad in the
plain livery of heaven. And so thought Lel,
and she was glad of the cHoice, though she
had now to sit and sew alone, though she had
to walk alone, though she had to watch the sun
rise and set, and play Beethoven, and listen to
the birds and pluck wild flowers, and muse un-
der the old oak trees without Agnes at her side.
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CHAPTER 1I.

Wo shall say what passed in Agnes’s heart
after that memorable Thursday evening? What
visions of worldly happiness crowded on her
soul, outshining and eclipsing the silent con-

" vent to which she had pledged herself? Before
her first visit to the city she had wondered how
others could be so thoughtless as to abandon
themselves to the insignificant pleasures which

.she despised, and which bad not brilliancy

~enough. even to tempt her. But on a sudder
“her soul had risen up inarms against her. The.
-triumphs and the joys which had been contemp-
+tible now danced before her eyes in fearful
-faseination. They beckoned her on througha
.lovely vista, opening into sunshine and soft
. splendor,. where roses were blooming, where

trees were bending over glittering fountains,
. dropping luscious, golden fruit. She had mea-

 sured herself with those who had sneered at the

_perceived her superiority—it had been tacitly
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admitted—she saw a brilliant career before her
—she had only to step forward and enjoy it.

Was not. this a temptation? We have writ-
ten to no purpose, if Agnes is still considered
a cold, calm, passionless creature. We have
written to no purpose, if the likeness to her
father has not been detécted by miore than Lel.
Few minds could spin such glancing, silky
webs for the winged soul; few hearts could
feel the enchantment of fancy so deeply. Yet
how little did she know this, when she knelt
for her Confessor’s permission to save Lel,
feeling certain of her own salvation !

She recalled the haughtiness with which she
had referred Melville to Kempis on Nature and

[ § Grace, as if she were perfect in that sublime
] chopter.
‘;;':_'.‘ _pride, presumption, in thy self-confidence ? was

f there not too much contempt for others, whom

Oh Agnes, Agnes, was there not

thou didst believe weaker than thyself? She
admitted it, in tears, before the cross.
And the world—the world which thou hast

scorned—is it not rather to be feared th
~country girl; she had overtopped them and B an
moved amongst them like a queen. She had

dared? is it not rather to be pitied and prayed

| for, than spurned and denounced? Didst thou’
Dot exempt thyself from the censure which thou
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didst pass on that same world, and think thy-
self better than the rest of mankmdp Aye,
even during the conversation with the Colonel
on the porch, when the moon was shining the
evening of thy return, didst thou apply to thy-
self the condemnation so liberally bestowed on
thy neighbors?

What would she not have given for that per-

fect Tepose, that calm delight she felt before

leaving Loretto! Would it never return? Yet
why so covetous of spiritual enjoyment, so yest-
less under that spiritual desolation with which
the saints themselves are visited? DBut in the
tumult of leaving her mother—and such a mo-
ther !—there could not be that fullness of joy to
which she had looked forward so eagerly. Not
until the moment of parting, did Agnes know
how much was due that meek, uncomp]ammg
guardian of her youth. How imperfectly had
she returned that mother’'s tender love—how
often had she been wanting in affection—how
little had she done to console, to amuse, to re-
ward her for those early lessons of piety, with-
out which her life might have been a warning!

Oh no! it was not on entering the convent
that the young candidate’s soul was at rest. A
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week’s retreat! She had proved her own noth-
ingness; she had discovered that all her
strength came from God ; that, without humility,
she was powerless; that the finger of heaven
kad pointed out her vocation, not as an honor
dne her virtue, but as a mercy granted to her
workness. - She looked up with reverence and
love to the old sisters around her, who were
preparing to die as they had lived, and begged
them to pray that, like them, she might perse-
vere to the close. But that perfect repose, that
calm delight, would not return! That spiritual
desolation would not pass away! As the ‘tra-
veler in the desert pants: for the palm tree’s
shade and running waters—as the weary school-
boy sighs for a Christmas holyday-—aé the wan-
derer longs for the sweet home he left behind
him, so Agnes had sighed' and longed for the
beginning of her religious life, as if every aspi-
ration wou]d then be instantaneously gratified,

as if the unspeakable rapture of that moment
.wnu]d exceed all the transports of youth and

mnocence. But instead of this, it is a time of
tears and trial~a time of doubt and fear, in

@ vhich not one of these bright promises was ful-

filled. Oh, could she ﬂmtherself once more
PP
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on her mother’s breast and died ! Is heaven so
hard to win? Is it not easy to be a Sister of
Charity ? - Courage, thou noble girl! ,

The fervor that carried thee so joyously to

communion when thou wast a girl ; the devotion

that led thee to the city to save thy young cou-
sin——this is something—but something more
must thou have to be a Sister of Charity. Let
the long hours of meditation pass heavily; let
thy thoughts wander painfully to thy dear mo-
ther; let thy bosom ache even in the chapel; let
thy pillow.be steeped in nightly tears—a day of
consolation may come, when the sand in the
hour-glass shall glide away unnoticed ; when thy
Blessed Mother in heaven shall absorb thy
thoughts when thy breast shall swell with joy
before the altar; when thy pillow shall have no
thorn.

Whilst Agnes was thus advancing in the
school of the cross, Lel undertook to accom-
plish herself in all the departments of countyy
life. She rose before the sun, and (gentle rea-
der, wince not!) fed the chickens, pigeons,

geese, ducks and turkeys ; she learned that com

was planted and wheat sown ; she was initiated
into the mysteries of milking, creaming, churn-
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ing, curds and cheese, and her rural ambition
endeared her to every hand about the place, to
the dairy-maid in particular. She knew the
names of all the birds, and could distinguish
them by their notes; the lark, the plover, the
robin, the quail, the woodcock, the flicker, the
blackbird, were no longer strangers, but familiar
fiiends.  She loved to take the shade with the
reapers, at nooning, and laugh and jest with
them; and there, with her green sun-bonnet
cast carelessly aside, and her back against the
rough tree, few would have recognized, in our
Lel, the admitted leader of fashion, the reign-
ing star of many a winter.

‘Her daily rides, her daily rambles over the
fields in search of new flowers, had embrowne&
her clear cheeks and forehead; and, cheered
and re-invigorated by exercise and these inno-
cent pastimes, the lightness, fullness, freshness
of health returned, and her step was once more
as free as air, and her figare rounded to its for-
mer syrametry. '

But if she loved to stray over the farm with
the Colonel and listen to his piscatorial exploits,
still more did she love to accompany Mrs.
Cleveland through the neighborhood, until she.
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knew the road to every cottage that'needed cha-
rity. And the people testified their 'gratitude by
saying she was another Agnes: they knew no
higher compliment. There was another plea-
sure: once a week, not oftener, she went with
her aunt and uncle to see Agnes, and the two
friends would visit that dear old Confessor who
had made the name of Ellen Almy a househeld
word in the Convent. And Lel wrote so many
sweet, simple hymns, and was so good and
kind, that the sisters loved her too, and their
prayers were still offered up for her peace and
happiness.

And, twice a week, she received letters from
her father—long letters—Iletters that she might
read and read again, and then file away in her
little desk, as so many treasures. He was well
and doing well. He promised-to come soon
and spend a fortnight with her. Was she not
happy? Did she never languish for that bril-
liant circle which was still moving without her,
and sigh for her place there? Never—never!
If, at times, a fear would cross her mind, that
the world might regain its fatal hold on her
father, his next letter drove the thought away.

True, she longed to be with him; she begged

#
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him to let her return and stay at his side, no
matter where he was, or what might happen ;
that her health was restorved ; that she would he
happier with him. But he forbade it, and she
submitted. It was better to be away from Mel-
ville, and she tried not to think of him, save
when she prayed for that generons friend. '
Mrs. Cleveland could ill have spared this -

_kind and loving girl; the Colonel could not

have existed without her. The loss of Agnes
did not grieve him long, for, with the facility of
old age, he transferred his love to Lel, and
thought that Agnes had never taken half the

interest in his tackle, guns, and hounds that she
did, and Charley, unconsciously following in
his master’s wake, boldly pronounced—out of
his mistress’s hearing, however—that Miss Lel
was worth two of Miss Agnes. Most of our
readers will side with Charley.

But where is the Wanderer?
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CHAPTER 1I1II.

