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_ their feelings, and Clara could indulge ber tears

' deeply repented them. She felt that she bad
.wounded him deeply—that she haé added ano-
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CLARA LESLIE. {

4 TALE QF QUR OWKH TIMES.
cAPTER Vur—Continued.

The first bell rung out at thts mowmeunt, ana the
door of the church was throws open. A few
solitary figures made their way up the gravel
walk aod ranged themselve: oo 1he benches,—
men op one sile, women on the other. There
were some young rmen who had walked out ex-
pressiy from Oxlord, and the metlow light from
the painted windows fell on their devout and
koeeliog forms. The height of the building gave
its small proportions an air of simple solemaity
and awe; the chaste white cioss over the altar,
the plain Gregorian chant, alternateiy sung by
men and women, the sad, monotonous, rapid read-
ing of the clergyman,—there was au indescribable
melascholy tn the whole thipg. It swited all

without fear of bemg observed. Alan met her
at the door. He was even softer and sadder
than usual, and be seemed to remark her quiet
looks. Douglas acd Miidred appeared to wish
to be alone, and walked on first, while the others
hagered silently aloag the road. Gay parties of
nders and walkers, talling loudly and eagerly,
contipually passed them. The evening was caim
and beautiful, as Engiish autumn evenings often
are; thesun was stakiwng o lbe west, and gilding
the old towers as they approached. o the right
lay Magdalen, bare and naked below, rich in
tracery and pinnacles as it approached heaven-
ward ; the Isis flowed caimiy beneath. Then

gin's, soarmng ia ita lopeliness il almost in the
azure above; Chrst Church, with ils green
meadows ; aad Derton its still unfinished beauty.
Clara’s eyes warndered from ooe o the other,
and the towers of Magdalee spoke to ber of the
Christian’s life, advauciag in grace and beauty
the more he presses onwards to perfection’ and
she said ber thoughts aloud. S

¢I'could look st Magdalen forever,’ said she
earnestly ; ¢ Nothug pleases me in Oxford hke
Magdalea.’

Her observation interrupted the train of Alan’s
sed thoughts, He bad beec gaziog at the long
foved scene in all its rich beauty, as if taking his
last look : for he was going to accompany them
to Londop the next day, uncertan whether be
ever returned. Cold looke and suspicious glances
had been bis pertion since his arrival from his
companions ; frowns and very irtelligible hints
irom supertors: and his resolution to go to Lon-
doa bad been finally takea that mornng. The
only poict in the scese ttat spoke of bope and
peace to him was the spire of St. Mary's, and
there his eye had been resting, unconscious that
similar thoughts had been passing through Clara’s
mad. He looked for @ momesnt towards the
poiat where Clara’s eye directed him, thew re-
plied 0 a low, earnest tone—

s Yes ; he advances in grace ; but there s
the emblem of & higher ffe. How stern and
loaz 15 the spire of St. Bary’s! bhow richly
adorned the tower from which it springs! And
so God would bave us put off those earthly af-
fections wherewith be has so richly blessed ug,
and arise from them to a iife of stern lonetiness,
where, stripped of all but Him, we may live to
Him zlone. May He ocly give usgrace to part
with thers when He calls ¥

Clara understocd him but too well @ she
heaved a deep but suppressed sigh, aed said o
thing.

«Do yougo with us to-morrow to London,
Alap 2. said she at {ast, in a voice of afected fa-
difference,

Yee, he replied; *and I bave partiy told
Douglas the errand that carries me hitber.’

¢ Wiat did he say ?* asked Clara,

¢ He was greally grieved, asd tried to reason
me into what be called my ¢ nght sepses ;' and
thea be put before me all the ties of home and
{riends and couniry to retam me. He ssked me
whether [ had no more love for what was oace
80 dear to me—honors at Oxford, the Auglican
priesthood. - He seemed to thick me bewitched.’

¢ And have you no more tove for thewm, Alan ¥
exclaimed Clara passionately. ¢ Oh, you koow
not the agony you will cause lo tkose you leave
bebind— . .

