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MONTREAL, FRIDAY, DECEMBER 7, 1865,

CLARA LESLIE.

A TALE OF QUR OWN TIX4ES.
¢1 capnot go beme, seid Clara in relurs to
Catberine’s snxious iooks aod words; for her
face was as pale as marble, and lbe (ears seamed
alimost to bave wora chenmels ia ber cheeks,
though ber features bore such zn expression of
sweet, calm peace, and her large dark eyes were

dilated in such beautila! balf sadness and love.
Catherine (ooked acd looked aguwm, aand thought
she bad never seen her look so jovely. ¢ Pray
do pot ask me ; let me bear the Tenebra occe
more. 1 coult pot eat if I were to try s and
Catharine yielded, for she felt it was true by her
own experieuce. .
They slowly reached St. Joua’s where peo
ple were already assembling for the last Tenebrz
offices ; and bere Clara seated herself, in that
state of calm, exhausted feeling which seemed so
thoroughly swited to the fume and circumstances.
The olices were tamhiar.  She kuew she would
find iz them that kind of half jog and peace ber
migd wanted. The Loameatations, even, spoke
of » merey” and * wastiog Witk sience for the sal-
_ vaton of Godf, aad the Auntiphous told that ¢ the
innocent Liord was slain—* DMulierss sedautes
ad monvmentum l{amentabaninr, feates Donu-
aum.)
1t was mme o'clock that evening before fhe
procession had gone ils rousds, and reached the
top of Strada Mercante. Oa a litde heap of
stopes lelt by the masops in hmshing scme re-
paraticas belooging to the church hard by, stood
a small group lockieg out for its arrival, sur-
rounded by black faldeiles, men in red girdles
and straw-hats, and a few stray lrish red-coats
who stcod respectfully aside te give them plenty
of room. It was especiaily to be remarked what
a quiet and reverential feeling seemed to pervade
tbe whole crowd ; and though they talked, it
was in low subdued tcues, and there was o hur-
rywg aod pushing, no elbowing and screaming,
to see ihe sight.
¢ We have chosen our situation beautifully;
said youeg Courtvay, as the first group of fig-
ures, after resting for a few minutes just ta fron!
of them, passed on, and made way for the next.
It was blazmg with candles, with bardly a2 breath
of air to stir toem, the might was 20 warm. Clara
could not answer, for the figure of our suffering
Liord, as large as Life, bound to the column ready
for flagellation, was so real, and the light of the
tapers ccvered so well any defectsin the work-
manship, that ske was too much struck to speak.
One by one they stopped justin front to rest the
tired and paoting bearars, who almost staggered
under the self-imposed weignt.  Ouar  Lord
talling beneath Hiss cross ; St. Veronica holding
up tize impression of the Sacred Face: an immeose
€rucifxion fifieen feet bigh, with the three compa-
piocs of their Liord’s suiterivg at the oot of the
eross jthe Sepulchre garded by angels, and
lightad up to show the lifeless Body within § and
lastly, all the emblems of the Passion,—followed
by a crawd of priests and people chanting aloud
alterpately the peniteatial accents of the
Misereve. ]
¢ And is this the Paganism of Malta at which
Protestants iurn up their noses i such disgust 7’
were Clara’s first words as they turned away
from tbis equslly mew aod touching sight, ¢1
never saw a processton of this kiod before. It
was oue of the thugs I dud not expect to hike,
and thought was only wtended for the igrorant;
but T see even wise and enfighteped people such
as I tbought myself, can learn to realise much
from such scenes.—How wise, how wonderfully
wise, 1s the Catholic Church! How loviag and
tender to all ker children !’ ]
¢ I have heard it smd,” said Catheride, tnat 1t
would e difficult, nay, unpossible, for any chld
to realise the Crucifixion at ail without the help
of a crucifis. It is strange that peopie cannot,
or ratber will not, see what the Church’s aim is
m all these outward representations, and how
lite danger there is of what they call wolatry,
ot the very grossest and most igaorant unnd resi-
1ng in the outward form alone.’
¢ T have often cross-questioned the poor here/
said young Courtnay, ©for this express purpose,
and always found their ideas perfectly clear and
inteltigible to wme, although I can fancy Protest-
ants distorting, in thewr usual way, their answer
to just what they did not mean.’
¢I could not help remarking,’ observed Clara,
¢ the white difference wn the posture and beha-
viour of the people when the Blessed Sacrament
is passing. There, tnere is real adoration ;—
here, there was vemeration aad quiet respect.
This alove ouglit to convince them, if they were
were not blind.
¢ They are..bhind® replied young Courinay,
¢ and it is darkness that venly can be felt. No
one could conceve such blindness posiibie, did
he-aot sée il with hus eyes.’
- *Troe; sa:d Clara, ¢ one can scarcely realize
now one’s own state of mnd as a Puseyite.—