Any one, who has derived his chief pleasure
from the society of one family, instead of rely-
ing on himself or on the everlasting many, and
has been suddenly deprived of this sole depend-
ence, will sympathize with Melville. For years
he had-seen Lel, almost daily, but he knew not,
until they parted, that she was more than half
his existence. He could easily understand why
Lel should reject his addresses for a year, for
he had given herreason to suspect his con
stancy ; but not to hear him then, unless he was
a Catholic, amazed and confounded him. He
knew that the Catholic Church discouraged
mixed marriages, and he would not have been
surprised at such a declaration from an Italian
peasant girl, but such bigotry in the high-bred,
accomplished and beautiful Lel, was a mystery.
Had she fallen a victim to those Jesuitical doc-
trines by which the noblest minds in the world
have been perverted? Had she stifled the
sweet voice of nature in her soul, at the bid-
ding of a black-gowned priest -of Rome? It

must be so! There is an insuperable barrier
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between them! ILel was in earnest: he could
trust her word, as an infant trusts its mother's
smile. There was no change in her love, and
the knowledge of this was another pang, for he
never could be a Catholic. It was out of the
question—absurd—impossible. -
He had her piano—there was some comfort
in that—and would sit for hours brooding over
the finger-board, strumming fragments of Lel’s
favorite pieces : but the instrument was dead—
the animating spirit was gone—gone for ever!
In the evenings he was feasonably happy in
Mr. Almy’s society—they roomed together—

_but the long, cheerless days were almost in-

supportable. Feeling the necessity of employ-

“ment to save himself from constant despond-

ency, he resumed, with a view to practice, the
study of medicine, in which he had already
taken a diploma; not that he wanted money,
for Mr. Almy had partially repaid him with half

the sales of the house and furniture. His gen-

erosity to the Almys was known-—Mr. Almy

had taken no pains to conceal it—but this was
not mueh to his credit with the world. The
world is never well pleased when called on to
admire virtues it does not practice. Indeed,
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Melville was looked upon as a tender-hearted,
credulous mortal, who had been duped out of
a large fortune by the wiles of an old merchant
and the blandishments of an artful young girdl
They respected him, however, for being pru-
dent enough not to marry Lel, and detected in
this wise resolve a glimmering of good sense
amidst his folly. So powerfully had his insane
behaviour operated on society, that his former
intimates were disposed to cut his acquaint-
ance, and it was only when they heard e stil
had something left, that their disgust melted
into patronizing pity.

Under these auspices, Melville might hope
to start in his new profession with tolerab]e
success. His manners were pleasing; his at-
tainments considerable; and, with proper pat-
ronage, he was still a desirable match. If the
silly fellow would only give up the Almys, all
might yet go well with him, and he might even
aspire to Mrs, Hoity’s occasional notice. This
majestic and good hearted soul never met him

without sneering at Lel, until he wished the F&
portly widow a man, that he might dash her to

the ground and set his foot on her neck.

Jthat pathology could not fill.
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Once, in speaking of Lel, she said to him with
a wink : " |

‘ Poor hitle creature, how hard she tried to
get you I”

“ Tt Is fa]se, madam,” cried Melvﬂle 1 |
tried all I eould to get Aer, and failed ! I would
give more for one hair of her head than for
your parlor-full of the proudest and richest
of this city.”

- This reckless and unpardonable speech sealed
Melville’s fate. There was no hope in the up-
per circles after that, and his practice must
come from the lower classes.

Melville found abundant occupation in his
medical books; but occupation is not always
consolation. There was a void in his bosom
. As for Gabriel,
he was a poor companion, with his pale face
and uneasy whisper. Almy was his main stay
—for did not Lel write long letters to her father

every week ? and did not her father read some

passages from rustic life to a very attentive
listener?

~ One evening, to Melville’s consternation an&

regret, Mr. Almybrought home to tea, the dim-

inutive old priest with short gray hair and small
- 28
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gray eyes. Melville could scarcely salute him
with ordinary civility: he regarded him as the
author of all his anguish, the thief who had
stolen away his Lel. Mr. Almy had never scen
such a bitter cloud on his room-mate’s brow:
there was something dangerous in it. Our
friend, the priest, did not seem to notice it; or
if he did, was not visibly moved by the gather-
ing storm, having probably encountered rougher
weather in his life-time. o

«1 have been trying,”’ said Mr. Almy, “to
make this young gentleman a Catholie, and as
my success has not been very flattering, 1 am
disposed to hand him over to you. He is a
good scholar, and could easily read the fathers
of the church.” ,

t« Yes,” said the old man, * very good read-

ing. But you don’t want to be a priest, do

you, Mr. Melville ?”
« Not exactly, sir,”’ replied Melville, haugh-

tily.

« No,’” said the other. ¢ Then, I think the,

little catechism would be better than the fath-
ers. Do you know any thing aboat us, Mr.
Melville ¢ '

I3
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“ Something,” returngd Melville, with starte
ling bitter_ness. “1 know that you have ren-’
dered me hopelessly miserable, by deprivina me
of a blessing that I might now enjoy, bn: for"
the héartless’h tyranny you exercise over all who
are weak enough to admit your power,” -

«“Is that all you know ?” asked the priest

“It is all T wish to know !”’ thundered I\-?[el-

~ ville, incens ‘hi goni '
, ed at his antagonist’s calmness.

“Have you a right to plunge two, who love
each other, into an abyss of despair, that the
predilections of the pope may be gratified ? I
tell you, sir, that all the bishops in Christen;;lom
cannot _love, as I do, that sweet victim of their
supetstition 1"’ |

“ i - ‘ - -
' You do seém to be quite in love,” said the
priest,
1 1 1 A |
. Had you aright,” continnued Melville, *to
dissuade her from marrying me, because I was
not 1 .
.t in your communion? Have I ever done any
;hmgunbecommg aman or a Christian? Am
not as honest as thousands who seek your
confessional ?”’
141 M
) These questions are rather hard to answer,”
egan the other, with a smile. ¢ 1 believe ybu
are a very good man, though you are in a sad
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passion now. I claim a right to advise in all
these cases, and hold myself accountable to God
alone. I have been accused of being a match-

maker, but this is the first time I have been

upbraided as a match-breaker.”

¢« You mean to say, sir,”’ answered Melville,
““ that you never had so much reason to savea
young lady from such a villain as I1”

«I mean to say nothing of the kind. How
do I know whether you are a villain or not? All
I know, is that you are not a Christian, and that
Lel is too good for any heathen on the face of

the earth.”

¢« She is indeed,” muttered Melville, white

with rage. “If your persecution were con-
fined to me alone, I could endure it, and console
myself with despising you. But are you not
well aware that you are exacting a sacrifice
from her, which must be fatal to her hap-
piness "’ ‘ ,

The old man, smiling in his face, replied—

“ Don’t you think she can live without you?”
so innocently, that Mr. Aliny laughed outright.

Goaded to madness, Melville turned on Mr.
Almy, gasping between his teeth —¢ I little ex-
pected to be mocked by you.”

;
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The significant emphasis of you, brought a
deep blush to Mr. Almy’s cheek, and he shaded
his eyes with his hand.

“ Gentlemen,”’ continued Melville, rising, ¢ if
you expect to make a convert of me by practic-
ing upon my love, you are sadly mistaken. The’
game you are playmg may break my heart, but it

‘shall never make me the hypocnt:cal proselyte

of a faith T despise.””

So saying, he left the room, followed by Ga-
briel. He went to his bed-room, and, trembling
in every limb, threw himself on a chair. An
even temper like his, when fully roused, is ter-
rible: his lips were white as death; while his
cheeks and forehead burned like fire. Lel
would not have known him, as he sat there,
glaring at the candle with a steady, glazed eye.

“They hall find,” he said, clenching his
hand, ““that I am not a lump of mere dough to
be moulded according to the whim of a weak-
minded girl, or a cold, calculating priest. And
then, to be laughed at! By heaven, they shall
see that my patience, like my fortune, has an
end !’ '

‘““ He felt a hand laid on his shoulder: it was
Gabriel’s.

23*
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¢« Have you too come,” he shouted, springing
to his feet. « Have you followed me here, to
heap insult on insult, and gloat over the shame
of an injured man? Leave me!” and, seizing
the youth by the throat, he strove to hurl him
against the wall.

Melville was a man of great strength, and
the quivering sinews rose like whip-cords in
_ his arms.  But with all his power, doubled by

nervous excitement, and put forth to the utmost,
he could not force that pale youth an inch from
his place, or wrench that white hand from his
shoulder. |

Gabriel was another being. As a storm gath-
ers in the sky, which has been tranquil all the
summer, instead of that sweet, unchanging
smile, there was a withering frown, before
which the boldest might tremble.
quailed under his indignant eye.