She bad oo sooter uttered the words than she

ther pasg to bis already laceratéd spirit ; and she
stopped abruptly. Alan made a violeat effort to
be perfectly calm; but he spokein 2 voice. of

¢0.'Clara, 1 thought you would kave under-
stood me better o

They had reached'.the end of the Batanic Gar-

~and Mildred were fookiog back for them to ‘join
- them. He stopped short. . . o
eping. [ smll

Ste clung to bis arm.

¢ Alan, do oot leave me io anger !’

‘1 am not angry, Clara. I could not be ao-
gry.. I only cannot come home tbis evening.—
Pity e, and pray for me.

He bastily ieft ber, passed the iron gate of the
meadows, and in an 1ostant bad disappeared into
the Merton Waltk,

He walked oo a quick pace, unconscious of
any thiog around hum, turned ioto the Long
Walk, then cut across tewards Folly Bridge,
and round the meadows by the water’s edge.—
The river flowed silently aleng; gay skiffs
weie gliding upon 1t;—he had so olten rowed
there in younger and happier days!—lttle
children, 10 ther pretty dresses and feathered
hats, were bowling thewr hoops under the trees
to the right, as he passed. They were happy;
and be had once walked there almost as light and
full of glee. He sat down upon a bench; Lhe
Cherwell flowed at his feet ; a large branch of a
tree bung over 1t on one side, analher tree cut
off the view on the other. DBeyond lay the
long-loved spires glowing in the soft evening
light. Tt was as if mode for a picture. e
had often sat there aud sketched it, and the fin-
ished drawing hucg n Clara’s sanctum,—a pre-
cious memente, He could not control himself;
the tears fowed fast. s was a gentle-sensitive
spirit ; misunderstanding galled it more than any
thing oa earth. But the balm of Gilead grew
hard by. He took a small crucifix, which ke
always bore, out of his bosom. 1i had been De
Grey’s present long years before. Ob, waz not
His a hfe of msunderstanding? The tears
flowed faster and more {reely ; they were not the
bitter, burping drops that had first fallen, for
they were shed at the foot of the Tree of Cal-
vary, and there was bealiog in the dew that fell
from 1ts overhanging Branches, and there was
lore and spmpathy in the look of Him who huag
thereon ; and Alan’s ardent gaze was fastened
on the thorny Crown, and the pierced Hands,
aod the wounded Side, drinking in consolation
and balm through those open Wounda.

‘I ae ready,’ said ke, as he rose, and pursued
bis way slowly and thoughtiully along the wind-
ing path back to the Long Walk. ¢ Farewell,
loved Osxford,’—he again stopped and leaned
aganst & tree ; ¢ wWitness, ye ancient shades, how
1 love thee still! Farewell, first love of my
boyish years, dear ourse of my boyish ambition !
‘T'bere 1s none left now who can understand what
upseen power drags me from thne arms, and
throws me forth on an uatried, unkuown system,
lo wake up, perbaps, too late, and fiad myself a
beart-broken exile, banished for ever from home
and thee.” He paused. The evening was rapidly
closing in, and the mystertous sighing above bim
of the old trees in the mght-wind seemed therr
eloqueat apswer lo the patbetic adieus, He
looked up. Thei: overbangiog branches io the
dim twilight seot a sensation of awe through his
over-excited mud, and they seemed to wail, like
tbe guardian spirits of Oxford, over her prodigal
child. * Farewell,” he repeated, as if 1o answer ;
¢ farewell for ever! Yes, mysterious form,” ke
continved, wilth a sudden start, and quickly pur-
suing ins road along the avenue, ‘T follow thee !
Thou beckonest me opwards with thy words of
motberly tenderaess and authority. Onf on! I
follow thee ; ¢ come weal, come wog,' in hfe or
1 deatk, [ am pow thine

<He reached the cloister-gate, and paced up
the dim arches, crossed the small quadrangie, aed
found himself 1o Tom Quad cace more,

A gay whistle saluted his ears. He tried to
escape, but it was impossible ; the yoaug man
hailed lum as be tried to pass unnoticed iz the
increastag darkness.