bad not a glimmeriag of the truth, and could not
percetve the absurd incoosisteucies of oue’s own
conduct sad thoughts.’ _

¢ Would you credit a Protestant actua'ly
gravely telling me, with o very shocked counte-
aance, that even educated Catholics believe that
the Blessed Virgin existed before God 7' said
young Courtnar.,

v don’t know. They are capable of any
mistake,” said Clara ; *but was this really sad
to you 7’ .

¢ It was deed,” he replied, ¢acd an instance
gtyea of my friend’s bavisg asked a Catholic,
+ Wko existed, God or the Blessed Virgin, since
ske was the Mather of God ? The reply was,
he says, ¢ The Blessed Virgn.” Ot course I told
him the Catholic gestieman in Guestion was either
an infidel, or else taking the trouble to bamboo-
zle i, and laugh bebmd s back at bis sim-
plicity in beleving mm so ignorant.’

¢ And tius wifl probably be a newspaper report
story for the next six wonths,” sighed Clara.—
¢ Oa, when will Eogland open hef eyes, awaking
from ber long dreamm of willuloess aed bigotrs,
see at last that she bas forsaken the fold of
Christ, and returp once more to the arms of her
Motber, so loving and so true

* The kaur s coming,’ replied young Cunrinay,
with a sweet smife. * The prayers of the Catao-
fic world (o the Immoculate TReart of Mary are
sot offered in vam.

¢ She will pray her prayer and the bastle will b won,

Ard thoe Saviour's sialess Hother save +he island of

ker Sox I

¢ Thank vou,’ said Clara, gently and earcestly,
as she looked up with glimmering eyes; for she
thought of Father Aidan—ber owa Alap—aud
she knew he was almost equally dear and ever
preseat to the thoughis of ner cowmpanion like-
wise, ai that aod every other momeat.

Holy Saturday dawned ; the sun seemed strug-
gling to come forth from the stray clouds that
cbecked his passage aad seemed to say,  No,
no ; to-morrow—io-morrow !’  St. Jobo’s was
again crowded to see the lighting of the paschal
taper, and the blessiog of the foot ; and as the
twelve prophecies were being slowly read, Cla-
ra’s heart repeated agam and again; ¢ Sicat cer-
vus desiderat ad fontes aquarum, ita desiderat
anima mea ad te, Deus,” and longed and longed
again for the moment when the balf decked and
sull darkened church should prepare for the com-
ing of the Liord, The Litanies at last begas, and
the procession moved into the sacristy. Tiere
was an evident perceplible bustle and prepara-
tion going an; the crowd below kept waving
slightly to and fro, and the excitemeat seemed
complete when the Bishop aud kis attendants ap-
preactied to the altar clothed m white. The
beautiful words of the Litany proceeded,—
¢ Co.iste audi nos: Christe exaudi nos.’ The
Bishop bent and kissed the altar; there was a
moment of silecce, and then his low and trem-
bling voice was distinctly beard even at that dis-
tance, ¢ Gloria 1 exceleis Deo A maan pext
Clara, who seemed absorbed in what was to hap-
pen, touched his child at that momernt., ¢ Ades-
so,” murmured he, 1 a low tone. As if by ma-
gic, all the curtaias that darkened the windows
were flung back at that instant ; the purnle veil
fell from before the marble figeres of the Bap-
tism of our Lord, the light poured in volumes
over the crimson hangings of the nave, letting
floods of suashine mnto the darkened building ; the
bells, siall and great, thuadered forih one inces-
sant peal, almost drowaing even the loudest swell
of the organ, as ail the beils in Valetta took wp
the sound, and even the distant cannon announced
that e Church was celebrating the fizst Mass
of the Resurrection '

