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FATHER CLEVELAND;
i © OR,
THE JESUIT.

By the Aﬂthoten of it Life in the Oloister 7 ¢ Grace
O'Halloran ;" * The Two Marys,” eic., ete.

" From the Boston P.lot.

it Maide, matrond, DAY, the secrets of the grave
This viperous elander enters.”— Cymbeline.

?(cHAPTER VI1.~Continued.)

Tor a mament the good Father paused, for al-
most stoical as be was, be could scarce command
bimself so as to put a question to the boy which
be dreaded, yet longed to ask——at last the words
came ou!, and in tones, thick and tremulous, from
excess:re agitation, he said :

¢Can you tell me anything about Squire
Cleveland, my boy?’

¢ The Squire, he’s dead, Sir ; he died in prison
two year ago, last Michaelmas,that be the young

Squire, Sir! the old Squire lives down the High-
street, do you want to see him?

¢Yes, and I'll give you a shilling instead of

l sixpence, if you take me to hum quickly,’ said the
riests .

Much shoeked, Father Cleveland followed the
steps of his youthful guide. Tt was now certain
tbat is family bad been utterly ruined, and, he
too truly surmised, by the reckless character of
lus brotber. :

After 2 few minutes® walk, tha child conduct-
ed the Priest to the old quarter of the town in
which was the High street, and which appeared

1o be. almost deserted, doubtless its trade
damaged by the ucusvally showy sbops which
bad sprung up at Alverley, as n other neighbor-
boods, during the recent improvements, '

t This 18 the house in whichb the old Squire
lives,? said the cbild, stopping at tbe door of a
small shop of wh ck the good father bad a vague
remembrance, as havwg  belooged to a woman
once a nurse in lus father’s family, and who, af-
ter engaging iz a little business for berself, had
eked out a living with what was allowed bLer by
te Squire, in vending toys. kitea, and such Like
srticies for the young people of Alverley.

The stop was closed, for the winter evening
had drawn quickly in, acd having oiven the boy
bis promised guerdon, Father Cleveland koocked
gently for admittance.

A woman, old and decrepid, answered the
summons, and bolding a candle in her band, raised
1t to his face ; as sbe opened the door, the dress
of the ecclesiastic 1nsured her veneration for the
person of the new-comer, and dropping a pro-

found eurtsey, she asked, f what she could do for !

his Reverence 7 :

Those already old, change but little as time
wears on. 'Thus 1t was that Edward Cleveland
koew on the moment the old curse, but care was
necessary, If his aged father was here, he must
proceed cantiously with the work he had in hand,
tnd herein lay his greatest difficulty, for he koew
that old Martha bad ®ver loved a long tale, and
was quite certain that age had not dimunished
her garrulity. L

¢ want to say a few words to you,’ he said,
*Iam a Priest, and know you to be a good Ca.
tholic, Mrs. Loberts ; but first let me have a
seat, for T am both unwell and weary.’ -

The good woman immediately conducted bim
iato a small but neatly-furnished parlor, a cheer-
ful fire burned in the stove, and a tea-kettle on
the hob, together with a small equipage for that
;nea] on the table, gave the room an air of com-

art. o

The table was laid for two persons. The
beart: ot the Priest beat quicker than usual.
Wasone ‘of those his father ? .

‘Soine years since you were purse in the
family of ;:a- Squire Cleveland, who lived ata
place calied the Granpe; can you give me any
information about them?” =~~~ - '

¢ Why, yes, your Reverence, I know a great
deal about; them,” she replied ; ¢ the young Sqnire
wes a wild gay man, a fast wan, they. used to
call bim, Sir.” I don’t much understand the odd
expressions people use now-a-days; but I think’
last means gay ; doesit not, Sir?’ v

Father Cleveland saw plainly that Martha
was 10clined to-be as garrulous as ever, and con-
linued without answering “her question. ¢ Well,
what bas become of them all 7~