¢ Hatloa, Leslie! is that you? Whatare you
domg bere so late? And what are youwm such
a burey about ¥ . .

¢ I might ask the same of you, Courtnay ?’ said
Alan, with as much cheerfuiness as he could as-
suge. © Wiere are you going at this bour 7 7
am bound to my rooma.

¢ was going to see Tienley,’ replied the other
carefessly ; ¢ but that wili oot hinder me trom
walking 2 liutle way with you,’ he added, turniog
and pulting bis arm withic Alao’s. ¢ I waated to
ask you whether all the reports 1 hear about you
are true 2

¢ What reports I’ said Alan, mauning himseif
for auy thing that might come out.

t Furst, ig 1t true that you are going
to-morrow 1’ asked he.

¢ It g5 true tbat I am gowg to accompany my
sister to London ' be rephed ; © but what of that 7

¢ Why, they say your friend De Grey bas been
leaving no stose unturned to pervert your mind
sice his conversion,’ replied Courtnay,  and that
you are £ow going up 10 Loqdon to be.admuled
into the Catholic Church, with your sister and
brother’s wife, De Grey baving paid youa wisit
in the country and succeeded m pervertiog ther

i 0a.” - ey
e c{;rim‘ a tissue of falsehoods !’ said Alan io-
digoaatly. ¢ bave oot even beard .trom -De

to leave us

“seddiyou 'in thé ‘mormng ; - go: aad ‘join’ ihem,
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ford. De Grey, has never dong or saud any thing
to persuade any one ¢f my family or myseif teo

take the step he has done. I am not aware any

one of them kaows lum even by, sight.’

‘T am glad to hear t,) smd Courtnay; ¢1
always liked your friend De Grey’s looks.” Tius
was true, and Alan moreover knew that Court-
nay, though still so very young and thougbtless,
hkad taken some trouble to make his acquaintance
at a lime when others were’'shunpniog him.—
¢ Then I hope we shall see you back very soon
among us,’ sa1d he, stopping, and warmly shaking
haods with Alan ;¢ and I will take gnod care to
coatradict these loolish reporta, T am very glad
I have met.you.”

Alan besitated a momeat.

¢ No, Courtnay,’ said he at last; *say all you |
{ike about De Grey, bul do not mention me m
aoy way.’ :

Courtnay seemed struck.

¢ Why,” said be aoxwously;, ¢ since there 15 no |
cause for them ? '

¢1 did not say there was no cause-for them,
Courtnay,’ replied Alan. 1 can trust you,
Courtnay,’ added be burriedly ; ©spare wme any
more. 1 have suffered deeply. [ must still suf-
fer moch.

Courtnay stood sileat 3 momeal.

“Iam young, Leshe, I koow. I have not
studied these things; indeed I koow nothing of
them. But let me eatreat you oot to be rash.’

¢ No, Courtoay, I have not been rash,’ said
Alan sadly, but frmly. ¢ TFarewell, We may
uot meet again in this world, Thick of me
sometimes—may I say with indulgence still 1—
Dao not tet anyone warp the good judgment and |
kind beart (God bas given you when 1am gone.
Fareweli, dear Courtoay.’

He wrung his baad, and burned away.

Courtnay stood looking after im, The whole
thing was a mystery to bia; but he truly loved
Alan.