Clara telt her whole frame thriil as she stood
and gazed at the scene before her, lost 1 wou-
der and delight: but how muck more full was
her joy when she koeit at the full well of the
Sanctus, feeliag that the momeust was at hand,
and the same burst of Joy welcomed agam to His
altars her riseu atd glorified Liord ! Then came
the tiny Vespers. the triple Allelula; and she
wended Rer way atougr the teeming streets, feel-
ing as it she could scarcely wait till the next
moruing agaie to converse ¢ fene lo face’ wuih
Him whose absence seemed to bave been so un-
bearably long. Aaud, ob, who but a convert can
tell the peace and deliget of that calm Easter-
eve of preparation, or understand the tears of
silest joy that made their way down her cheeks,
as with slow step aod bent bead she i her tarn
left the confsssional and made her way to her
accustomed place to gaze again oo the Taber-
nacle clothed with white, the decked altar, the
lighted lamp, io expectation of the coming mor-
row, and contrasted all ths with the last Easter-
eve ot dreary loxeliness, or even the one before
that, when she had experienced all the joy that
any thing short of the Catholic Church can af-
ford ? ’

The Pater Noster had tolled the hour of four
the oext moraing, but it was tadeed ° yet dark,
when Clara stoeod by Catherine’s bed-side ; and

“What utter blindness possessed one then ! Oune

as she threw her arms round her neck, she mu:-
! - - ' I ’

Atlelwa, alletuia

Catberine half reproached hersell tor idleasss
as she rose, and apswered, ¢ Heis risen indeed P
and heard ber sweet voice repeating, ¢ Vespere
antem sabbati, qua lucescit w prima ssbbati,
venit Maria Magdalene, et aiters Maria, videre
sepuicirum,  Aileiwmal

‘] could not sleep, and the bells have been
ringing out Masses so loag. Come, Catherine ;
1t must not be Lght ere we too seek the sepulchre
sot to see Ilis dead Body, but our hving and
slorified Lord. She added, ¢ We bave been
fasting on two Masses and a half these three
days; and to-day we bave to make up for it.’

Nothiog loth, Caltberme followed tie light step
that led the way through the fast dispersing
twilight; for ber devotion, taough of a graver
and rmore subdued kind, had not lost its first fer-
vor; the holy fame eokindled in the convert’s

! beart bad beea duly cherished and fanped, and

aow was alsa dady ted at that precious sonrce of
the Cathchie’s food, — the Sacrament of (he
sltar,  And what m her humility she had shruak
from, snd deemed herself unworthp of, was now
to ber the ope fife of her soul; and though the

consoiations Grod was pleased to sbower vpon the |
tresh ardent soul of ber youpp companon were

denied ic ter, and che often misurced in secret
over what she deemed bher owo uniaithfviness,
that hindered the perceptible aad daily growth 1o
virtue that she sc loved and adiured i ber deri-
wy Ciara, others might even prefer for then-
seives the steady advance she made, uaperceived
by herself, as more suitable to them, than the ex-
traordinary graess God was pleased to bestow
upon his sweet and pewly-adopted child, We
must net hinger over the joys af that morning ;
they did pot stop there; om Low Sunday tbe
Alleluias were tripled ; and the society of the
chowce friends they had found at Malta succeeded
to the forty days of humillatiott and. rtelirement
that had preceded.

¢ Could you sleep on Easter morning ?* asked
yourg Courtny, the first time they bad met.—
§ Did you aot see the dreadful ceremonies the
United Greeks were enacting at three o’clock
under your window ¥

¢ 1 saw their procession in the evening,’ repled
Clara, ¢ and was awakened by a kind of noise at
three o’clock. Was that caused by the Umted
Greeks comng out of thewr chapels !’