¢ Well, Sir, the younz mai took to a very. fast
way of living, so people say, and well-nigh.broke
his father’s -heart; he gnt -into debt, and then
cwld not pay cp-'the money borrowed: on the

estate; he was taken to prisor, Sit, and died i | * g upo
‘ o U, | my good old nurse,’ said Father Cleveland, much

geol about three years since.”. | . L
“And. the old Squire, what of him ?* -asked
Fatber Cleveland, : - = = 3 SR
If you will.only let me tell you my owh way,
your'Reverénce ;shall ' hear all as quick as pos:’

sible, but.I am ,getting an. old.womsn,” replied |

Martha, ¢ and it 1s wvery-tiresome; 1s0’t it,:Sie ;
but ’!EEUE_VEI:_f]‘. ~want “to" tell a-think quickly, I

find that T am just beating‘ about the bush, as
the saymg is, and then [ clean forget myself al.
together ; but, as L was saying, Miss Maud’—

| (Father Cleveland made a gesture of impa-

tience ) Ah, poor Father Cleveiand, you may
as well take it quietly, for old women hke Mar.
thz, and young ones, too, sometimes will wander
from the pomnt ; better let Martha tell her story
i her own way, or you will extort from her only
" di~jointed phrases.

I ¢« Well, vour Reverence, Miss Maud was the.

 helle of Alverley, and my dear old master
thought she would make a goad match, but -
stead of that she gets a hking to a Mr. Vivian,
and the end of it all is that my master gives his
consent, so Mrs. Maud, or rather Mrs. Vivian,
to call people by their right names, went up to
London ; it's a very large place that, isn’tit,
Sir 7?—(hera Father Cleveland replied 1 the
affirmative), groanwg 10 impatience of spirit,
Jesuit though be was, at Martha’s loquaeity.—
¢ Well, as | was seying, Miss Maud goes up to
London, and bad 2 very fine time of it there,
and before two vears were over her head she
comes down to Alverley with a little gicl, ber
first child it was, Sir, and 1t was only to get
meney from her father, for Mr. Vivian had
squandered away the bit of money be had. And
I heard the servants tell that they were in great
distress : and 30 her brother the Priest said it
would turn out ; a fine good young man was that
Master Edward. I mind me thatif he had
staid at home, wstead of rempagiog into far away
countries after black people and such hke, that
the old Grange would be the old Grange stili ;
that’s to say, you know, Sir, supposing he bad
been the eldest son iastead of the youngest.’

¢ Very true,’ rephied Father Cleveland, for he
saw that the old woman would bave an answer;
and somewhat amused at her description of him~
self, be allowed her to continue herstory m ber
own way, from very fear lest she should digress
atill more out of very vexation st not being per-
mitted to do so, should he again interrupt her.

¢ Well, there was a pretiy skirmish, you know,
Sir, because the poor old Squire gave his
daughter a little money, fifty poinds or rhere-
abouts; and I’m told -by those whe Lnow some-
thing of money matters that that sum wouldn't
go very far. However, to make my story short,
for 1 can cee you are in a hurry, Sir, young
Squire Cleveland went on with his scamping
ways, from bad to worse. The whole of the
property was mortgaged, Sir, (I think that’s
what they call it,) aod the end of it was, it passed
clean out of the old gentleman’s baunds, only a
very shart time before the young Squire was put
m prison ?’ )

¢ And what became of the poor old Squire ?
asked Father lleveland, with much emotion ;
¢ what money was left for s support ¥’

¢ Just nothing at all, Sir, but a poor it of
money, sbout forty pounds a year, or there-
abouts, which he got left of bis wife’s property.

¢ Aud where is the old gentleman? T wish to
seedbim as soon as possible,” said Father Cleve-
land.