¢ You make me blush for you,” said Gabriel,
turning away from him. ¢ Be calm "

¢ Calm!”’ echoed Melville, with a harsh
langh. ¢ Did you not see how that hoary old
badger exulted over the wreck of the life which
he has blighted? Did you not hear him call

Melville
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less merchant, for whom I have offered up m
last cent, and for whom I would have stake(}i’
my life—did you not hear Ai¢m—Mr., Almy—~/er
father—applaud his deliberate malice with a
fiendish laugh ¢ :

“No'!” said Gabriel, his breast heaving as he
spoke. “ But T heard you, without cause or
provocatlpn, insult a feeble old man too wise
and to? weak to resent your abuse ! ’ I heard
you, without cause or provocation, turn against

a friend and upbraid him for receiving a favor
2

which you have canceled by this untimely and
ungenerous boasting, If yoil have a spark of
manliness left, you should go down on vour
kneesﬁland beg pardon of that old man wlfose
heart is full of love for you, and of thaft friend

. you, without making it a reproach and a theme
- of self-glorification I

Melville resumed his seat and 'leaned' his headr

| on the ;able. As Gabriel watched him, the
| frown Yanished, the smile returned. -Me,lville
| held his hand over his eyes: presently he
| stretched it out to Gabriel, who pressed it be-

| . | ; ‘ o— ]t !

“Come closer to me !’ said Melville
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The smile on that strange being’s face bright.
ened as he advanced, and with feminine tender-
ness threw his arm around the mourner’s neck.
Melville caught the pale stripling to his breast,
and, as he did so, a load of sorrow seemed to
“glide from his heart, and he weptlike a repent-
antboy. Happy are those who have a friend
in whose arms they can indulge, without fear

or shame, the outpouring of a wounded soul—
throngh whom the torrent of grief can, pass

away, which must else ravage the breast within
which it is bound! Then, an hour suffices to
dismiss the agony which years could not con-

quer; and afterward the rainbow comes, and -

the sun of promise breaks forth, and the drops
that have fallen turn to verdure and flowers!
But one hag seen the storm, and all may see
the sunshine and wonder how it can be so.
Such friends are few, but Gabriel was one of
them.

Melville turned from Gabriel to his dear
piano, which was consecrated by all the blessed
past ; he thought that Lel sat there’and watched
him. He drew her medal from his breast and
kissed it ; then kneeling, for the first time, as he

remembered his promise, he repeated aloud—
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“ O Mary, concetved with 7
who have 7'ei'o-m'se to thee! ”“’ut o prey for us
When he rose he hesitated for an instant—it
was but an instant—with his hand on the door
then disappeared. ,

The old man had risen to go—his hat in one
hand, his cane in the other. His small gray
eyes began to twinkle, as Melville introduced
himself, evidently with peaceful purposes.

“Irecall all that I have said—I knew not
'WhatI was saying,” said Melville, pronounc-
ing the words with difficulty. ¢ I have played
bl..lf. a poor part before you, and beg you to for-
give me and pray for me.,”

Those small gray eyes began to twinkle more
and more; perhaps a slight film overspread
them. ! ' He put down his hat, then his cane on
t(?p of it, and extending both arms, shook Mel-
ville's hands warmly in his. -

“ M.y -dear friend,” he said, I forgive ‘you
and will continue to pray for you. You have
]o§t @ treasure, which I am glad to see you
erze, and I confess that T am in part respon-
mb]g for the loss. I'am not surprised that you
do not rauk me amongst your friends, after an
act of duty, which may well profoke one so
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uninstructed, as you are, in the first principles
of our holy faith. Do come. and see me. I
will tell you all T know about the church which

Lel has joined. . Good night”’—he took his hat

and cane— Good night; God bless you!
Good night, Mr. Almy.”” And so this simple,
picus man took leave of our two friends.

They sat together in silence, which Melvill
first interrupted. | :

¢« Almy, I'm a love-sick fool, and you must
treat me as you would a spoiled child. -But
tell me one thing-—do you approve of the stand
which Le! has taken against me

««T think she is right,” replied Mr. Almy.
«« You must be well aware that there is no one
to whom I would so gladly yield my daughter
as to you. But I have experienced myself thal
complete confidence, without which married
life is always more or less painful, cannot exist
unless the parties practice the same faith. Men

may talk as they please about common interests,

tastes and affinities, but a common religion is
the only enduring tie. So much for opin
jon. But our church refuses her blessing toa
mixed marriage, and I should be sorry to
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see Lel make any contract without her bene-
diction.” : -

It is hard—it is hard,” mused Melville.

“I know it 1s : hard for you and hard for us
all; but let us wear the badge of sorrow cheer-
fully. Since I have been a Catholic, I have en-

" joyed a peace of mind, of which you have no

conception, and of which I had none. Believe
me, Melville, that Young, Shelley, and a host of
others were groping after the Catholicity which
the Schlegels found, and which Goethe was too
proud, Walter Scott too timid to profess, The
_Oatholic Church, in her unchanging grandéur
1s worth any man’s notice, and 1 recommehé
her to your careful study.’”’. 3
Mf_:lville was too much excited to sleep. Lel's
happiness afflicted him. He wished her miser-
able to convigce him of her love. Yet what
could make her happy. Had Catholicity a re-
compense for every sacrifice it asked? He
thought of the change in Mr, Almy; of the
chal}ge in his face ; of his abstinence from old
Schiedam ; of his tranquil. resignation. What
had produced it? He thought of Agues, as he
fist saw her, and as she left him; of that
strangely beautiful expression, so different from
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 fancied. Whence did
had ever seen or fancie ’ : ;
:Eehzbtain it! He thoughtof Lel's hermcu self.

ey
1 ] aticism ?
denial. Was it sheer fana

With these questions he easily kept] hlmsdeelf
awake for hours, and then went to s e:g, e
termining to find out what Agnes meant by

=]

i 2
ractice of her religion, and what Th?izre
Il;empis had to say in the chapter on Na

and Grace.
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CHAPTER IV.

Our story has reached that' placid point,
when a year may be skipped, without our miss-

_ing much incident. Agnes is a pious novice,

Lel a sweet country girl, Mr. Almy is regaining
his mercantile importance. His fellow mer-
chants had been civil so long as he needed their
assistance, and. were courteous when he did
not. They could not but respect the industry,
honesty, and ability which had almost restored
him to his former position. . It requires much
to reach the point from which Mr. Almy had
fallen : it requires much more to regain it. But
this j':iccomplished merchant had a fund of
dauntless energy, which astonished even those
who were best acquainted with his resources,
No one could tell how he managed to rise so
rapidly, but rise he did ; and if Catholicity made
the. ascent more rugged, she doubled his
strength, thus'lightening the task,

Must we see how Melville studied Catholjc.

ity ? The "converts to our faith, who publish

Deat little treatises or sweet little novels, the

| fruits of their experience, are perhaps syr-
24 -
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prised that the reasons, so convincing to them,

are so unsatisfactory to others. Do they ev?;
remember that the grace of God ;atl:le ill_
some silent, unrecorded mon{elxt 0 | 'l;?;n.
ity and contrition, and tth.t thelr.go}? 1,13 o
tions availed quite as much as their theolog
? .
rés‘eﬂ?;c:::\sre seen, in the passage at a.rmil m:l;
Mrs. Hoity, that Melville 1(.)S.t his ﬁrsIt ;;ﬁ;m
of being a fashionable practicioner. It t ld o
grieve him much: he had never respec; he
illiterate, ill-bred, low-})orn, purse-pr;:.u:i ;‘ -
tocracy of his mative city, and :as gla
opportunity to meet poverty at home. S
He might have been seen, one win ' ghi;
when Mr. Almy was in be.d, seated be c:ire -
office table, on which medical bpoks. an-k cc:lllle
troversial works were piled =altern.ately, L el
spots on a chess-board. Melivlllt'a ha(fi‘ ??eg,
been a free-thinker, and the prejudices of a 1nd
time are not easily eradicated. : Aﬂiu.eflce and
happiness are very favorable to skeptlt.:zsm, ; "
infidelity had laid a strong: hold on h1m M
must we suppose; {rom lfls recqncxhatmn :vhis
the priest, that he was disposed to accep

kind offer of ipstruction. Having suflicient |8

man, whose faith was

nursed him. Melville’s
different

meet Father John—and
other than our
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pride of intellect and some colmmon sense,
that most uncommon of all the senses, e had
purchased quite a theological library, in which
he was far enough advanced to admit a revela-
tion; still considering himself the infallible
interpreter. . :
He was perusing a treatise on the. sufficienc
of private judgment, when the bell rang.. A
little girl, poorly clad, was at the door.
““Is your mother worse ?"’ he said,
“Oh, yes, sir, father says she’s dying.’ ‘
Melville took his hat and followed her to a
small frame house in an alley. He found the
poor woman suffering from extteme nervous
excitement, after morphine. Having done all
he could to calm her, he directed that the y.

most silence should be observed, as the: least
agitation would be fatal.

