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e the ring, which Father Clement had often has mingled with all my hopes and dreams of future

to h POn the finger of Aimée La Voison, and linew happiness.
V CIgiven as the pledge of De Bourgain- "And yet, ry daughter, thou didst voluntarily

e'. forsake the place where he is worshipped, with all

7,t oubts were ended, and he stood waiting, on- the rites and cercmonies of our most holy faith;
h_ h e} shoul)d rise froml her devotions. to address tlou didst desert the altars where his image stands,

fervo e had ncarly finished them,--and as, in the renounce the ofices andl deeds of mercy, which, as

buirstfli her soul, the last words of her petition a member of this blessed house, it was thy duty to

atdibly from her lips: "IHoly Father, thou perform, and hide the in those w'ild and savagesalSt sale b
an sve hi ! Elessed Virgin, intercede for me, baunts, where never temple rose to the Most High,
ceiv hatch him fron the tonb which opens to re- ior holy chant of Christian tongue awoke the echoes

turne Sbe rose, and throwing hack her veil, of the heathen solitude."

a nd te the priest a face, which, even in sorrow " Father, his temple is the universe; why, then,
ty, tears, Was radiant with almost seraphic heau- should his service be coiibned to the narrow space
but She had believed berself atone with ber God ; enclosed by mortal hian1ds ? Thinkest thou the hum-

li t th -
a i¡i e Sight of Father Clenent she startcd, and ible offering of a contrite lezart will not rise with equal
sta h paeness overspread lier features. Bul in- acceptance to the throne of God, from the midst of

fore th blood rushed back ivith overwhelming his ovin matchle3 works, as fromn gorgeous altars,
her se beheld hin wvho had been a lather to surrounded by adoring crowds ?"

t n to De Bourgainville,-she marked the " My daughter," said the monk, with somewhat

hs Passion of his air, the pitying kindness of of sternness in his accent, " ho bas taught thee to
sobs -and, bursting into a passion of hysteric believe that our religion is epnnbered with vain
the al sank again poverless upon the steps or pomps and idie ceremonies ? Hast thou hcld com-
for the The kind heart of Father Clement bled munion vith those heretics, wio have come te in-
Proac uish that he witnessed, and iastily ap- vade our colony, to profane our temples, to overturn
gent, o e the object of his sympathy, he strove our faith, that thou speakest thus lightly of the vo-

Cy ta raise her from the ground. nerable worship which thy fathers have instituted,
the augter," he said, " thou hast cast thyself at and thy God bas condescendcd to accept 1"
soui 'ey.,at of God, and there poured out thy "Forgive me, father, if t have spoken with seem-

humble praver and supplication, uttering the ing irreverence of wvhat i hold most sacred. I meant
nio o of a meek and contrite spirit. Bevare, but to say that God is not confined to temples made

arsest tO u pollute this hallowed spot vith the with hands, and that, in ny ovn sveet island-home,
c art passion." I have knelt and vorshipped him witha as pure and

happ ather, reproach me not," exelaimed the un- holy fervour as ever warmed my heart before this
Go , in accents broken by ber sobs; " even blessed altar, and in the presence of these consecra-

e Permits my tears ; it is ho who has afiiicted ted objects."
the~ thinkest thou lie wili break, with his anger, Father Clement gazed upon her for a moment in

eebi0 reed which his hand has bruised V" silence, then said, in tones of.sorrow rather than of
isis abndant, my daughter, and it anger, " It is thon true, my daughter, that thou hast
tee tre I vould have thec feeo, if he has chas- been dwelling in that lonely isle ! Thou hast tempt-

ee, it bas been donc in mercy. Thou hast cd the fury of those frightful irapids, and preferred
the privileges vhich he offered thec ; thou their hideous discord to the sublime peals of the or-

dinre Christian comnunity where thy gan, and the chant of those holy nuns, who have
b Other placed thee, and hast chosen to thyself nurtured thee in their own bosoms, as a daughter."

th ' o VhOm God lias doubtless smitten te renind "And I render te them, father, a daughter's love,

0Pathy dependcnce and mortality." and more than a daughter's gratitude ; but my mo-
tio er, God formed my ieart for tender affec- tiher vas a denizen of the woods, and vith ber milk
as IVherefore, then, should he chastise me, be- 1 imbibed a love of freedon and of nature, which are
e i 1 are indulged the innocent emotions which inwrougit with my very being. My car is never

ated inmy nature I'" wearied by the music of those restless rapids, of
Perh cannot fathom his designs, my child ; but which thou speakest with so much horror,-my de-
%e ldh hast indolgcd these emotions to ex- votion kindles when I gaze upon the ample arch of

te t4 n the pleasures of an carthly love, forgot- heaven at noon-day, or at night, when glorious with
e gher and holier object of thy worship." its hoast of stars, and my eye dwells with unsated

therer, father, have I been thus ungrateful to pleasure on the boundless landscape, with all its ricbI h< or of my being. To him, each morning, variety of garniture."
laIta ,lfred the earliest incense of praise; my "My daughter, this is the romantic enthusiasm

rP7er, at night, has arisen to him ; and he of early youth-time and the owows of arth will