¢ What’s your Reverence’s name? I will go
and fetch b ; though I must tell you, Sir, for
he lives bere with me, his old servant, that 1t’s
not at ail times be’s quite clear 1n his intellect,
poor old gestieman: trouble, they say, bas doae
1t, Sir ; but he rambles on so sometimes that one
scarce uaderstands hin, He olten talks of his
younger soa, S.r, and wonders he never writes ;
thinking, perhaps, he is dead since he went to
them foreign parts.’

Edward Cleveland now felt that 1t was reces-
sarv to discover himself; for if this were the
state his father was in, a suddep recognition
might be fatal. Therefore, holding tite hghbt be-
fore his own face, be exclaimed—

¢ Louk at me well, Martha Boberts, and ssy
if you remember your foster-son, Edward Cleve-
land : .

- ¢ The Lord be good unte me! what is 1t your
Reverence says 2 said Martha, doing as he re-
quested. “She paused a- moment, atteotively
scanned his, Teatures, and then passed her band
over her eyes, as if she would call up some vision
of the past, then seized his -hand m hers, ex-
claimog—

¢Is it true, your Reverence? Were vou
really the bonay child I.used to love so much ?’
'Then sinking on her kness, she added, as she
took one of s hands within her own and lawd it
on her head— _ .

¢ Bless me, then ; bless, my own Mister Ed-
ward. - Let me say.that. my .old eyes have lived
to see the diy when -you: are a Priest, that you
‘bave blessed your old nurse before she dizd.”
t"May God send down His blessing upon you,

maved ; and be laid his hand upon.that aged
head;and then assisted.her to rise, acvsed as he
watcbed ber scrutimzing look, and heard her say
‘o'berseli— - -t

¢ How stupid [ am. Ah! wéll, ['suppose age

e e

" No. 3.

18 making me so ; but bow stupid of me.not to.
| bave -known~that face ‘amid a thousand ;:gn_d:

! now, dear Master Edward, I mil.go out at once

to vour father.’

The Priest, so long used to the appellation of
¢ Fatber,” could not forbear a smule, as the

i tamiliar old words, ¢ Master Edward,” pow so

long disused, fell upon his ears; and he endea—
vored to make Martba understand that she must
on no account tell his father, o any hurried man
ner, of his arrnival. .

¢ Well,do you koow, T thiok the best way
wou'd be to let him come in to s tea as usual,
and theo you can tell him who you are yourself,
you know,' replied Martha: ¢see, 1 will ring
tbat hand bell,” and Marthz souaded one as she
spoke ; ¢ There, he will come scon. Hark! you
may hear s step now. Your Reverence had
best not sit m the full glare of the hght. It
might surprise him like, for they do tell of nature
speaking to people’s hearts, and it might startle
bim too much, as your Reverence was saying.

As Martha said these words, the old Squire,
bent down with age, and leaniag for support upon
a stick, hobbled nto the Lttle sitting-room. He
started on perceiving that be was in the preseace
of a third party, and bowng, as some gentleman
of the old school wauld bave done, he sad :

* T beg you a thousand pardons, Reverend Sir,
for I see am speaking to a priest, but I really did
not know we bad the pleasure of company to-
night. Martha,! he continued, turning reproach-
fully to the nurse, ¢ how often hava T told you
to let me know when visitors are comwng to the
Grange ; you see, Sir, our establishment is but
small now ; T have given up my carriages, and
aearly all my servants.

Here the poor old Squire paused, aod for a
moment Father Cleveland was so overcome by
his emotions that he conld not reply ; added to
which he was trying to nerve himself for the dis-
closure he was about to make, but for whichk hus
father speedily led the way.

*Youare a priest; may I askif youarea
secular priest, or 1f you belong .to one of the
religious orders.’

I am a member of the Society of Jesus, re-
plied Edward, nsing, and drawiog bis chair be-
side that of bis father.