The little. girl whispered to her. father,

“there’s Father John at the door.”’

“Thank God!” muttered that honest Irish-

worthy of the isle that
ejaculation was shghtly
He stepped into the front room to

Father John was no
friend, the diminutive o}d priest. -
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« You cannot see her,” whispered Melville.

“ Why not?” .

« Because the least excitement will kill her.”

«« Excitement,”” said the priest; I am going
to compose, not to excite her.”

¢ | have often witnessed,” returned Mel-
ville, ¢ the composing effect of religious cere-
mony on the sick: itis too apt to compose
them into the sleep of death.” ‘

« Have you ever known, in your experience,

Mr. Melville, a patient of yours injuriously agi- '

tated by the presence of a Catholic priest?”’

« Never,” replied Melville, after a pause.
¢« But if other ministers disturb, I do not see
how you can fail to annoy.”

«« We will talk about that another time,”
and, with this, he was about to enter the cham-
ber, when Melville interposed.

« Her life is hanging now by a thread,” he
muttered ;  will you insist on depriving her of
her only chance—perfect quiet?”

«« She has been a pious woman,”’ said Father

John, his eyes flashing as he spoke, ¢ and if her
life is hanging by a thread, she shall have ex-

treme unctien!”’
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““ Aye, that she shall!” interposed the hus-
band, who, overhearing the conversation, sud-
denly presented himself. ¢ She shall have it in
spite of all the doctors on earth!”” and darting’
a terrible look at Melville, as he spoke, the
brawny laborer clenched his hands, until his
finger nails were buried in the palms. Mel-
ville, still’ more alarmed for his patient’s sake
at the prospect of a fray, resigned himself
to the worst. |

He saw that poor woman’s face lose its an-
guish, as her confessor bent over her—he'saw
the oil applied—he saw her lips moving in
prayer. When the rite was concluded, he felt
her pulse—the nervousness had decreased, and
beforc an lour she was asleep. And the good
priest smiled to Melville an walked away with
him, arm 1n arm, | .

From this moment, his intimacy with Father
John began: and before long he was called
upon to witness many such scenes. The argu-
ments for Catholicity are scattered thick around
us, not only in books, but in every day life ;
and a physician, whose walks are amongst the
lower classes, is surely the last ‘who can put in
the plea of invincible ignorance. When we

24
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behold so many Catholics neglecting their reli-
gion, and living, year after year, out of the
church, we are disposed to think that others
are kept from joining her, rather from 'love c.>f
sin, than want of knowledge. And with this
remark, we leave Melville in the hands of Fa-
ther John, instead of multiplying or repeating
reasons, as if it were strange that men become
Catholics and quite natural that they do not.
But Melville was rising in his profession, and
already his skill in surgery was mentioned h({n-
orably in the first circles. He had only to give
up the Catholic Almys, and take a'seat at the

top of the ladder. Or, even with the Almys,

for the royal merchant was emerging from the
cloud, it might be done, if he avoided poor
practice. In spite of all these allurements, the
young man was blockhead enough never to re-
fuse the petition of poverty, no matter how
iroublesome, how dangerous, how unprofitable;
and this «“ groveling propentity,” as Mrs. Hoity
defined his charity, threw a singular light upon
his theological researches.
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CHAPTER V.

AcnEes had been nearly two years in the cone
vent: and for two years, Mrs. Cleveland, i;el
and the Colonel, have continued to visit the
young novice once a week,

Lel and Melville had not met since that
morning when the red flag was waving from
her window. But'she had seen her father ofien
'—he had spent whole weeks with her—deli-
cious weeks of rambling, and riding, and love,
and joy. .The expression he ought to have was
indelibly stamped upon his face, and a few days
in the country always brought it out in such
perfection, that she begged him to close his
counting room and turn farmer.

During her walks, she had noticed the pro-
gress of a new dwelling house, built of good
solid logs and handsomely weather-boarded.
She heard that a rich gentleman from town was
going to live in it, and she often wished that
her father had such a home. For, when fin-
ished it looked so neatand pretty, with its white
walls glancing through the cherry trees around
it. And from the porch, which fronted the
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south, a broad rich meadow swept down to a
green strip of woodland; and above the tree
tops, on the hills beyond, the yellow grain was
waving : and looking to the west, you could
see the sunset in the gap of the mountains, and
the sun lingered longest there,; and the after-
glow too. 'The convent was mot in sight, yet

it was a beauiiful place—the very place Lel

would have chosen for her father.

And near it was her favorite retreaf, where
the running stream had formed a deep pool
under the roots of gigantic trees. It was a
lovely spot, so shady, so cool, so still. There,

on the grassy knoll, watching the motionless

water lilies, or reading, or singing, or 10hm<r
smooth, white pebbles into the clear basin,
she seemed to be apart from the rest of the
world.

She was sitting there, one summer afternoon,
thinking of Agnes, who was to take the vows
on that day week. Absorbed in thought, she
knew not that any human eye was on her—she
knew not that a man, tearful and smiling, was
standing close behind her, watching her as she
twisted the long grass between her fingers,—
watching her golden hair as it floated in the
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‘wind. She knew not that the moment of all
others had come, that, in another instant, the
bright hopes of her youth, which had faded,
were to be revived; that her prayer had been
heard, that— ‘

She heard her name pronounced by a voice
that made her tremble, and, turning as she
started to her feet, saw George Melville before "
her! He took her cold hand and pressed it

. to his lips,

“I am a. Catholic, Lel,”” was all he said ;
and they knelt together on that green grass
and thanked the God who had been so good
to them. ,

And a moment after that prayer of thanks-
giving,—it seemed but a moment—she found
herself in the parior of that new house, pressed
to her father’s heart.  What! could it be ! Her
own dear, long lost piano! She flew to it— -
the lid was raised. One chord!—her heart
gave way, and, leaning forward, she wept with
her face buried in her arms.

They went to Lmetto to spend the night,
and the Colonel, though a little jealous of Mel-
ville, was the happiest of mortal men, alter-
nately laughing, crying and coughing, until
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Mr. Almy suspected his sanity. Mrs. Cleve.
land testified her pleasure by a blessing full of
tenderness and love. And that evening,
whilst the Colonel was chatting with Almy,
Lel learned from Melville how her medal, Ga-
briel and Father John had conquered his stub-
bornness,—how he had been to " confession
and received absolution, and how he was
permitted to make his first communion with
her. He told her that her father had returned
him more than half his advances, and had
bought the farm and built the house, which
he had rented, and which Lel was to name;
that he had given up his practice in the city,
to spend the rest of his life, i it were’ the
will of heaven, under the shadow of those blue
mountains, ‘ _

And on the porch, between those pillars that
could tell of so much joy and pain, it was or-
dained by our little group of friends, that Mel-
ville should make his first communion at the
convent chapel on the morning Agnes took
the vows, and that, after communion, a mar-
riage should be solemnized between George
Melville and a certain Ellen Almy.
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“ So, Lel,” said the Colonel, ‘it has come
to this. Youare going to give up the é)ld man
who has loved you so long, for that young
scapegrace !” '

“ And am I not serving you right ?” ieplie&
Lel. ¢ Did you not know perfectly well that
Father was building that new house, and that
he would be here to-day—and did yod not tell
George Melville where to find me—and did
you not thus permit me to be surprised into
saying all sorts of foolish things to him,—and
after this, are you not a deceitful old dear, not
fit to be trusted ?”’

“ Ah, Melville, Melville,” sighed the Colo-
nel, “from the bottom of my heart I pity
you! With a tongue so keen now, what will -
it be when sharpened on the matrimonial
strap ?”’ ' '

“Blunt I’ cried Mr. Almy, ¢ if the straf is
of the right sort.”

