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 Maids, matrons, vay, the secrets of the grave
This viperous elander enters.,”— Cymbeline,

CHAPTER AVIll.—IN MEMORIAM,

The day oppoiwted for the fuseral to take
place proved wild and tempestuous ; a heavy
soow storm bad fallen steadily during many
bours, and a keen easterly wind drove it full in
the faces of the uofortunate wayfarers.

Towards noon a modest and uzpretending
mourning cavalcade stopped at the gates of the
B cemetery of St. Croix, and from the siogle coach

which followed the hearse stepped two mourners

—these were Father Clevelaod and Mr. Vernon.

A large concourse of persons had, however, fol

lowed—some on foot, others iz sledges—for,
I despite tne 1oclemency of the weather, many had

been attracted by ths story ther had heard ; and
B ihose once the loudest in condemopation, the
B readiest to censure, were amongst the first to
pewail the rash credulity with which they had
B received the slander, and the eagerness with
B which they themselves had circulated the re-
nrt.
P The deep tones of the bell now cast its sullen
echoes on the gale, as the coffin was borne into
the Iittle mortuary chapel, and rested on a bier,
whilst a veperahle Freoch Camadian Priest re-
cited the prayers used by the Church before the
corpse is earried to the grave ; after winch the
coffin was ance more raised, and the funeral pro-
cesston again formed.

Not a sound wes to be heard save the light
patter of the snow and tie moamng of the wnd
—a deathlike silence seemed to have awed the
wultitude around, and ao irrepressible shudder
passed through the frames of many, as the coffin
was borne between them, for thevy had fallen
pside into two ranks, and slowly wended thew
way to the grave. A bparrow winding path
shortly revealed the spot, the upturned earib of
which showed the parrow home which was des.
tined to teceive the remains of Auleen Des-
mond.

For a few moments the coffia was placed be-
side the yawning grave, aod the pall, now white
with the thickly falling snow, removed. Nooe
of those who stood arousd, however, had noted

% a tall and slender form whieh, arrayed in roces

o deepest mourning, long since white as the

earth beneath, had leaned agumst a head-stone

some httle distance off. ~Her face was closely
covered by the folds of a thick crape veil, and

[rom the moment the funeral had eotered the

cemetery, she had remained mationless as the

stone agamst which she leaned for support,

She was perfectly silent, but had you seen the
convulsive working of the pale, tearless, beauti
ful face, bad you seen the small white hand as it
clutched for support to that cold inansmate stone,
you might almost have pitied that mserable Au-
gusta, for you well know it s her of whom [ am
telling you, Not a movement escaped her no-
tice on the nart of those who stood around, when
stddenly the crawd parted, as after ‘rawing mgh
the grave the coffin was hfted (rom the shou'ders
of the bearer, and placed on the earth.

Guided by a sudden impulse, she started from
ber reclining position, and to the horror of all
the bystandere, more particularly to that ot Fa-
ther Cleveland, who immediately recognized ber,
sbe threw herself on the coffia, sobbing hysteri-
cally, accusing berself aloud as the cause of the
death of Aileen,and exclaiming, ¢ God be merci-
ful to me, it 1s I, 1t is I who have killed her,’ she
fell into a beavy swaon.

Father Cleveland alone was conscious, before
the thick crape veil was rased, asto who was
the unbappy being ‘who had thus disturbed the
solemrily of the scese, but there were many
present to'whom Augusta Seton was far from
being a stranger : at first a murmur of indigna-
Uion vam throughout the assembly, but two pers

sous stepped forward, one was Bertha, the other

. Vernon, the former raising ber veil, exclaim-
ed, repcaachfully, ¢ Have paty, for she is touched
by remorse~—remember that many who are here
are not sinless 1n this matter, for if she first ut—-

§ tered the slander, they were credulous, and be-

]‘e"‘id and spread the tale.’

Then she knelt - dowr, and, unaided save by

eron; would bave removed the still vocon—
f¢lous Augusta, but stronger hands than bers as-.
usled m the work of mercy, snd, rawmg: her
rm“.’-thq‘Wﬂm, bore her to a distant part of the:
semetery ; whifst: persons of her own sex, ac-
toated by somewhat'of the spirit that  bad
prompted Bertha to speak, volunteered their ser-.

Then, amidst profound sileace, the colfin was
lowered into the grave, and the socorous voice
of the officiating Priest recited the last pravers;
and thus, as the good Father truly expressed it,
¢ they laid ber beneath the cold Canadizn skies,
far, far away from ber own Ewerald I.le, the
land of her pativity ;> and, with bumid eyes aod
8 heavy heart, he turned bim from the zrave 1ato
which calumny had cast her, and sbuddered as
he passed the little throng of women, and heard
the smotbered sob which Augusta Seton. now re-
stored to comsctouspess, vainly strove to repress.