¢ A Jesuit; aye, a fiue order that,—fine orders
those in the Catholic Church, Sir.
do we not owe to those sons of St. Ignatius, of
the preat St, Benedict, St. Dnrmmick, and
otbers.’ Then he paused, wandered on to other
topics, desired the old woman to order a sumptu-
ous dioper for their guest, and then. returning
agaw to the point nearest bis keart, continued—

¢TI had a son once, Sir, a favorite son ; he be-
came, like you, a Jeswit: entered upon a mission
in America, thea, I believe, held one m India; I
wonder if you kuow him.’

¢TIt 15 not unhkely that [ may have heard of
him, if he be a mamber of our order, said Ed-
ward,

His name 18 Edward—Edward Cleveland,
repeated the old man. ¢I wonder be has never
written to me.’

‘1 bave met your son. He bas written to
you, but bis letters must have miscarried, He
hos retaroed to England, but mill shortly go to
Canada, Tt is his earnest wish to see you
again.’

For a few moments Father Cleveland felt al-
most alarmed at tha effect this announcement,
carefully as 1t wae made, had upon the poor old
geotleman. He sprang upon his feet, rested
both lus hands upon lus stick, and ratsing his
face to Edward. exclaimed—

¢1 beg you, Sir, to take me to my son. My
hat, nurse, quick’! make no delay ; let me see
once azaln him who will be the staff of my old
age. Let me bless him befere 1 die !

It was a sight worthy of tre limoer’s art.—
The fine countenance of the old man was shaded
over by locks of alvery whiteness, which fell
upon his shoulders; his eyes were fixed upon
those of his son, whose outstretched avms now
supported his stnking form : pature spoke to his
beart, and the words * My son !’ * My father !’
burst simultaceously from the lips of each. There
was a pause for a moment, then the old Squire,
lifting up Lis eyes and clasping his haods, exclaim-
ed, in the language of the Patriarch n_Holy
Writ, * Now shall I die with joy, because T have
seen thy face, and leave thee alive.

How much was there to talk over after the
first emotion bad suvsided, tbough from bis fa~
ther the priest scarcely gathered so mach as from
Martta, whose intellects were yet ummparred,
but still the enfeebled miod was vnobscured, on
some points, particularly those affecting the death

‘of his son and the loss of the Grange, whilst the

oext momeast he would wooder back into some
uew phase of nbecility, which was terribly pain-
ful to listen to. "Aad thus the night waned oo,
and still they talked of the past and the present,

the good priest biumoring- him w those ballucina-
‘tions of . the-mind, which ever-and anon returoed,

followed, perhaps, by some lingering spark .af in.

telligence,. which," like a: meteor, flashed:for a

moment, and. then waild as suddenly disappear. °

GOf: one. thing: E,a,lher. Qlevéland;was resolved,

te

How much
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and that was to seek out Maud, and ascertain if
he could pot place bis father with her, rather
than with the aged swoman with whom he had
found him located.

Two days later, Father Cleveland bad fixed
for his return to Liondon ; the next would peces-
sarily be a broken one, as he must take rail lor
, 00 a visit to the Superwor of his Order ;
and 1t was not without some difficulty that be got
away from his father, who could not be made to
comprehend that in a very few bovrs he would
retarn.

The busines of his jourzey, however, was
quickly over, for was attainable by means
of express, and ralway travelling draws distant
places near ; so that be was able to return be—
fore night, firmly resolving, however, not to con-
tinve longer at Alverley, but take his father
away with him on the morrow, asd place bim 10
furmshed lodging, ull ke had eflected an inter-
siew with his sister.

Alverley awakened too many unpleasant re-
collections to make it a desirable place, even for
the shortest sojourn on Mis part.  Saintly,
austere as he was, Father Cleveland could not
look unmoved on that garish edifice which once
had beeu the pleasant home of his youth, oo that
changed spot, and on s father’s altered condi-
tion.