And thus, after the first deep calm and si-

lence of re-union, the evening passed play-

fully away ; though under all those glittering
bubl.)les, there was a strong current of deep
feeling. For how could they help recalling
that winter night, when the sleigh stopped at
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the gate, and the bright Christmas morr'xing
that followed, and the long, sweet evenings
spent around the crackling wood fire; am-i all
the changes which' had come to pass since
then! And how could they help thinking of
Agnes, who was no longer there, with her
long dark hair, and white temples, and calm,

deep, powerful eye!

ey
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CHAPTER.(’VI.

Tne carriage, driven by Charley, had left Lo-
retto ; the Convent bells were ringing for early
mass, and Mr. Almy saw Agnes!

As if it were a dream, she advanced from the
Sisters and -epeated the words which were to
bind her to God. Oh God, how beantiful must
the soul be when entering heaven! The plain-
est face, when lit with sanctity, is sublime, and
prince and peasant bow down before it, or if
they smite, itis in envy. No rouge shall ever
tinge thy pale ckeek, Sister Agnes; no ring:
shall ever glitter on thy white hand; thy hair-
shall never be twined into lockets; thy foot

‘thall never twinkle in the dance! Thou art

the child of God, Sister Agnes! And who
will dare to claim thee for the world, as thou
kneelest there before the altar, or say that
thou wert made for man? Who would snatch
thee thence, thou young companion of the an-
gels, as if thou wert to be pitied and saved ?
There is the likeness to God, which the chil-
dren of earth have lost, and who would bid it
vanish ? '

25
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As if it were a dream, Lel and Melville ad-
vanced. Theytoo had made their choice and
taken their vows. All had been to commu-
nion, except the Colonel! A pang went
through his heart ; he thought of his innocent
youth ; his sister was next him in prayer—his
niece, just consecrated to heaven, before him
—a young infidel knelt reclaimed and regene-
rated at his side! Tears of shame burned
on his cheeks—he felt separated from all he
‘loved. by a terrible abyss.- Repent, old man,
thy heart is true, and kind, and warm—repent,
while thou hast time! As the Colonel raised
his eyes, he saw a stranger on his left: 1t was
‘Gabriel,

Silently they returned to Loretto; not a word
‘was spoken, unless to welcome Gabriel, when
he unexpectedly appeared at the church door
to salute the bride. The day would have hung
heavily had it not been for Gabriel. This
strange being laughed and sang as he rode
along, whilst the rest were in tears; he did
not seem to comprehend or to share their
depression. And when they reached Loretto,

his face beamed so brightly, and there was such
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contagion in his smile, that even the Colonel’s
brow relaxed.’ ) |

The afternoon was spent jin receiving the
congratulations and presents‘of the neighbor-
hood—presents which Lél, provided by the
.Ccalonel’s foresight, was able to return with
Interest. DI

When the sun was setting in the gap of the
mountains, they might all have been seen on
the porch of the new house. A table was
spread in the dining-room with fruits and ices.

' “Come, Lel,” said Mr. Almy, “ it is time to
give our local habitation a name.”

He drew a decanter from the cooler and
wiped the dew drops from its polished surface.
The glasses were filled and quaffed to Mrs
Melville. | o

“ Now for the name,” said the Colonel, re-
plenishing the bride’s glass and his own. ¢ ],3eat
Loretto if you can!” |

“I cannot beat it, uncle,” replied Lel; ¢ 1
s.hould be glad to equal it. I am not expe-
rienced in giving names; and, as I have this’
morning relinquished my right to command, I
will only suggest a name, which you m’ay
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reject or adopt at pleasure. Shall it be JMount
Gabriel 1’ ’

«« MounT GaprieL!”’ was echoed with one
accord; and Gabriel, little dreaming that he
was honored in the name, joined in the ap-
plause that hailed the selection, and drained
his glass without a blush.

After a sufficient time had elapsed to admire
the name which Lel had chosen, and to wish
all imaginable peace and happiness to Mount
Gabriel, Melville, pressing a fair hand that was

resting in his, and looking at Gabriel, who sat -

next the Colonel, said, with a full theart and
brimming eye: )

¢ There is one who must not be forgotten
to-night, and but for whom I should not have
the treasure I now possess. Father John!
May God reward that blameless priest !’

¢ Charley I’ whispered the Colonel.

The boy stooped and drew a black bottle
from a cooler, which, unnoticed by Mr. Almy,
he had placed at his master’s side.

“T kept this bottle for another marriage,”
said the Colonel, ““and it is worthy of this.
Forty years has it lain in my cellar, the last rep-

resentative of a noble stock. I have locked
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upon it as my own blood, as the liquid that
kept me alive; and when it is gone I know
that I must soon ’éollow. However——the time
has come! Charley, bring the glasses!”” .

With a trembligg/ﬁand the old man inclined
the bottle, in silence that was only broken by
the gurgling and trickling of the wine. When
every glass was jeweled to the rim, he rose and
leaned upen the back of his chair

“T kept this bottle for another marriage,” he
began; ‘it cannot fulfil its destiny, Yet’ ==
the glass shook and ran over in his hand— yet
I have kept it for one, and to Aer must it still
be pledged. T propose the memory of—

“SisTer AceNes!”’ said Mr. Almy, as the

Colonel, unable to utter the name, applied the

glass to his lips. They rose in silence and
sympathy—*¢ Svsfer Agnes!”

Before ten o’clock the new house had heard
all about the past, and began to feel like a

 home : the chairs and matting looked nearly as

kind and knowing as the old piano, which gave
tone to every thing around it.

- “Qur cup of happiness is full,” said Mr.
Almy, and you might search the earth without
finding a family in possession of that peace and

5* |
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confidence we now enjoy. But there is oneto
whose happiness ours is nothing. Could we
see the heart of Sister Agnes, blessed as we
are, we might envy her.” :

He was right. That depression, that spi-
ritual desolation had passed away—that calm
delight and loving trust had come—the aspi-
rations of her young soul had been fulfilled,
aye, more than fulfilled—she was sleeping the
smiling sleep of baptismal innocence under
the eye of God.

“ What an argument for the church was in
her face this morning,”’ said Melville. ‘* And

I am now convinced,” he whispered in Lel's

ear, ‘“that I was seeking Catholicity when I
sought Jgnes.’

The Colonel rose to go—Gabriel to accom-
pany him. The old man had a necklace for
Lel, more beautiful than the first, and as he
threw it around her neck, he kissed her glow-
ing forehead. _'

‘“Is she not a daughter to be proud of,”

said Mr. Almy, drawing her to his side. ¢ Oh,

my dear Lel, if all our Catholic girls had

faith and firmness enough to follow your ex-

ample; or, if they were only taught to prefer
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an humble match in the church to a brilljant
alliance out of it, how much misery would
they escapé, and how many a precious soul
be saved!”

'Good right! . The Colonel departed, fol-
lowed by Charley and Gabriel. ‘

END OF PART THIRD.,
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PART FOURTIH.

CHAPTER 1.

Wao is that beautiful boy, with blue eyes and
brown hair, who has lately come to Mount Ga-
briel—who was a favorite wherever he went,
and- especially at Loretto—for Mrs. Cleveland
had loved him at first sight, and was always
seeking him, tempting him away from his sports
to come and sit or walk with her? Have ou
readers recognized Clarence? Heis five yearg
older than when he left us so suddenly and
mysteriously ;‘ but though much taller and his
‘hair much darker, he is the same beautiful boy.

His association with the Wanderer was care-
fully concealed from Mrs. Cleveland ; yet, in
her conversations with the artless and unsus-
pecting Clarence, she may have learned much
they would not wish her to know. Melville
never said, not even to Lel, or to the Colonel,
or to Mr. Almy, how or why he was in posses-

sion of the boy; yet it was clear enough that
Melville was in the Wanderer’s confidence, at-

least so far as Clarence was concerned.

There is another little stranger at Mount Ga-
briel—a lavghing, prattling little girl, just 1wo
years Qld, who is the image of Lel, and the de-
light of all, whose name is Mary and whose
nickname May. . ‘

Mr. Almy had retired from business.: He.
had toiled at the oar longer than he intended
that he might escapg the obligation he was un:
der to Melville. But he felt the thirst for gain,
the love of pomp returning. It was hard for a:
man like Mr. Almy to say— I will stop work-
mg‘tq pay off Melville ; he wants nothing; it is
pfnde, nptjustice in me, to make a point It:)f' set-
t.hng the few thousands that remain—and I will
live with liim as if I owed him nothing !” But
he did say it, and kept his word. There are
very-few who will comprehend his heroism and
humility, and most will doubt whether any one
could be really sorry to cancel a debt with a
word, and exdhange a lonely life of toil for the

. pure and sweet society of Mount Gabriel.