¢ Never did there beat a kigder or more parn.
est heart than that I’ murmurdd he, as be silently
turned to retrace his steps. ¢ How [ shall miss
them both 1

CHAPTER IX.—~A 5AD RETURN.
“Thy treasursed hones and raptores high,
Unomurmaring let them go;
Nor grieve Lhe biiss abould quickly dy
Which Chriss dizdained to know."”
Keble,
Tke journey to London was a sad and silent
one. Alan did not see them till the hour for the
departure of the trawn was come, and Lhen there
was osly time to hurry down to the station,.—
Every ome looked constrained,—Doaglas hurt
and vexed and cold ; Mildred sad and thoughtful,
but gentle as usual. Alan’s (ace worea Exed
expression of sorrow, which he now did oot at-
tempt to conceal. Clara’s only spoke of the
heavy heart withm. The one snbject seemed to
be avoided by common coucent, and co oae made
any remark even when, at the Loodon station,
Alan, after seeing them igto a cartiage, out hus
own things into anotber cab, Clara was standing
at the door of the cab in surprise while the fast
arraogements were being raade. He pet his !
head ia at the door.
¢ Good by, Douglas,’ saud be, in a tose of un-
mixed sorrow, i
Ttey silently shook bhands; Mildred did the]
sarze, with au expression of deep coancern; and
thea came Clara’s turn. (!
¢ Alan, where are you going 7’ she now ex-
claimed. l
Alan glanced at Douglas, and burriedly kissed |
ber in sifence.
¢ Alan ! she exclaimed agam,  when am I to
see you again? We cannot part thes’

¢ I don’*t know—1I canaot teli,’ said be, almost
overcome. ‘I cannot be with you w London.
God bless you, dearest Clara.!

She would bave detained i ; but Le broke
away, Jomped into the cab, and mouioned te the
mac to drive off,

Clara stood for an iastact looking after bim,
hurried icto the other carriage, and, regardless
of everytbing around ber, buried her face in the
corner, and burst mto an agony of tears.

The New Road seemed endiess. Park Square
was passed, aod the cab turned up Osnaburgh
Terrace. Ciara had not locked up; but now,
soo:hed by DMuldred’s tender maunner, and the
tears she saw glstening in her eyes, she recol-
lected that she was making an uohappy scene
just on her first arrival at her mew bome, and
roused herself so far as to be decently composed
wnen the door was opened ; and with smiles and
curtseys the servants stood ready to welcome the
bride. Letters were Iying on the drawing-room
table ; there were several-for Mildred and Doug-
las, aod one for Clara, with the Ashton post-
mark, but io a strapge band. Clara retired to a
window and hastily broke the seal. The others
were too busy with their own letters to observe
her_ silence; for Mildred was galy calling on
Douglas to laugh over oge she seemed greatly to
enjoy, and.be.was smiling as be pever smiled- to-
any:one but ber, as beleaned over the back of ber

e B e T T L

Sa

TEM

allow you to go on associating with him-—at any

Algn’s state of mind -

_ CATHOL IC CHRONICLE.

BER 7, 1866.

chaw. Clara’s figure at last attracted them.—
She was standing leaniog agmunst the window,
her band, with the open letter, hanging listiessly
by ber side, and her bead resting on the wall.—
Every particle of color had left her cheek, and
she looked hke some marble statue of grief, her
bonaet iallen at ber feet, and ber travelling wrap-
pers hapging negligently around her. Mildred
looked alarmed, and went up to her. She al-
lowed her to seat ber in a chair without resistance,
but nothing but the same fixed, pale look of grief
was the answer to DMildred’s tenderly-repeated
question : * Dear, dear Clara, what 15 the matter?
Tell me what 3s the matter —till suddenly, a
flood of tears coming to her relief, she exciaimed
e a voice of agony :

+O papa ! dear papa !’ and sank on Mildred’s
bosom.

¢ What is it, Clara 7’ sayd DMildred. ¢ May I
read the letter !’ '

¢ O, yes; he is ill,) said Clara, sobbing con-
vulsively, ¢ very il ; and T was not there! He
cannot even write. O, read it, and see what
Mr. Wingleld says. I bave scarcely read it; I
couldc’t,

Douglas took 1t from ber head.

follgws 1 —

It was as

¢ Astton-le-Mary.

