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OGHAPTER 1V—CONTINUED.
' THE OoLD HOMB. :

uapd K. Bosan wished to make s Oatho-
qic of you? Wir. Yorke enid, hislip begln-
wning to curl. N :

Tae ckild lifted ber hend. « Mr. Rowan
“hsd rotbing to say about me,” she replied,
#qt wa8 my mother.” )

A slight emile went round the circle. They

ayuite approved of herreply., :
~ uBot you capnot Tecollect your ‘maother?”
Mr, Yorke continued. - o
uOb! yes” Edith said with animation. - ¢l
remember how she Jooked, and what she sald.
She made me hold up my hands, and promise
‘that I would be 5 Roman Catoolloif 1 had to
dla for it. And that was the last word she
sover sald.” ‘ i

Mr. Yorke gave a short nod. To his mind
-the matter was ssttled. ¥ Nest cepas ?” he
sald to his wife.

She bowed gravely. ©There i8 no other
way. 1t is Impossible to aek her to break &
promise 85 glven. When she 18 older she
can ohoose for herself.”

« Well, you hear, girls 7" Mr. Yorke sald,
Jooking at hls danghters, * Now take her,
and msake ber teel at home.”

Mies Yorke was dignified and jnscrutable,

“Hester upmistakably cold, but Clara took her
wcousin’s band with the utmost cordiality, and
wasg leadiog ber from the room, when Edith
stopped short, bei eyes attracted by a cablinet
portrslt in oils that stood cn a shelf near the
door. This portrailt 1epresented a young
xmas, with one of those ugiy, besutiinl faces
which fascinate us, we know not why. Care-
Jess, prcinee locks of golden brown clustered
around his bead, steady, ogate colored eyes
HJollowed the beholder wherever he went, and
seemed at once defyicg bim to escape and
.entresting him not to go, and the sunshine
of a hidden smila softened the curves of the
smouth and chin. :

Edith’s eyes sperkled, her face grow crim-
-som, snd she clasped her hands tightly oa her
‘breast.

o Thet is your father's portralt, my dear.”
Mxg. Yorke eald, golng to her. « Do you re-

«ognizs it 7"
The child restrained berself one moment,

-then she ran to the picturs, clasped her arms i iron
around it, and klesed it over end over, weep~ | Iaughed at ‘em. All the harm they ald

Ing pssatonately. «It1is mine! It is mine!”

ghe cried oat, when her aunt tried to soothe | they broke up a lecture. It wasa Mr. Fowle,
from lsoston, who was preaching about edu-
#You are 1ight, dear!” Mrs, Yorke said, | cation. And then they did a l}iitle mischief
u1 s sure no one wikl ob- | here and there to people they didn’t 11ke, and
You may | now thsy are too strong to put down. And,
indeed, sir, when its against the Cataolics

Edith controlled herself, wiped her eyes,! they are, nobody wants to put ‘em down.”

her.

auch sffected.
Ject to your having tbe portrait.
iake It to your own chamber, if you wish.”

and pot the picture down. ® Dear Aunt

JAmy,” she eald, ¥ you know I want it; but I | She
~won't take it unless you and Uncle Charles | trick's charges, She was a llttle ashamed of
the charactsr of her native town in that re-

-sre quite willing.”

It fwas quite touching, be: first acknow- | Bpect ;
Jdedgment of kinship, and expression of | for its Iawleseness, and was even proud of lts
cordlally | reputation. No great harm had been doue,

grust and submission. They
asguted her of their willlngnese, kies-
@1 her agalo In tokem of a closer
madoption, and smiled after her as she
~want off with her father’s portralt clasped to
der heort.

Melicent and Hester stlll lingered. Mell-
xcont romembered faintly her Uncle Bobert's
marrlage, and the dissgreeable feeling In the
Family at that time. It bad left on her mfnd
# prejudice sgainst *that Pollsh glrl,” and a
shade of disfavor towards her deughfer. But
she said nothing.

st Tt wlil bs 50 dlaagreeable having a Oatho-
1o in the family!* Hester cowplained.

u Hepter, llaton to me!’ her father sald
:severely. ¢ I want no bigotry nor patty per-
secutions in my family, Your Uousin Edith
basaes good a right to her religion as yon
have to yoars ; and if sithor should ficd her-
Belf dieagreeably sitaated, it 18 she, for she 13
alone. Dop't forget this; and don't let there
be apnything cflvasive sald, or hinted, or
Jooked. I mean to be consistect, and aliow
.others the same freedom which 1 claim my-
gelf. Now, let me hear no more of this.”