Uahke the weatber the previous day, a sharp
frost had set o, and the saow crackled beneath
his feet,as he wended his way to the High
street—the sky was studded with stars,and the
moon shed her cold pale hight on the scene
around Oa such night as these, the mind 1s
more prone to reflection, and is woot to carty us
back to past times—it may be to look 1oto the
future. Oa such mights, he had often wandered
beneath the cold Cana“ian skies, far away from
the scenes of his youth, and had returoed for a
short time to England, previously to eatering
upon a distant amssion. His mund was still be-
sily engaged when he reached the house in which
the old Squire was located. He was yet awake,
Martha told him. Restless, in one of those
moods 1n which be was most difficult to manage ;
he bad rambled all the day—appeared to have
forgotten the wisit of his son, talked of Herbert
and Maud, and imsgined himself again in the
possession of wealth,

Father Cleveland entered his room, the light
ssuing from a small lamp standing on a side
table, had been carefully shaded, so tbat 1t shed
a subdued hight on that part of the room n which
his couch was placed. He was sittiog upright,
in that old atutude of his, with the withered
hacds clasped togetber. He was perfectly silent,
%0 sileat—for he neither looked nor moved on
the entrunce of his son—that the latter was
startled by the supposition that all was over.

The bright rays of tbe cold frosty moon put
to shame the feeble hght of the lamp, and shed
its veams full on the wan teatures of s father,
ghastly as death could make them.

Father Cleveland aporoached uear, yet near-
er, and pressed bis haad on his forebead. It was
cold, but the gentle touch of the warm band
called im back from the state of lethargy mto
whicl e had fallen.

“ Father,” he said, taking his band within hs
own, ¢ why do you sit up so long 1 the cold, in-
stead of trying to go tosteep 7

¢ Ah! is that you, Edward? How glad 1 am
you bave come back. I was thinking of the
past,” he replied, ¢ of those who bave trod before
me the valley of death. I seem but naw to have

‘awakened from a long, long dream, in which the

past has moved before my eyes 1 an indistinct
manner, vaguely and confusedly. Trouble has
weakened my brain, I think, acd darkeoed this
iutellect ot miue ; but as a taper ahout to expire
shoots up with unwonted brilliancy, so does 1t
seem, my son, with myself ; and that now, when
on the verge of etermty, sparks of that brighter
intelligence 3gain flash forth, and restore me, as
it were, to my former self.’

¢ Dear Father,’ replied tbe Jesuit, ¢ I bope
better things, and trust there aie yet many happy
years in store for you)’ ' :

¢ Do not wish anythiog of the kind,’ said the
Squire, mournfully. I am a useless old fellow,
and bave few to care for me. DMaud has ber
own young family ; and you, my boy, must leave
me, for duty calls you from my srde. No, 00
it is betier it should be thus. [ feel I am very
near my end, and God has dealt mercifully to
me, 1 sending my own son, a Priest of Gody to
close my aged eyes- e has blessed me above
my desertsz. Now lead me to my bed,’ ke con
ticued, ‘and promise me not to leave the room
to night, as I may want your attendanee.’

He then relapsed into perfect silence il he
sutk into sleep, and seated by hus bedside, Father
Cleveland kept a long and apxious watch. ~ About
one in the moraing he awoke. Could there
longer he doubt on the mind of the son that the
old.man’s presage of approaching dissolution was
correct? Few who have seen death .can- be
mistaken when they a second time behiold its-ap-

proach, and no doubt now remamed on his mind}

N

.-
B

that the end was rapuly drawig mgh, The
Squire had led a blameless life, but there was
much to be done. 'Who more fit to administer
the last rites of the Church than the relative,
whom one might well beheve the Almighty had
sent, indeed, ia a spectal masnner to soothe his
passage from time to etermity ? o

-Tn the dead of the long winter mght, ther,
Father Cleveland prepared the soul of his earthly
parent for its trapsit from time to etermty ; cons
secrating the terrors of that last dread conflict
between the miatersal and unmaterial essence,
which eosues before death sets the imprisoned -
spirit free.