Returned to his httle Presbytery, the good
Father selected one of several designs which bad
been sent him, intending to ramse a simple mooy
ment to the memory of Aileen Desmond ; 1t was
placed in the cemetery of St, Croix the follow-
ing week—it bore only her name and age, with
the date of her death, acd the following touching
words, intended by the good Father as a warn-
to the passer by :

¢ HERE RESTETH, IN HUMBLE HOPE OF A BLESS
ED IMMORTALITY, THE INNOCENT
VICTIM OF CALUMNY.
K. I. P.
Thea, anxious as saon as possible to d.scharge

of Aileen, placed in the writing desk amongst
varions other articles about to be taken to Eng-
land ; and perused with a most pamnful interest
some verses in the album, the date they bore
showiog clearly that they were written some
months previous, when ske first became a prey
to severe mental anxiety. They ran as follows:
My sunny days are past
Like dreams away.
Like flowers in antoma blast,
Like showers in May:
Like rainbaw tinted colora,
O'er gloomy skiea;
Like storm lights gilding
The landscape’s dyes;
Like dear friends partiog,
Ne'er to return ;
Like tapera glowing,
When last they tu-p,
So bave the hnpy houra
Of girlbood flad,
When all seemed beauty;
E re faith was d:ad.
Faith ! 'twae but faith io earth ;
Trust! ''was bat trust in dreams.
The faith in Heaven remains,
Eternal are its beams ;
But earth and earthiy hopes,
They shull retarn no more,—
Viasiona of brizhter thinys
That were in store.
But sball I moarn the light
Faded from earth awary ;
That love must know a blight,
And friendship gee decay;
That trasted ones and true,
E'en they should halpless prove ?
No; brighter 13 the view
Of Heaven and rest above
Darkregs makes thee more bright,
Home of my weary beart ;
Father | Thy glorious light
‘Marks out my chosen part ;
To Thee, my God, I turn,
I tury, alone
The Cross’s dear decree
Shall gaio a thrane.”

With a heevy sigh the good Father replaced
the verses, and was still turping over the leaver
of tte alhum when a knock at the door disturbed
his melancholy occupation.

He was told that a lady awarited his attend
ance in the church, The scene of the morning
recurred to his memory. The sorrow and re
morse of Augusta Seton was excessive. Was
the lost sheep returning to the told 2 Was it
the proud and imperious lady, who bad swned so
deenly, who required his ministrations? )

Yes, he was not mistaken. In the dimly-
hghted chapel, one solitary tamp alone burned
near the altar, on which the “resence of our
Lord reposed, and prostrate before it was tbe
veiled figure of 3 woman, a deep sob ever and
again, breaking the silence that reigned around.

She keard, ant knew well, the souod of that
footsteep, but still ske knelt unmoved, Oae mo-
ment more and the mastery over self was com
plete ; and, with the words, *God be merciful
to me a siner’ trembling on her lips, the miser-
able Augusta, who had hovered, as it were, on
the brink of despair, arose from her kaees, and,
with » steady step, entered a confessional 1 the
stde aisle of the church,

. L - * L3 *

. * L] - . [

'The dav followiog that of the interment of
Aileen, Father Cleveland devoted to examiping
and answermg the letters which had been for-
warded from’ various parties, and which confain—
ed remittances of subscriptions for the destitute
parents of the unfortanate Aileen, The collec
tion Iiad. already reached a handsome sum, and
be was congratulating hmself that be had it in

der the beartfelt sorrow they must necessanly
suffer, when a slight tap at tbe door dlsturl‘)e.d
his reflections. - -

~The:-visitor wag -none other than Augusta

::;?lv‘l " ,e"de“"""g’to restore.suspended anima-

Seton,

a melrocholy duty, he exammed the papers|

his power to-take them this slight alleviation un- |
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The exnression of intense pain which her fea-
tures had worp when be bebeld ber on the day
precinus had passed away,and bad giver place to
that nld weary look which be had seen before.
He observed her tremble, and ooticed too that
as she passed the table to reach the chair which
be had drawn forwards for her use, that her hand
rested one moment on 1t, ss though for support ;
then, as if determining to conquer her emotion,
she drew herself up to her full height, and with a
strong effort to raaintain, 'a¢ least an air of out
ward composure, she took the seat he bad placed
for her use.