Heater took refuge ln tzars. 1t wos her sole
argument. She was one of those soft crentures
who required to pa petted, and have a talent
Hor beluy abused. Poesioly, too, she was a
Alttle j ealous of this new muember of the
family.

st Mealicent, will you lead awny this wosp-
ing nympb, awid dry her tears?' tho {ather
said impatiently. ¢ Common £ense 18 top 1o-
bust for Ler constitution.”

The sistera w2t up sinirs, aad Owon
followed them pressutly, and climbed to the
capola, Lesning on the window-sill tiaers,
The looked ofl gver the country. The horizon

was a ripg of low blue billy, with a grand
amethyst glittericg to tell whers the ges Iny.
Through the center of thia vat clicle glim-
mmered the river,silver, and gold,and steel- blue,
and the white houses oithe town lay llke a
heap of lilies scattered on {ts basks. Erury-
thing elev was forost.

Shadows of varyiag thought swept over the
youog men's face as he looked off, and drew
ireer breath from the distunce. « Hanceforth
1y shield must benr a martlet,” he muttered,
« But whitber shall L fl7 77

That was the probiem ke was studylng.
Oe tad como to this place only to see his
tamily sottled, aod col.ect bis own thouguts
.after theic eudden iall from prosperity ; then be
would go out into the world, sund work his
own wsy. Ii was not pleassnt, the chanue
from that Iife of roble leievre und lofty work
which he had planned, to one where com.
puisory iabor 1or mere brend must occupy the
greater part of his time, but it was lnevitadle.
And a8 he iooked abroad now, and breatbsd
the frush eir that came frolicking out of the
Dborthwost, and temembrred bow wide the
world 18 snd how many velns in it are na.
wrought, his young coursge rose, snd the
plans he hud been ballding up for that year
crumbled and ceas:d to excite his regret.

Qaly a. tew months befors thelr change of
circawatunces, his mother had been woa to
oonsent that he might visit Asia. He hed

mesnt to go uorth, south, enst and west, in
that shabby, glorlous old Jand, make himselt
tor the noncy Tariar, Chinese, ladlap, Per-
.sluo, what not, and get a look at creation
tarough the eyes of each. . This young man'a
sympathics were by 1O mesna narrow.
Hes bad never besn able te be-
Heve that God smiles with peonliar
fondaesa on any particalar continent, island,
peninsala, or pars of erther, and 18 but a step-
father to the rest of the world. He was born
with 8 huthred of barrters, He sympathizod
with Swift, who hatzd =all nstions,
professions, svd commubities, apé gave
all  ble love to individusls.” Or,
butter than Bwift, be bad at least a theoreti-
-cal love tor mansind nofenced. He did not
bave to learn to love, tnat came aaturslly to
J2im ; bo had to learn to hate, Hothewasa
#&ood hater. 'Take him all in al), Carl Owen
"Yoriie was nt twenty-ore a noble, generous
youth, of g od mind and unsialbed reputa-
JHou; aod 1t was no Droof of excessive vaalty
‘3 oha that he belleved himselt cspable of
akiog any position -he might strive for. -
" uMy dear Minerva tella me that I have in
" v some of the elements of fatlure,” hie 9ald.
»} wonder what they are 7” ceet

are in town. They began’ with & cast-

the time ot Eve, the
tion,

.~ This *desr Minerva” wae Miss Alice Mills,

“Mr; Bobert Yorke's degerted fiancee. Sheand
Owen. were very olose hiends. Llt'was ons
of those friendships which gometimes grow
up between 8 womsn whoge youthis past and
a yonth whoss mankicod has scarcely arrived.
Buch a {riendshlp may effect Incalonlablo
or incalculable harm, as the woman sbull
choose, . _ -

# Well,” he concluded, not caring to puz-
pose, when shp writes. And If anybody can
get at the cube.root of the difficalty, shecan.”
- Meantime, while the son was musing, and
the daughters selecting: their chambers, and
making up a tollet for Editb, -Mr. Yorke had
sent for Patriok Chester in the sitting room,
and was questioning hlm concerning Uatholic
affalrs in Seaton. They dlid not seem to be
in a flourishing condition.

There was no priest gettled thers, Patrick
said ; but one came over from B—— once in
two months, snd sald Mass for them. They
"had no church vet, but a little chapel, what
there was left of it.