What a jay for both that they should have
met once again! What a joy to the son that
His sbould be the hand to administer those saving
rites—His the lips to breathe words of hope—
HIS the arm to raise the weary bead, to wipe
away with His owp hand the dcath-dews which
gathered on the pallid face!

At last a faint light broke imto the death
chamber, and the first crow of the cock tald the.
dawoing of another day. 1t was a relief, for he
bad watched slone durmg many weary hours,
fearing to disterb the rest of the old nurse.

*I will leave his side for one moment,? be
thought, and was advancing to the wudow, to
draw aside the curtain and admit the first faint
light of day, when a low sigh called him back..

Ail was, however, over ; with that low sigh
the spirit of the pood old Squire had passed
away. Need we add that his son’s anomted
hands fulfilled the last sad duties; that wis ips
sang the last requiem, and repeated the Church’s
prayers over s grave.

H rejoieed that bis first thought bad been to
visit his father ; but the knowledge of the utter
ruia of s family, followed by the Squire’s deatb,
bad preyed heavily upon bis spirits. He felt
change of scene was necessary; and on the
morntog after the funeral bade an eteinal adien
to Alverley, haviog first bandsomely indemnified
Marllra for the care sbe had taken of the Squire!

CHAPTER VIL.—MAUD VIVIAN'S FAMILY.

" After setthiny himsel{ in a mission pear Lon-
don, which Father Cleveland was to occupy for
some few months before s departure to Ame-
rica, his first thought was to seek ont Ins sister,
from whom he bad been so long estranged, fir
Maud hud carried out 1o the letter the threat
she bad made during her quarrel at the Grange
—he had often written to her, but had never re-
ceived an answer,

However, furnished with a very wcorrect ad-
dress, supplied Itm by Martha, be set out one
marning in February on a voyage of discovery,
and wended his way ¢n a certan district 1 Lam-
beth—ins errand was, however, fruitless. Mrs.
Vivian bad left the lodgings she had occupied,
and removed, he was told to Vauxhall.

He had an msight already ioto the state of the
exchequer, as far as regarded Maud 2od ber
family, and felt a little uneasiness as to haw she
would receive him, for were she badly off, as
there was little doubt she really was, his recep -
tion would probably be an extremely ungracious
oae, for Maud was not Lkely to forget that he
bad bid her prepare for poverty n becoming’
Vivian’s wife. , .

At length be reached the Harleyford Road,
and paused at the door of a sx roomed bouse,
and could bear distinctly the sound of children’s
voices, as if their play was notof a very amiable
character. e gave a double knock at the door,
which was at first responded to by a perfect lull
of the childish combatants within, and after
patiently waiting a few mioutes, and then re-
peating the knock, be distinetly heard u female
voice, the tones of which he was. not slow in re-
cognising, call out from the depths of a. lower -
kitchen, € Go to the door, Mss, directly, and let
me know who is there.’ Lo

The next momeat the door was opened by a
fine little girl, apparently about ten or eleven
years old, who half bashfully took his message,
and opeming the door of a small parlor drew a -
chair for the stranger, and then hurried to ber
mother. ‘ - R

1t 1s no difficult matter to guess the tastes and’
habits of others by an inspection of the appoints
ments of their private apartments, for, however
bamble their circumstances may be, there will be’
some little thisg about to gwde you in your
opinion, should you be curious enodgh ta hazard -
one. . C .

Music, books, pawtings, articles .of bijouteris, -
all will serve to indicate the taste of the recident,
be he who he may ;. but Father Cleveland vawnly
sought, during a lengthened scrutmy of fifteen *
mipules, for anything which could testify that 1he

t-dwellers of Myrtle . Cottage were intellecfual '

accomplished, or of a literary turn of mind, - '
‘Every,;now and . then, too, some Ittle urchin, '
and there. appeared to be five or six duch, would
poke its. unkempr head through the. half ‘apei
door, and. then. un off laughiog and ‘'whishering fo*

‘the smal} tribe without : on’one such oceasion’no

less than three made.their appearance, pushibg in -
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