A painful pause ensued; she was berself the
first to break the silence.

¢ You will accept thie trifle for the subscrip-
tion,’ she said, and her voice slightly faliered as
she spoke, ¢ 1 bave come to bid you furewell,
for it is not likely we shall ever meet again on
earth. I wish to fell how much 1 thavk you for
your personal kindoess to myself, who havell
deserved it ; to beg you fo pray for me; and
when the vast ocean shall separate us, notto
forget the uobappy Augusta Seton, for whose re-
pentance you have labored. 1 leave Toronto
in a few days for New York, and would not
have infruded on you so suddenly but that [
feared your prior departure from 1thiz place.—
You go very soon, Jo you not ?° she added.

* In one week,” was the brief reply.

‘T am about to enter the novictate i a con-
vent of Poor Clares,’ she replied. ¢ This is the
life of seclusion and penance I meditated follow—
ing from the moment I witnesced ker death.’

Time, and the noviciate itse!f will show whe-
ther a religious life be really the state yau are
called upon te choose, Miss Seton ; rest assured
1 wl not forget to pray for you.?

¢ Yes, thatis all I ask,” she murmured, as she
rose from her seat, ¢ I desire your prayers, Fa.
ther, that T may remain steadfast in my present
purpose ;’ and as the one obce provd and
haughty Auvgusta stood before him, now so sub-
dued, and penitent, and humble, the gtod priest
sent up from the depths of his own heart a fer-
vent thanksgiving, that she who had so greatly
sinned had become so changed. But the fare-
well bad to be spoken: and if the good Jesuit
had been a stern monitor, for that very reason
be was her truest friend, and for a moment she
stood with clasped bands aod tearful eyes before
hm—he, the very personification of holiness and
dignity combined — and the bitter uarecallable
past welled up into her mind, and her assumed
compozure seemed ahout to desert her as the
mowent approached for the farewell to be pro-
nounced.

Widhful to close the interview then, be him.
self tock h: initiative, and extending bis hand
exclamed :

¢ Farewell, Miss Seton ; may the blessing of
Heaven rest upon those efforts you shall make to
lead 2 good acd virtwous Dife; may it accept
and briog to a happy fulfi'meot the resolve you
have made to atone for past errors by a hfe of
self denial,’

And the good priest looked not sternly down,
as when, on her last wisit to his little Presbytery,
the sin-laden, miserahle Augasta wmplored his
permmstion to attend her victim, but with eres
uprassed to heaven, called down 1ts blessing on
the head of the penitent, who for one brief mo-
ment koelt before him.

Stll one moment mare, and then the words
¢ Farewell, forget not to pray for me, sounded
i s eare ; and she, the sorrow-stricken woman,
pale, tearless, and composed, met s pitymng
goze. A world of anguish, of subdued grief, of
remorse, was in that face; one momeat, and the
repentant sinner hed vanished forever from his
sight. i

CHAPTER X!X.--STILL IN TROUBLL.

A very few weeks after the death of Aileeq,
Father Cleveland, but just returned from Canada,
left home early one mormng, w order to break
to the Desmonds the mouroful ictelligence he
had to communicate respecting the death of their
uofortunate child, _

A letter be had received from Maud, og the
very day that he was summoned to attend vpon
Aileen, had mnformed him of the meeting of his

sister with the Desmonds, of the state of poveriy |

10 which they were plunged, and that she had
ofiered them a home n her own house vatil they
should receive a remittence from their daughter,
With a something of nervous agitation be litted
the knocker ; and, after waiting a few moments,
sgain knocked, at this time more loudly than be-
fore ; he hstened attentively, and was convinced
he heard footsteps and the murmur ol voices
withia ; but stil the door was not opeped.; and
then, becomag impatient, be gave a .third-and
louder summous (or admittance. v
To this more imperative dewand, an.angwer
was vouchbsafed from tha area door; and the
following colloquy then took place between him-
self and the Irish servaat : '
* Who 1 it you'd be afther wanting, sir;
there’s not a sowl at home barring myself.’

Fatber Cleveland did not at ail rehsh this new
mode of anoounciog himself, and repled:

¢ T wish to see Mr. and Mrs. Vivian; I am
Mrs. Vivian’s brotber.’

¢ Och, pow, and you don’t think I was born
yesterday, do you 7> said Pat ; ¢ This is anotber
thrick got up by the limbs ot the law.

A faint and very pawnful suspicion of the real
stale of the case shot acrass the miad of the
good Father, and be replied :

¢ My good man, [ wish you would come up to
the door; [ am a Catholic priest, and rzust see
your mistress on most urgent business, ymme-
diately.’