¢ I did not know of it in lime to come and tell
you to see their celebration of the Resurrection
at midvight,’ said young Courtoay. ¢It was
very grand and very beautiful ; apd the noise
you heard was their runping down Strada Venova
with the image of cur Lord in their arms as hard
as they could go.’

¢ Ruouing,’ replied Clara ; ¢ what do they mean
by this action ? for 1 am learmag to think noth-
ing strange or unmeaning, you know, in the Ca-
tholic Church,”

¥ They run because they say the women who
came from the sepuichire never went slowly to
bring the disciples word that the Lord was
risen,’ rephed young Courtoay. ¢I see you are
improving,’ he added faughingly, looking in her
face. ¢l see my- instructioos are having their
effect; you are fosing the remnauts ot your Pro-
testant suspiciousaess ; are you upt.

Ciara laughed beartily at his pretended self-
conceit, and acquiesced,

CHAPTER X(X.—HOME.

“ Now the long yearnings of thy soul is stiiled :
Home ! home ! thy peace is won ; thy heart is filed .
Thou art goane home.”
Felicia Hemans.

We bave not much to relate ere our beroine
bade her last farewell 1o Malta, and strained
ber eyes to watch 1ts light blue form hovering on
the borizon till it was lost in the distance, and
then murmured to berself, uncouscious that Ca-
therige was standing close beside ber, smiliog and
iistening,

**Ah! know you that bright and sonthern isle,

Lyicg csadled in ocean’s azure smile,

With its gleaming walls, and its sunny lea ?

Mary's own island |—tke fower of the sea I”

*Yes, I do,’ sa1d Catherioe ; and Clara turned
halt round, and continued, balf-gaily, half-re-
proachfully, * Yes:

“Iknow it! [ know it! 'iig oright aad fair,

Bat the banuner of death is hoveriag there ;

And wa must away, ere the dayiight flee,

From Mary’s own island~the flower of the ges !

' Farawell to thee, thén, sweet Marz's bome !

No more mid thy children of faith reay I roam ;

But' the young corvert's first love will ever be

thee, .

Our ewn Mother's island,~the fiower of the geal”’

¢ But you are going to see swany Italy,’ said
Catherine playfully ; ©and you regret that little
old rock in the mddle of the ocean. .

¢ True,’ rephed Clara stll sadly ; ¢ but it was
may first Catholic horne—the first Catholic coun-
try I ever saw ; and now it seems so cowardly to
ren away from it m 1ts moment of sorrow, be-
cause the chofera has broken out”

¢ We were always to bave gone on to Italy at
this time, you know,’ said Catherige ; ¢ besides,

i bad a call to an active hfe ; my longings always

mured tbe first Easter salutation, ¢ Catkerine,! dearest Clara, are you not 1a a state of bealth to | Mildred, hoping that sorrow m
.Christ is risen.

do anything where such a dreadful disorder 1s
ragiog ? I should have thought one attack of 1t
had been enough for you.’

¢ T kuow it is God’s will, said Clara, and I
am quite coglent, mamma °©cara,—for 50 sl)e}
sowetimes calied Catherine,— you know | never

led me to the contemplative ; and even in this
hour of her rceed, Malta can always have my
best, If 1 canont work for ber, I can still pray.
So now,” she added playfully, * we wil thisk of
beavttiul Naples, whither we are steamng; you
know they say, ¢ Vedi Napoh, e pot, mori.’

'['pere was 2 sudden chapge in her manaer as
she uitered the last word, as it this weil-known
saying had just struck ber in a very different
light, and slowly and thoughtfully she agam Jean-
ed over the stde of the vessel. Catherine per-
fectly understood her thonghts, and wilimg to
bisder ber from broomg over 1deas of tius kind,
she introduced another tomc,

* We may possibly meet the DMervilles there)
said she,

* Converted by this long expected termination
of the Gorham affair, replied Clara, in 2 tone of
deep hope. ¢ 1 wonder what Mr. Wingfield is
doinz ! Since Llizabeth Dalton refused to write
to me titl I bad reperted of the great sin I bad
committed I being couverteu, I hear nothing of
LI

‘ My suut only meations haviay writien to
i’A5be des Geuettas to have bun prayed for at
Notre Deme des Victores,” said Catherine,

I can never doubt of a conversation that is
asked there, remarked Clara. ‘I do not thmmk
I could even doubt of the conversion of that poor
Mr. Hawlkins, who insisted they were grinding
Judas’s booes cutside of the church-doors on
(Good Friday, 1f he were nrayed for at Notre
Dame des Vietowes.