Mr. Almy took charge of the farm, and with
the. few thousands he called his own, undertook
to improve it. He had a genius for f'drming, as
was proved by the neatness of the out-houses |
and the productiveness of the fields; and lfisl
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ample crops perhaps proved something more—
that God’s blessing had attended his humlhty.
The expression he ought to have never left his
face, and Gabriel’s smile was scarcely sweeter
than his, as he sat after sunset on the porc-h,
before which the green meadow.unrolled its
soft carpet—as he sat there, singing and talk-
ing to little May. , -
DMelviIle divided his time between practice
and study. He had published a work, whose

admitted authority had already lifted him to

eminence. But, better than this, he was err{i-
nent in his own neighborhood, where his skill
and charity were reverenced and sought. _

And Lel—our dear, bright Lel—Lel the Ca-
tholic mother 1—if there was a touch of mat-

ronly reserve about her, she had the same light, -

joyous heart—if her eye d'id not glitt.er‘ as
proudly; it beamed more lovingly-——and if she
did not bound along like a fawn, she moved
about with the easy dignity of a woman and

the gentleness of a Christian wife. Number- |
*

less were the stories of her benevolence, which

made Mount Gabriel a word of promise to all -

who knew. her; and wnot only at the Convent
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was her name a household word, but jn every
mountain hut and every cottage of the vale.
The Colonel was failing fast. He had gained
in flesh and color, but his activity was gone.
His walks were shorter, his rides fewer, and he

- leaned more heavily on his stick. His fowling

_piece was cast aside, and even his tapering En-
glish rods were neglected. Mrs. Cleveland,
Lel, Almy, Melville, had solicited him so often
to go to confession, that any allusion to the
subject irritated hjm. Gabriel clung to him
with unceasing devotion; but the Colonel had
no love for him. There was something. pain-
fully mournful in Gabriel’s smile—indeed he
rarely smiled—his whisper was fainter than
ever, almost inaudible. He would sit for
houts, with his hand on his heart, at the Colo-
nel's feet. And the old man, avoiding his
earnest gaze, would think, with a sigh, that
Almy must soon take his place in the neigh-
borhood, ,
But where is Agnes?
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CHAPTER II.

-

Far to the south—a thousand miles away
from Loretto—in a hospital, nursing the sick
and the dying.

She had not been there long, before a stran- '
ger came, far advanced in consumption: she -

was appointed to visit him. He was placed, at
his request, in one of those cheerful little
rooms which look out upon the street, and into
which the sun peeps all day long.

The stranger was seated near the window,
watching the people passing merrily below,
unmindful of the grave to which %e was hasten-
ing. He cast but a single glance at Agnes, as
she entered with a cup of tea and spread the
the table in silence with downcast eyes. DBut
when the candle was lit, and he moved slowly
from his seat to the chair she had just placed
for him, their eyes met, and she found herself
face to face with the Wanderer! He must
have secen her tremble ; he must have seen her
cheek blanch and her eye dilate—but, though
he wondered at her agitation, he did not recog-
nize her, and she left the room,

‘the untasted cup to his lips.
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But her face remained with him and began
to connect itself with another face, ever pre.
sent to his- mind.  Her strange emotion
strengthened the likeness. Surely he had
seen her before—but where? The red spot
on his cheek deepened——in vain he strove to
calm himself—his hand shook, as he-raised
There must
have been some powerful memories at work
within that wasted frame to nerve it so! He
started up, rang the bell, and when Agnes
re-appeared, the invalid, who had crept to
his chair, was pacing the room with.a firm,
steady step.

“Tell me, sister,” he began, holding the light
to her face, “have I not seen you before?
Were you not Miss Melville

“ You mistook my name, sir,” replied Ag-
nes; ‘it is not Melvﬂle, but Cleveland—Agnes :
C]eve]and »

The word had frozen him. He clutched her
wrist—then reeling back, would have fallen,
but for her quick support. |

She guided him to his bed. His hand was
still on, her wrist—he spoke not—he scarcely

seemed to breathe, but kept gazing into her
- 26
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eyes, as if he had not power to end the long,
fixed, terrible look. '
Oh heaven, how her young heart throbbed |
Will he not end that awful silence and eall
her—¢ Daughter?”’ ¢ Father!”—the word was
trembling on ber lips—shé read the secret in

his eye. She was leaning forward—she felt

his breath on her cheek—she had almost
touched his marble forehead! He turned from
her with a groan, and, dropping her hand,
buried his face in the pillow. 2

Then came a fearful doubt across her mind,
—he might not be her father!

She turned her face away—she pressed het
hand against her heart—she signed the cross
on her breast—and stood upright awhile, mo-
tionless as a statue. She had not power to
move-—such was the recoil of disappointed
hope—until, gathering all her strength, she
broke the spell, as u river breaks its fetters
of ice. One glance more at that prostrate,
death-like figure, and she walked hastily to-
wards the door.

«« Agnes! Agnes!” She turned. The voice

went thrilling to her soul. She saw the Wan-
derer bending towardsher—his arms flung wide
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to receive her. Trembling and wurmuring,

- her hands clasped and straining, she shrank

cowering back against the wall. The figure
danced before her eyes—it seemed as if bhel
could never reach those outstretched arms—an
iron chain seemed to hold her back,

“Agnes! Agnes! beliold your father!”” One
wild leap brought her to his bosom! And at
last she said the word——<* Fat/zer ! Father !

%
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CHAPT}zR II1.

Tue night had passed—the morning sun was
shining.

* Yes, my child,” said Mr. Cleveland “1 was
once as good and guiltless as you are now. - At
college I was noted for piety—my sole ambi-
tion was to be a good priest. To this, how-
ever, my parents would not listen, and I was
forced into society. At first I loathed—at last
I loved it. I became enamored of a young
lady, who had no wealth and whose preten-
sions were inferior to mine, I wished to marry

her, but my parents sternly forbade the match,

and I had reverence enough left to obey them.”
He paused for breath: it required all her
attention to keep pace with the deep meaning
he poured into every word.
“ Your .grandfather and your grandmother
were good, worthy people ; but, as I had some

little eloquence, they wished me to shine at the

bar, They were fashionable Catholics, and did
not care to have their son a priest. But re-
member, Agnes, I was more to blame in resign-
ing, than they in opposing my vocation.”
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He smiled—it was the first smile she had
ever seen on his face. * Thank God! you are
a Sister of Charity,” he said, running his eye
over her black habit.

“ Well,” he resumed, * your—mother’—he
bent his head reverently at the name—* was
selected as a proper person for me, though a
few years older, and I was married to her, at
twenty-four. During the few years we lived
happily together, I contrived to abandon my
profession, spend my fortune-and fall in debt.
Your uncle, the Colonsl was my fast friend in
all financial difficulties, and so loaded me with
obligations that I hated him. Agnes, before I
proceed, let me say that no human love can
content the soul that, called to give itself en-

~ tirely to God refuses: it wanders on unsatis-

fied for ever.’
And this was the truth whlch Mr. Almy
could not reach, when he styled himself in the

. neighborhood .c)if a hidden truth. A change -

came over the Wanderer’s face—he no longer
looked at his child—and turned away from her
as he continued.

“I found that I was stlll loved by the poor

girl whom I unwillingly deserted-—and I ceased
26* |
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to love your mother, pure and beautiful as she
was. [ made no secret of my aversion, and
was unmoved by her grief, her gentleness, her
dignity. I was steeled even against your infant
smiles and caresses.

Your uncle, who had patiently endured my
contempt of him, was maddened by my heart-
less treatment of his sister~—and once, when
I insulted her in his presence,; before I could
defend myself, he felled me with his cane,
Here is the scar,” he said, lifting his black hair
from his temple, and Agnes remembered Mel-
ville’s song and her mother’s groan.

 That blow sealed my fate! I will not ask
you, my pure, noble girl, to follow me through
 my dark career of ingratitude and crime. It
will soon be read against me, where all the liv-
ing and the dead shall hear it!” '

He threw her arms from his neck.