* Och, yez are a wolf o sheep’s clothing,
that’s what [ takes yez to be, replied the pro-
voking Pat; *for, shure. 1su’t Mrs, Vivian’s
brother, his riverence, Father Cleveland, far
away i Amerikay? Noaw, yez can’t take
Pat Magrath at bis time of life at sll, at all ; so,
if ye’ll be afther calling about seven o'clock in
the evening, 11’s myself who'll be tethng Mrs.
Virian that yez calizd at the house, and thea she
can see yez or got as she plases.’

Annoyed as be was at the cool indiffereace of
the man, Wather Cleveland felt that there was
nothing to do but submut; and he therefore
turned away from the house, suspecting what was
really the case, that the tiresome fellow was
some fasthful servant of Lhe Desmonds, and who,
it ar peared, could serve Maud’s turn no less
fasthfully f accasion required,

He determined, however, not to trust merely
to calling at the house, suspecting, az he did,
that circumstances were such as to lead them to
them to turn their home into aspecies of fortress ;
therefore, immndiately on his return, he penced
a note te Mauil, requesting her to be at home at
eleven on the follawing morning, and not 1o con-
sign him to the tender mercies of Pat Magrath,

Accordingly the next day, at the appninted
time, he agan presented himself at M ud®s re
sidence ; no question of a ready answer now §
there was Dand, and Vieian ton, with faces
aoxious rud troubled enough, at the parlor -
dow, awsiting lis coming.

¢ The Desmonds — where are those poor old
peaple ?’ was Lis mquiry, after the first words of
congratulation had passed between them.

They are in the drawing-room,” replied Maud.
¢ They do not krow that you were to be here
this oromg. She is dead. We felt certain of
this from tbe black seal on your letter ; and now,
your very looks tell us we are correct.’

¢ Yes, poor Aileen s indeed no more,! an-
swered Father Cleveland. * At some future
time, Maud, T will communicate to vou ber sad
story—a story that cannol be too widely knowa
or circulated, Now let me, at once, to my most
paioful duty ; the sooner it is discharged the
better for all parties.’

¢ Poor Mrs. Desmongd is very ill,; said Maud
rising fo lead the way ; she 13 breaking up fast,
between poverty and trouble. You are, of
eourse, aware, from the letter 1 sent you when
in Canada, that they bave no means of their own.
We took them with a view of securing shelter
and food for them to the hest of ocur pawer, bat
we are so miserably poor ourselves, Vivian hdr-
ing been some time out of employment.’

¢ Yes, we have had hard times lately, ex-
clatmed her husband ; * no doubt you guessed as
much from the uncourtecus reception Pat gave
you yesterday. We were very sorry we were
not at home.

¢ Pat quite convinced me that he took me for
a lawyer’s clerk in disgurse,’ rejomed the prrest ;
¢ and showed me, without a doubt, that he can
serve your furn quite as faitblully as that of his
old master. | am wmuch grieved, Vivian, that
you are 1o suck terrible straits,’ ‘

¢1 bope, however, that there 1s a2 mliver lining
to the cloud, said Viviaa. ¢ T have some intei-
est with an influential friend, who gives me hopes
of eveatually oblaning me a situation in ooe of
the goverament offices, so that we may, after all
our irials, hope for better times.’

¢ 1 stall, indeed, be rejoiced to hear of such an_
end to your tronbles, Now, Maud, lead the
way,’ said Father Cleveland, sighing hearily as
be followed his sister from the room.

Poor Mrs. Desmond was reclining on the
couch, her aged husbaad sitting beside. her, with
s hands on his koees, bending over the smsll
bit of fire which the grate contained. The room
bore a very seedy appearance, every article not
strictly pecessary having long since found its way
to the pawnbroker’s shop, to meet the wants of
the increased household of the Vivians.
~ Altogether it was a depressing scene. ' Years
had passed since Father Cleveland had seen the
D:smoods, and, therefore, did pot remember
im ; bat as the words: of .introduction fell hesi-
tatiogly from Maud’s lips, the old-:man slarted
from bis seat,’and Mrs, Desmond, clasping ber
bands togetber, laoked ‘as if her life depeaded
upon what be should tell them. ", L
¢.Youare from Caoada, Father 1"-exclaimed

my daughter? Have you seen or heard of her
during your short residence there 7

¢ bave seea ber, and—"’

¢ She ie dead 1 tell us the worst al osce, in-
terrupted the poor old lady, suddenly startiog
from 1he couch. ¢ My child, my Aileen, shall I
never—never see you more 7’

¢ Be comforted, my good old friends,’ said tte
Jesuit ; ‘your Aileen has, indeed, pussed to a
better world. Wil it not be a source of conso-
lation to you to koow that I was witk her in her
last moments ; that I am the bearer of a mes-
sage to you ; that for you she offered her last
prayers ; that she died perfectly happy and re—
signed.’