¢ Judas’s bones, Clara,) rephied Catlerine,—
¢ what do you mean?’ .

*Did I not teli you Mr. Courtnay’s adven-
ture ¥ sad she. ¢ Mr, Hawkins, lis Protestant
friend, assured bim very gravely that that kind of
rattle they used instead of the bells after they
are silenced on koly Thursday was people gowng
about pretending to griod Judas’s booes 1z a

ight bave softened
Douglas’s heart, and still more s6 when a letter
frem Father Aidan saul that he had ventured to
call at Osnaburgh Terrace when bie knew Doug-
las out, and described the soft aad chasiened
grief 1 which he had found Mildred olunged, ani
the overflow of kinduocss and fove wilh which sue
hud recerved bim.

This letter arrived towards the end of Novem-
ber, aod was balin to Clara’s anxious heart,
though she never for instant doubted as to their
ultimate conversion ; 1t seemed as 1if God’s pro-
nuse were past to that effect, and she were hast-
eatng ouward to {ulfil ber part of the compact.—
She now spoke opealy to Catherine of what pos-
sessed ber mind ; and even Catherme felt it was
true, as all medical eflorts to cheek her cough
had failed, and day by day her strengch declned,
and ker cheek became more imbuved with the
beauttfel heclic bloom and transparent whiteness
of the insidious disease that was bearing ner to
the preseace of lier divine and adered Lord.

It wasin the evening of that very day that
Father Aidaw’s letter had arrived that she
thought she could bear a turn in the Chisja gar-
dens, and ieaning oa Catherine’s arm had slowly
passed aleng ane of the side-walks, and scated
erself at last on oue of the numercus beneies (o
be found there for the accommodation of mvalidsa
! People were paseing und repassing, and amongst
toem two figures that struck Clara’s eye the
instant she saw them. Tuey were clowly waik-
ing aloag m the deepest apd most carnest con-
versaticn  the eyes of the one lized on the
ground, while bLis companion’s arm was passed
aflectionately witlis us, and Le seemed earnestly
conversing with fnm on a pot that tppeared to
councern tha happiness of both.

“Is it possible ¥ said Clara, balf to herself, as
sbe looked intently towards them ; ¢ can it be
possible, or are my eyes grown dim.’

¢ What? said Catberine, who had been occu-
pied m defending her from evory breath of air
that even that beautiful cunny Noples day could
bring to burt ber, and hzd remarked nothing.

“It 15 said she; ¢Catberine, it must be
—itis Mr. Wingfield walking there with Mr.
Merwille,)?

She was not mistaken ; and in another minute

machige for the purpose. You know be was
always making one laugh, though one felt so sad
all the time, at the ridiculous mistakes Eaglish
people at Malta make, and go on believicg, for
lack of taking the trouble to ask the first Catho-
lic tkat comes in their way to explain it.’

Mr. Wingfield was seated beside her, his band in
bers, with such a mingled expression of sorrow
and joy on his feeling countenance that it was
almost too much for ker; wiile Mr. Merriile
stood before her, so struck with her altered ap-
pearance, that for a few moments Le could nat

¢I am afraid they are glad to believe any evil
story,’ sard Catherine sadly ;  one is forced into
thinking theirs 15 not the eharity that ¢hopeth
all things, believeth ail things.’’