¢ My dear DMiss Leslie,—T1 little thought when
I arnved bere this moruing that I should bave
the sad task of telling you of the diness of your
dear father. 1 passed lere on my way back
from ——shire, and was greatly grieved to bear
from Mrs. Selwyo taat Mr. Lestie was suffering. |
1 weat directly to the Rectory, hoping I might
be of use, and found be Ead been mliag ever
since you weat away witha severe cold and
cough, and that he bad Dbecome suddenly warse |
the day before. 1l: asked me to write to you,
but not to trighten you, and direct my letter to
Ounaburgh Terrace, as you wonld be there the
pext day. He thought he would like you to
shorten gour visit in London. I think the fear
of spoding your pleasure at Oxford has hindered
him {rom mentioning his tliness before; and itis
but right to say, tbat I thiok the sooner you re-
turo to Ashton the better, as it may be losg be-
fore be gets over a severe attack like the oue he
has gone through.

¢ Praying that God may support you o all the
trials He sends and bless them to your eternal
good, believe me, m Him, yours very faitbiully,

¢C. R. WinGrigLD.

Douglas’s voice was only interrupted during
the reading of this letter by Clara’s suppressed
sabs. Douglas cast a glance of deep anxisty at
Mildred, who watched his countenance. They
hoth knew well whbat an 1laramation of the chest
with Mr. Laéslie was, and they were fully aware
of tts dapger.

¢ Cheer up, Clara,’ said Douglas; ¢ you must
not give way so. L do mot think he is 30 very
il

Clara shook her nead, shrupk away, and clung
close to Maldred.

¢O Alan! Alan ! said sbe, ber sobs redoub-
ling.

Ciara fhad never opened her mind to her elder
brother ; be was rather an object of awe to her.
Mildred undersivod her better, and she cast a
sigmficant look at hirm.

‘ Leave us,” suid she in a low tone; and he
instantly deft the room.

¢ Dearest Clara,” said she soothingly, her own
tears falling fast, * put your trust in Ged. He
sever willingly afilicts ; whom He loveth He
chasteneth.’

‘0 Mildred I said Clara, I could bear this
were Alag here ; but why did be send him away
10 that cruel mancer 2 Ob, papa would not bave
doce if, dear, dear papa! But you will under-
stand me now,” Aad she raised berself, and
turned away with a fresh Bood of tears.

¢ Dearest Clara, what do you mean? said
Mildred balf reproachfully. ¢ Do you thiak that
a few days can cbaoge a friendship of years, or
thal T am oot your friend apy longer because I
am Douglas’s wife,~—~your very own sister 7'

Clara bad already repented. She threw ber-
self hack agaio toto Mildred’s arms. .

¢Ob, no, Mildred ; I only thought you would
think all Douglas did right. Alan would never
bave left me 1n that way had not he told him ke
must pot see me.’ ‘

' But, dearest Ctara,’ satd Mildred, ¢ could be
do otherwise? He koows your ardent dispom-
tion ; he knows Alan’s -immense influence over
you; and when he wae’ aware of the dreadful
step Alen 13 seemingly about to take, could he

rate for the present—till you had your father’s
sanction for 1t. Remember, you are under his
guardianship here, as long as you are away from
your father. - Dearest-Clare; ba reasonable; do
oot look at only one side of'the:.question.’. =
* And do you thiok; Mildred,” said Glara, ¢ that '
not seeing Alan will have the smallest wfluence
in keeping me from. joining the Chirch of Rome 2}
Are you  aware, Mildred; that:1 'bave known
these three‘months.’.
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Mildred looked graver, and still more sad.

¢ No, T was not aware of it, Clara ; you never
told me.

¢1 suppose you will think he was wrong to et
me see it,> said Clara.

¢ I must thigk it was ill-advised, dear Clara,’
said Mildred, with a sigh. ¢ Would your father
have liked it, had he known 1t, Clara ¥ said Mil-
dred tenderly.

Clara burst again into tears.

“O papa; papa! dear papa! O Mildred, [
dreaded this. T knew 1t was coming ; I feltit;
but I did not think it would came in this way.’

* Do not give way in this mananer, my dearest
Clara,’ returned Mildred ; ¢put your trustin
God ; there is stlf hope.!