But for a while the poor old people were as
the Rachel of Holy Writ, ¢ for they wept for
their child, and would not be comforted, because
she was not ;* and some time passed before they
could histen to the soothing words of consolation
which fell from the gaood priest’s lips; aad when,
at last, he could obtain A hearing, and the sor-
row-stricken parents could calmly listen, it was
Ins painfuf task briefly to sketch torth, softening
the herrors of his tale as far as in his power, the
sad events which had led to the death of Aileen.
Thea, too, rame the anonuncement of the by na
means iasignificant sun: which had been rawsed
for thewr use, it being upwards of a thousand
pounds, five hundred having been presented by
the uohappy Miss Seron. Here was a great
difliculty, for peer Me. Desmond was proud, and
proud people are always sensitive. 'With what
care wmust he not mention the subscription.—
Muzbt it not lock to the hereaved parents as 1f
those who had inflicted the injury had thought to
make reparation by their gold ?

Very deheatelv then, did Father Cleveland
touch upon this subject 5 very much did he dwell
upan the itter remorse of her who had deait the
wound, and upan the deep sympathy and hearty
concurrence of those who had never injured their
child in word or deed —it was, he said, but a
kindly trsbute to departed worth 3 and they must
nat forget that the last hours of Aileen had been
southed by the remembrance of what had been
doae for her parea's.

Paor Father Tleveland—it was some fLime

Mr. Desmond, ¢ Can - you give e tdings of

before be could smooth down tkeir jarred feeling,
50 as to lead them to think calinly of accepting
the sum he bad ip ns possession ; the only sooth~
ing reflection by which it was accompanted was
the rememberance that they would be able, thep
said, to belp dear Maud, instead of being a bur-
den to herself and ber kind-hearted husband any
longer.

Before he left them, then, he placed in thew
hands the sum of money he had brought from
Canada, and promising to come again very
shortly, and to send them the various articles
which bad belonged to the lost one, and which
be had broeght 1o Eoneland, he bade them adieu.

In the hall he met Pa1, who, with a very rue-
ful expression of countenance, besonght bis Re-
verence’s pardon for having mistaken bim for
one of thnse spalpeens of the law ia disguise, ad-
ding, ¢ Its a shame that the likes of me didn’t
kaow Madam’s brother at a glance—1 can never
forgive myself at all, at all, for laving your
Rivercnce out on the door steps, instead of
shewing yez in till the Misthress returped.’

At last the gond Father satished Pat that he
geed not trouble limeelf any more about the
matter ; but we think that, ona future occasion,
should be have the chance, he will be too careful
to mistake the Jesuit Priest for a lawyer’s clerk,.

¢Itis an atmosphere of distress which per—
vades my poor sister’s household,” thought the
good Fatber to himeell, as he turned sadly away ;
¢ well, I am glad of one thing, and that is, that
the two eldest children are being well looked
after ; aod as to other matters, Maud and Vinian.
do seem changed a little for the better; any
way, they will have a reward for the good action
they performed in sheltering those poor old peo-.
ple? ‘
Yes, as time passed on, for his stay n England
was of some months’ duration, Father Clevefand -
bad reason to be better satishied with his way- -
ward sister ; you see, she ‘was a- compound of
folly and good nature ; thoughtless and hLitherto
improvident, was i not theimprovidence, 1 some
degree, of those whose means are of that fluctua- -
ling and precarious nature, as 1o present them
with a ready excuse, when occisionally they
choose to indulge in acts of extravagance.:

CHAPTER XX,—A CHANGE FOR THE BETTER.
Five years have passed since Ajleen Desmond

-} was faid 1o her Canadian grave. Let ug see, as

faithful chroniclers are bound to do, how time
Liath tared with those of. whom we have been.
telhog you. . . . .
:Fa@hg;li (Clevelaod is once again m this modern _ .
Babylon, this. Landon of ours; be is about to..
visit, Maud 5 let 08 accompany .him, and.see if , -
the once reckless, thaughtless Maud has changed.
.. The good Father bas “altered somewhat—bis 1.
step 1s less buoyant Jhis cheatnut bair s, wreathed ;;
here: qn‘(i thére with a “silvery thread, yet. ke 1s.