«« Ol God!”’ he said, *that 1 should suffer
this young innocent to approach me! Agnes,
my lips are steeped in blasphemy, and 1 have
let you kiss them; my head is bent with curses,
and I have let you press it to your bosom ;. my
hands are red with iniquity, and you have
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held them; I am an outcast, and you call me.
father !’

He shuddered ﬁs he spoke,. |

“ There is but one redeemmg trait to plead
for me in the ear of God, and that is Clarence.
For him, I relinquished the delight of death
and despair. I taught him his prayers—1I coun-
terfeited virtue, that he might never lock on
vice—and I sent him away, I yielded up my
child, that he might not know my dark and
bitter end.” : _

Agnes trembled—but she saw a solitary tear
start from his eye——and in that single drop,
there was comfort and hope!
 * Why should I wish to be saved!” he cried.
“It would be asking too much of heaven! I
have been tempted, lately, to see if life will last
me to Loretto, that I might again behold your
mother. 1 knew she would receive® me—I
know she would save me—but it is too much
blessedness !’

‘“ Father!”” whispered Agnes—but he was
not listening.,

*“ Oh Mary!” he said, * instead of branding

me as a traitor, you have been filling heaven

with prayers for me ; yon have offered up your
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virtues, like sweet victims to my sins; you have
trained my daughter for her God; you have
permitted her to love and embrace me; you
have devoted your life to save me ! &

¢ And not in vain!”’ cried Agnes, not in in-

terrogation or entreaty, but in exulting accents
of confidence and command, as, rising to her
full height, she caught his hand, and, pomtmg
to the cruclﬁx on the wall, repeated—

« Not in vain, my father !’

He was awed by the sublimity of her attitude
and expression. She had assumed his repent-
ance, and the impossiblity of it no longer
occurred.

«“You are young and sinless,” he said,—
¢« you know not how suffering and guilt, how
years of sofrow received and inflicted, how
scorn, and hatred, and want, and woe, and
crime can harden the heart.”

«But I know,” returned Agnes, * that hea-
ven is merciful, and that its grace can penetrate
the hardest heart, and that you have been peni-
tent for years. Oh, my dear, long-lost father,”
she continued, falling at his feet—“ when I
first heard that you lived, and when your image

returned from oblivion—when mother and I
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were weeping together, she promised that we
should «ll meet in heaven,—~and I dried my
tears and believed)it. Tell me, father—shall it
not be so?’—can you dlsappomt her, w1th0ut
one effort to gratify ?"’

That proud, thin lip quivered an instant: and
then, and not till then, in the agony and rap-

ture of repentance that followed, had Agnes
truly found her father.
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CHAPTER IV,

THEY are journeyihg to the north—two Sis-
ters and the Wanderer. Agnes had conquered
—he had tasted the Lamb that redeems the

world—he was on his way to Loretto. But-
will he reach it? His face is wan and wasted, .

his shrunken limbs scarcely sustain his weight;
hour after hour, that fatal cough, that incessant
"drain on life, continues, Ie makes no moan,
no murmur, but humbly and patiently sits be-
side his child, hearing the story of her life, or
filling up the outlines of his own. And as Ag-
nes listened, and watched his bright, splendid
eye and beautiful head, she saw what power
and strength had once been lodged in that
crumbling wreck of genius and virtue.
They are half way to Loretto. Oh, will he
reach it! Alas, the Wanderer is in his berthe
he can no longer sit on deck beside his child—
it oppresses him to speak—he can only smile
and look at her. How could he endure the
jolting stage and racking car!
There was strong willland strong hope within
that wasted frame!
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“ Oh God;!” he prayed—¢ grant me life, that
I may see her once more, that I may hear the
voice of pardon from her lips. T ask it not for
my sake, but for hers! Let me see her again
-—-let her see that her life of prayer has not been
in vain—Tlet her hear me bless her with my last
breath !’

. The grace of God, and the determination to
live, kept him alive.

A carriage stood before the white pa}ings of
Loretto! They bore him in their arms_through

_the porch into the parlor, where a coucli was

placed to receive him!

He %mew her as she bent over him—he knew
her as she pressed back his hair and looked
love and forgiveness into his eyes—he knew
heg as she clasped his transparent, emaciated

~ hands to her bosom—he knew her as the cry of

de]igl}t., the name of "heaven burst from her
soul—it was Mary, his.own Mary! The Wan-
derer was in the arms of his wife! God df‘

- goodness, who hath measured thy mercy !

He knew his poor Clarence—<he ‘took his
hand and placed it in hers and said—"
“ Be a mother to him 1"
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He knew the Colonel—they spoke not, but

the Colonel stooped and kissed his white lips—

and the dying man smiled.

He was left alone with the Confessor of the
Convent! And then they all returned and
knelt around him—and the Wanderer died,
holding Agnes by the hand, with his head on .
Mary’s bosom, and his eye fixed on Gabriel.

They laid him in consecrated ground. And,
day after dy, the Colonel would visit his grave
—but, day after day, he postponed his repent-
ance. He was hale and hearty—there was
many a good, quiet year before him—he had
time enough to make his peace and die as

good a Catholic as any of them. The Wan-

derer had profited by the last moment, and why
should not Ae wait until then?

Alas, old man, thy heart is true and kind
and warm—the finger of God is beckoning

thee on—make haste—prepare! Thou hast

heard the voice of warning—cast off the mantle
of pride and self-confidence, which wraps thee
so warmly—repent, repent !
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CHAPTER V.

THE snow is once more on the hills, and
that bright crackling wood fire is again inspi-
riting the quiet parlor of Loretto. The Colo-
nel is dozing in his arm chair close to the piano
that once belonged to Agnes. Mrs. Cleveland
sits watching him, with a tenderness not un-
mingled with anxiety. Her brother was her

- sole remaining care-——the agony of years had

passed away in her husband’s happy death~—he
was no longer a horrible phantom walking the

- earth, but a repentant soul in the hands of

God. And safe in the Convent, safe from the
world, was her beautiful child, to plead with
pure hands for her penitent father. Call her
not sad-~there is no sadness in the calm resig- .
nation of one, who, weary of earth, yet sub-
missive to the will of God, waits patiently for
heaven,

A step in the portico roused her from a mo-
mentary revery, and Mr. Almy entered, fol-
lowed by Lel and Melville. The Colonel’s
head drooped heavily, and then he awoke.

To Mr‘.‘ ;Umy’s salutation he made no reply,
~
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and just glanced at Melville—and then, as if
fatigued even by that slight exertionhis eyes
closed again.

¢ He is going I’ sighed Lel, and then seating
herself at his feet, she pressed his hand to her
lips. At that instant Clarence came bounding
in, glowing in youth and bealth, and with a
merry laugh cast himself on his mother’s neck
—then, terminating the brief embrace which
she wished to prolong, sprang towards the
Colonel. The old man’s eyes slowly parted,

and something like a smile flickered on his

lips, for he loved the boy. N
«Oh uncle! what a flock of partridges I.
saw! IfI'd only had your gun, I could have.
killed twenty ; they were all huddled up in the
fence corner, just after you cross the wheat-
field before you get to the lime kiln. And—"

Clarence stopped short, for a tear began to:

trickle down the old man’s cheek. He said
not a word but drew the boy feebly to his
breast. '

Lel, who, in joy and pain, always went in-

stinctively to the piano, raised the lid, and after.

a few mournful chords, began the melody of
¢ Jesus Saviour of my Soul’ Moved by the
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exquisite hymn, or by its association with Ag-
nes, the Colonel’s tears flowed faster—yet he
sat as still as death, until the last note had
died away. Then he began to move in his
chair—his pale cheek flushed—and a bright,
wild light glittered in his eye. There was
something uriusual in the Colonel’s manner, as
he rose and smiled a greeting on Mr. Alny and
Melville in his blandest way. ‘

“It takes a good deal to wake me, Almy—I
am getting old—and my limbs are full of death-
pteceding pains and cramps,”’—said the Colo-
nel.— But I think a walk will do me good.
Come Clarence, let us see where those quails

~are hiding—we may have a chance at them

to-morrow.”

It was Saturday afternoon aboat five o’clock,
when Clarence and the Colonel sallied forth—
the sun was still bright, but had lost its power,
and the road was crisping under thejr feet.
The old man’s pace was so rapid, that the boy
almost thought he was‘walking with the ghost
of him who had seemed so powerless in his
chair. | ‘

The Colonel's eyes were bent on the ground,
but occasionally he raised them, and they rested




316 LORETTO:"

awhile on the slender spire of the Convent, as
it came nearer and nearer.

