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his mind, and . when ho found among
the religious not only the tonderly-
reared aristoeracy, but even those who
had been bronght up in very hatred of
what thoy now worshipped with a hush-
ed revorence—the saying of Pharaoh’s
necromancers camo unbidden to his
mind, “The finger of God is here,” ho
said.

The reador will not foel surprised
that Mr, Leyton Scymour accompanied
the party to the Roman Catholic church
very frequently, indeed almost daily;
and  ono of those visits had a
singular influence on his future career
—and on tho carcer of ono at least be-
sides himself.

One morning the ladies proposed to
go to the Oratory at Brompton, and the
gontlemen readily assented. It happen-
ed that as they drove from the door of
their hotel, another carringe drove in
the samo direction, and street after
street kopt them company. At first
they thought it curious, and then be-
came really interested ; but the interest
culminated when they saw. the carriage
stop at the very same destination for
which they were bound. -

The occupants of both carriages en-

.tered the church togethor; and our

friends saw that tho strangers were
ladies—or by their appearance, a lady
and hor maid. The lady bardly cighteen,
was a foreigner of quite a noble? look
and bearing; and the maid was a wor-
thy companion for so.much distinction,
‘Whether the parties were a mutual dis-
{raction’or were not, we cannot say;
but fate had arranged that they should
become acquainted. It was inevitable.
The fact is, that just as they went to
thefchurch in company, they came
back in company, and finally entered
the porch of the Grosvenor together.
What could be more inevitable?
. Clara Meldon therefore, walked right
-accross the ladies’ parlor one hour after
and as her eyes mot those of the foreign

~ lady, both quietly smiled.

“You sec,” Clara said in French,
“ Mademoiselle, we must become ac-
quainted; le bon Diew has brought us
_together.”

“Tam most happy,” the young lady
replied in. the same language’; “and
‘such meetings are mostly providential.”

-Amy D’Alton now entered, when:the-

A

tial,” said Mr. Seymour, 41

foreign lady said in lnglish, and. with
a very puro acconf, * thisis ono. of
your companions ?"'

“Oh, that is Miss D'Alton, my most
beloved friend.. But hereispapa.  Ob,
papa!l T have been wishing you to ar-
rive. 1 have made a friend” the littlo
witch said, most witchingly.

My, Meldon bowed low,

“ My father’s namo is ‘ Meldon'” sho
said looking at the fair foreigner; “and
my name is * Clara,” "

“Well my name is Fernandez I como
right from Berlin, accompanied o.ly
by my muid.”

“PFrom Berlini” Mr. Meldon re-
marked,

“Yes, and T leave this to-morrow."”

Mr. Leyton Seymour just camo in,
and Miss Fernanden only waited tho
introduction before sho added, “T am
going to enter a convent, which you
must come and sce.”

“To become a nun " Amy asked.

“ Precisely. In fact, T came for the
purpose. - But pray, did you not say
Miss D’Alton,” " sho said, after s pausoe,
looking at Amy.

“Yes, that is my name.”

‘“ Have you any relatives in Auséria ?"

“1 believe not,” Mr. Meldon answer-
ed ; ¥ but—-"

“1 was going {o say,” continued tho
lady, * that a very old friend of our
family, noblo and wealthy, was named
D’Alton, and something quite romantic
malkes the name dear to me.”

“Indeed! ~Scnora.” BMr. Meldon
said.

“Yes, sir. Tho Count D'Allon
quarrelled with his son, who had mado
a match below his rank. The son was
quite as proud as his father, and they
separated. Young D'Alton was educat-
ed in Cambridge, and was moro than
half an Iinglishman.  Having quarrcled
with his fathor, he enlisted in an Eng-
lish marching vegiment, and loft for
North ~America.” Tho account of his
death came to his father, I believe, tho
year I was born. But there was -a
vague report of a child; and I never
hear the name* D’Alton’. without: feol-

ing my mind stirred by the sad story.”

Mr. Meldon and Mr, Leyton Seymour

exchanged glances.
“This does, indeed seem_providen-
‘Enve just