¢ No, uo,’ said Clara agawmn, ¢ there was one
thing I dreaded, and it bas come. The shadow
of this sorrow has been over me long. I have
no hope.)

Iildred beat over her.

¢ Be it so; but have you forgotten that if we
are without chastisement, then are we bastards,
and not spns.

Clara became gradually stili; a new tram of
thoughts seemed passing over her mud. The
burst of natural, unchastened grief bad found its
remedy. She murmured half aloud, ¢ Yes, yes—

¥ Oh, shame upon the listless heart,
So 31d s sigh to heave,

As if tby Baviour had no part
in thoughts ibat make thee griavs;

“Youtd's lightning-flaah of joy secuce
Paszed seldom o'er this spright,—

A well of serioug thought, and purs,
Too deep for earthly light.

® Then grudge not llou the anguish keen,
That makes thoe likce thy Lord,

Aud learn to quit with eye soreus
Toy youth's idenl hoard-

¢ Thy treasw ed hopes and raptures high,
Unmurmuting let them go;

Nor grieve the bliss should quickly fiy
Which Christ disdained to know,”

Muldred pressed her closer and more tenderly
to her bosom, feeling that she now wdeed bad ag
elder sister’s charge over tins young, ardeat,
trusting, but inexperienced and unchastened
heart; and she ardently prayed that she might be
enabled to perform to her the part of the mother
she bad never known, .

Clara was now perfectly still. She lay with
her wet cheeks and her long tearful eyelashes
resting upon them, her bead Iying on Mildred’s
arm, her features gradually brightening ; and
Mildred could almost read one by oae the sev-
eral trains of bright and glorious things that were
floating before her—till a balf smile dawned on
her lips.

Douglas at this momeat entered, with aa in-
quiring look.

¢ She 15 better now,’ said Mildred.

Aad Clara apened her eyes and put out ker
band, and tlen fupg her arms round bis geck, as
if to ask for forgiveness.

Douglas kissed her with more tenderness thaa
usual.

¢ Clara,’ said he, ¢ I kave been giving all tie
pecessary orders. The frain starts ‘at three
shall you be ready?” '

* Thank you, Douglas, thank rou,’ said she
clinging (o kim; ¢forgive me for having beea
cross.’

¥ Cross, Clara? what about 2°

But Dlildred’s glance stopped him, apd ke
added :

¢Come, you must try and eat some lun-
cheon, and then by that time the carriage will de
bere.’

Clara turned sick at the thought of luncheon;
but there was no help for it,—she could not re-
sist trying to eat; and i an liour’s time they
were again on their way to Ashton:

The brief October evening bad logg set in,
and the cold wind was sighing through the trees
ere the station was reached. Clara’s gagerness
grew wilh every moment. She could with difi-
culty wait while the luggage was thrown on
the carriage, and ‘in a very few minutes they
were off, _ o S

The three miles seemed endless; and Midred
did not even hint at stopping at the'lodge for 2
moment to see her mother, whea she saw Clara’s
state of agitation.” " At last thé ligkts at the Rec-
tory. appeared in sight ; they drove up the sweep,
and in a moment Mrs. Wallis stood at the gate.
She bad heard the carriage wheels, and opened
the door just m time. Clara bastened out, and
threw her arms-around the old servact’s neck.—
Tte poor old woman could scarcely fiad words to
moswer her eager question, .

i How is papa 2. She diew-back and looked
in ber face ; it coafirmed ber fears. ¢Is ke
worse 7 Sarab, tell me, am X'{oo late ?’ she’ex~
clamed, io terrified acceats,

A kind touch was laid on herarm, and a gentle
voice said close beside hep, t¥. o PR
|4 Do dot be alarsied ; -Giod ‘may stil spare’bim .
td you; be is.a hittle more easy justmow.)  ©° "
| Ste tirnéd rduad, 70 57 -

a

7¢O’ Mr. ‘Witighield;" sbie*<aid;" birsting intor
rs; “T'am 50 triﬁcﬁ‘-bilig'aibtbfﬁ'bu.’
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