«« Now uncle,” cried Clarence, as they passed
the bridge—*¢ come this way, and I'll show you
the birds.” '

But the old man raised his stick, and point-
ing to the spire, replied—* Let’s see your sister
first 1 ‘

They kept on their way in silence. In vain
the ploughman bowed and the red-cheeked
dairy maid curtsied to the Colonel as they
passed :—he heeded them not—he saw them
not—he knew them not. - They were puppets
—nothing more: things apparently near, but

really at an infinite distance.  Clarence, amazed

at such unusual abstraction and discourtesy,
began to suspect him of sudden insanity, and
trembled. . They reached the gate—-they stood
by the church. It was Saturday afternoon, and
sweet voltes were singing the Litany of Loretto.
The Colonel paused awhile, as if to inhale the
melody and the keen, fresh air. The sun was
just behind the mountain, and all along the
west the graceful outlines of those blue ridges
were marked in crimson and gold.
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“The service is over,” muttered the Colonel
as the organ ceased. * Let us lose no time.
They crossed the sloping terrace and rang the
bell. _ '

¢ My niece,” said the Colonel to the por-
tress. ‘I wish to see her for a few minutes.
Sister Agnes soon appeared, smiling. A year
had changed her much—she was thinner and
paler than before—but every feature and every
action expressed perfect peace. Whatever had
been the struggle, it was over—there was noth-
ing left but the Sister of Charity~—the meek ser-
vant of God. From the moment she entered
the room, the Colonel’s eye never left her;'and'
though she had not at first remarked his agita-
tion, she soon saw that he was almost super-
naturally excited.

“ Agnes,” said the Colg;ne], *I am breaking

‘to pileces—crumbling away—I cannot last
" much longer. Tam going to leave you, Agnes

—going to leave you forever. I am at the end

- of along, unworthy life—and while I can yet

speak, I have a duty to perform which' I must
now discharge. I cannot rest until I have said
that my opposition to your choice was the mis- .
erable result of selfishness and fdlly—-aud that

2T*
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I now thank God and bless you, for the defeat
of my most unmanly schemes !”’

The old man rose from the chair, as if hght-
ened of some crushing weight.

“ But to leave you, Agnes—you whom I
have loved so blindly, that I was envious even
of Him, to whom your soul belonged. To part
for all eternity from—No !—no |-~Agnes—Ag-
nes tell me, have I yet time to meet you in
Heaven ?” :

She said not a word—but grasped hIS hand
and led him into the church. There, on the
cold marble aisle, knelt the old man, trembling
and sobbing—his head bowed tothe step of the
sanctuary, whilst kneeling like an angel beside
him, his Agnes whxsperedf— _

“ Think not of me, but’ of God !’

She left him an instant—and passed into the
sacristy. A moment, and she re-appeared, fol-
lowed by a figure in black—and ‘the priest:
waited in the confessional. Three paces off
stood the tribunal of remission and the minister
of absolution!

‘““ Not now !’ said the Colonel, shuddering,
and refusing her mute petition. ¢ Not now—
to-morrow !’
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“ To-morrow may never come !’ replied Ag-

| nes—-¢‘ Falter not at the foot of the altar "> -

" He rose and wavered-—the Sisters were com-
ing—** To-morrow-—tosmorrow~—I -am unwor-
thy now !”—and as the Confessor advanced
towards him, he shook off Agnes, who ‘still
clung to him—and left. the church .
« Father in Heaven, be mereiful "? said Ag-
nes: but a cold chill passed through her heart,
and she fell almost senseless on her knees. -

The Colonel walked more rapidly than be~
fore, and as he passed the quiet graveyard,.the
leafless branches seemed to creak, ““Like ¢
thief in the night! Like a thief in the night I
Once more, he turned towards the Convent,
and a figure like Gabriel’s stood an instant -in

" the road, beckoning him back. But he sighed

to himself ¢ to-morrow—to-morrow,” and at last
the spire of the Convent sank behind the trees.

Then the road grew dark at his feet—but when

he looked up, the moon was shining, unpro-
faned by a single cloud, and all the stars were
joyfully twinkling. '
¢« Are you tired, uncle ?”’ asked Clarence, as
hey opened the white gate of Loretto. But
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before there was time for a reply, Gabriel over-
took them,

“So you have really been following me,”
said the Colonel. I thought I caught a
glimpse of you.” '

Mrs. Cleveland, who had been anxiously
watching in the porch, came to meet them.

*¢ Sister,”” said the Colonel—¢ I thought my-
self a good, blameless man, but on reviewing my
life, I find myself a traitor to my faith and a
slave to sin. To-morrow shall find me once
more in the bosom of the Catholic Church.
One night of preparation is all I ask. I have
been with Agnes!”

The delirious strength that had hitherto sus-
tained him began to give way, and he leaned

heavily on his sister’'s arm. The secret was

soon unfolded to Lel, Melville and Mr. Almy;
and, revived by the happy group around him,
the Colonel looked and felt better than he had
done for many a day. Mrs. Cleveland was
overwhelmed with joy at this sudden and unex-
pected change, and the last open wounnd of her
heart was healing. Gabriel alone was sad and
restless. He sat in a corner with Clarence,
playing strange airs upon a guitar, with which

r

OR, THE CHOICE. 321

he loved to give music lessons to the boy.
They could distinguish, at times, words like
these— :

A woodman said to a snow-white flower

¢ Lily, Il pluck thee in an hour !

So merrily, merrily hied he on,
~ And came in an hour—the lily was gone!

And Gabriel sang other songs, m@urnﬁﬂ and
slow==but the words were of some strange lan-
guage, which none of them understood.

After an hour, which passed in congratula-
tion and prayer, the Colonel excused himself
and retired to hisroom. Gabriel, unseen, glided
in after him. Through the open window he
could see the cross on the Convent spire
gleaming in the moonlight: he remembered
the morning that Lel stood at that same win-
dow, when he tempted her to win Agnes to the
world—to the world which he had exhausted—
which left him nothing but tears and shame—
which might separate him from Agnes eter-
nally ?  Separation from Agnes was the poim
of his contrition. He was tempted to return
and complete at once - the work he had be-
gun-—bﬁtﬁh it seemed so childlike and cow-
ardly to be hurrying after a confessor as if
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afraid of darkness. So, with a resolute ef-
fort, he closed the shutters, saying—‘To-
morrow I’ ' ‘

The next .morning he came not down to
breakfast. They heard a shriek from Gabriel,
and rushed to his room—the blood was gushing
“from the Colonel's nostrils—he was lying dead
on the floor.
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CHAPTER -VI.

Ox what a change had come over :Gabriel !
His smile was gone—he shunned all company,
even little Clarence, who ‘was dearest to h1m
A sad, unearthly lzght“sho.ne in his blue eye——
he was worn away, almest to‘a skeleton, He
rarely spoke, but, when they questioned him,
mournfully pointed to his heart—and they
knew that-the disease of which he had often

“complained, 1if one so gentle could be said to

complain, was carrying- him off., Once, “they
heard him singing a strange song, which Lel
remembered ' 4

I'hear a sweet voice, hke the vome of a bu-d
The softest and sweetest that ever was heard,
And it comes from the sky, from the blae, blessed aky,
And it warbles——<¢ Prepare, for the hour is nigh?: - -
' And that voice is meant for me--.

Far away, far away,

Ere another day,

Shall I be t

I see two sweet wings that are not of the earth,
‘That shall bear me aloft to the land of my birth,
Yes, two glitiering wings of the purest white,
With each feather enshrinedin a c;rcle of light!
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Angd those wings are meant for me—
Far away, far away,
Ere another day,
Shall I be!

Oh! the blossoming stars are my playmates of yore,
I shall walk the bright fields where I’ve sported hefore;
And I know a sweevgpot where the angels are,
That is high above the highest star! '
+ And that épot is meant for me—
Far away, far away,
Ere another day,
Shall T be!

And, after singing this, he kissed little Clar-
ence, and seemed stronger and more cheerful :
and his old smile returned, and he went forth

alone. )

The sun was down behind the gap in the
mountain—the moon was shining on the
porches of Loretto and Mount Gabriel,—yet
the pale youth returned not. '

In the morning, they searched the fields and
hills for him in vain; until, at last, guided ‘by
little Clarence, they found him dead on the
Colonel's grave

THE END.