Clara sighed heavily, looked up into the blue
sky abore, and was sient,

A lovely eloudless morning it was that saw
the travellers enter the far-famed Bay of Napies ;
very svon Clara was obiiged to confess that the
views about that enchapting of enchanting spots
on earth even fur exceedsd the walk on the upper
Barracca at Mzlta, which she so much dehghted
in. Sorenlo was Lleir summer resting-place,
and as the aatumn drew on they removed into
todgings in the Ruviera i Cluaja, just opposite
one of the gates of the beautiful gardens that run
along the sea-side round the bay, and are the
resort of every idle or invalid persoa 1a Naples
at set times, whether Eaglish or Italian, Ca-
therine had purposely chosen tins situation ; for
Clara’s strength was rapidly giving way, and a
stroll i the retired walks of these beautiful plea-
sure grounds was very often all she was now able
for. A hutle chapel close by was her usual baunt,
where, amid the fishermen that that thronged it,
sbe seemed to fancy bherself again in her dear
Sacta Maria di Gesu. But tlus was a very dif-
ferent winter from the last. She suffered much,
and ber constant cough was sadly trying, though
she suil continued ber ¢ daily Food ;’ and when
Catherine saw plainly that what she bad said was
true, and her day after she had stayed away from
Communion was invariably far worse than when
she had braved the doctor’s orders and gone out
before breakfast to church, she ceased all ex-
postalations, and yelded the point.

Distressing news, howerer, reached them about
this time. Tlhey accidentally saw o the news-
papers the death of Mildred’s two httle children
within one week. Poor Clara wept bitterly—
wore indeed at the grief of the parents, and
the maoner in which tbe intelligence bad reached
her, thao the fact of two more little angels hav-
ing been received icto Paradise; for, as Mr.
Wiogfield bad performed the ceremony, and she
bad oeen present, and full well remembered every
particular, she could have no doubt as to the
vaiidity of their baptism. And yet there was |
hope and joy mingled. with her grief; for she
could not but see the Hand of God chastening
severely those whom He joved. For the chil-
dren there was no sorrow ; they were only gone
to iatercede for the c~onversion of those to whom.

utter a word. His manner was kindness itselt ;
it almost seemed to ask torgiveness.

¢ I thought 1taly was to have re-established
your health,” saie he: ¢ but you seem to me worse
than even whea [ last sew you. Tell me, really,
how are you.’

¢ Going home very fast) sad Clara, looking
up with one of her own sweet, bright smiles,
though her eyes wore a calm loveliness Mr.
Wiogfield had never seen her with.

Mr. Winglield looked at her for a moment,
and seemed greatly moved.

¢ But tius is such an unexpected pleasure,’ said
she ; *it almost makes me feel quite well and
stroug. How long bave you been here? We
did not even know you had left England.’

¢ We only arrived yesterday from Rome,” he
replied ; and thea he stopped and looked earn-
estly at ber. *And now, Clara, shall I tell you
what will give you stif more pleasure? You
must not fear me any more; a week before we
lelt Rome we too were admitted ito the Catho-
lic Church.  Thaok God you did not follow my
bld advice Iso long gave you, but found better
and truer guides, who have His authority to com-
mand vou 1a His name,’

Clara could not speak. She looked at him
agein and agan ¢ the cup of ber happiness want-
ed but one more element to make 1t beimful ; one
of her most ardent prayers she was, then, allow-
ed to see lulfilled. ¢

Catherine began to fear the effects of her
emotion, ¢ She must not talk now ; you must
come tius evening, all of you, when ske is bet-
ter,” she said, her owa eyes full of tears; ¢ joy is
sometunes more tiring than sorrow.’

It was leaning on Mr. Wingfield’s arm that
she reached the door of their lodgings, and slow-
ly ascended the steps that {ed to her apartment ;
and that evening was spent Ijing on the sofa by
the fice, listening to the details of lus coaversion.
Aaother pleasure awaited ber ; for who shenld
come in with Mr. Merville but their old friend
young Courtaay, who was to depart the pex:
day, by way of Rome, for England, and was
little aware till that evening that his Malta
friends were in Naples. ‘

¢ And so0 you have been on a pilgrimage since
I saw you,” said Mr. Merville to bim; ¢ and now
you are gomng home ia good earnest for ever.
Young Courtoay glanced at Clara, but replied
in a moment, * Exactly so; I have been spend-
1ng some weeks' io retreat with the Jeswts on

they owed their existence before the Throne of
q‘qd. She wrote a most affectionate letter to

Mount Lebagon, and now I must do work, I
have been idle long enough.’ . G