.« What do you mean by that?” his master
asked. “

« Why, &lr, some of the Ssaton rowdtes got
into the chapel, oze night, not long ago, and
emashed the windows, and broke up the
tabernacle, and destroyed the pictures entire-
ly. And they twisted off the crucifix, though
it was of iron, two inches wide and half an
fuch thick. The devil must have helped the
man that did it, savin’ your presence, ma‘am.”

« Are they vandals here?’ demanded Mr.
Yorke,

¢ There are some fine 1olks in Seaton,” said
Pat, who did mot know what vandals are.
« 3ut the rowdles have everything pretty
much thelr own way.” |
« Ard 18 tkere no law In ths town 7 neked
Mr. Yorke wrathfully.

# There's a good many lawyers,” sald FPat,
goratching his head.

« You mesan to say that there was no eftort
made to discover and puoish the perpetrators
of such an outrage ?” exclaimed his master.

« Indeed there wag not, sir !’ Pat answered.

after; but nobody molested 'em. It wouldn’t
bs well tor ths one who would }ift bis voice
againat the Seaton rowdles. Why, Bome of
e¢m belong to a8 wealthy families as there

and everybody

band years ago,

was to wake people out of sleep. Then

glanced at hils wife.

Yorke
lock up or deny Pa.

did not

Mr.

for at that timo Seaton was notorious

they said. It was only the boy’s fan. Tkey
wera sorry, it is true, that a respectable lec-
turer should have been ipsulted ; but thata
Catholic chapel thould be desecrated, that
was nothing, They d!d not give it a second
thought,

© Wall, Patrick,” Mr. Yorke resumed, © my
niece, Miss Edith Yorke, 18 a Outholic, and I
wish her to] have proper instructions, and to
attend to the services of her church when
there is opportunity. Let me know the next
tims your priest comes here, and 1 will csli

to gee him, Now you go.” t

Enough 18 not only as good ss u feast, it 13
better ; nnd a llitle less than enough 8 bet-
tor yet. How dear i8 that sffection ic which
we have something to forgive! How charm.
ing 18 that besuty where the defects eerve as
Indices to point out how great the beauty is!
How whol=gome {a that celt of labor which
gives a tasta to lsisure! For slcce
polot of perfec~
eave with God, has been the
polut of decay ; and profose wealth bag often
deprived its possessor of gress riches,

Wit wo arrive at by this preamble is tkat
the Yorkes bad boen usconsciously saffering
from the opathy of satieficd wants, and wers
now delighted to find tnat comparaiivo
povarty brings many a plessure in it3 train.
« Blammn,” Clars excleimed, 4] do bellevs
there is a certuin plensure in making tho best
of things.”

It was the morning after their arcival, and
the ycung woman was standing in a chalr,
Aiiviog a pall to hang a pictureon. Sie bad
brgun by groaning at sight of the wall, a
white stucco puinted over with browa
fiswer-pots, holdiny  tlossom!ing  rose-
trees. Bot the ccrd of the frame
mutched those roser, and In pome onexplain-
ed way the plctare locked well on that back-
ground.

Mr:. Yorke, looking on, emiled at the ro-
mark. %There fs 8 very certain plessure in
it, my denr,” she asid ; “aud @ am glad that
you huve fonnd it cut.”

Ciura consldered, gave the nall another
blow, svened the plcturs, and contemplated 1t
with ber head ou ane slde, It was an engraviog
of Le Bran's picture of Alexandor at the camp
of Darlas. « Mamma,” ste began agsaip, »1
think that Alexander the Great onght to hovo
bad c«nother usme after the adj:ctive.”

 What name, child 7" .

«Goore! Noy didu'i he, Instead of orylog
for more worlda to conguer, try to et at the
inside of the one he had conquored the husk
‘0t? Why did not he study botany, geology,
aund—poverty ?" '

« You ars right, Clera,” the mother replied.
t Excess is always blinding.. Why, we might
bave our whole house covered with morning-
glorfer, yet naver sse the Mttle stlver tree that
stands down in tho garden ot light at the
bottom of each.” :

Clara clapped her hends with delight.
# But faucy the homse covered from
top to bottom witn morning gloriss all in
blocm! It would be mogical!”

« Fancy yourrelf falling out of that chair,”
suguusted Mis. Yorke. .

‘I'ne girl 8'oppad down, and walkel thought.
fally, toward ths door., ¢ How odd It i3,” the
8:id, paueing on the threshold, and looking
back ; » I never see o036 troth, bnt Immediate-
1y X peroeive anotkec looklng over its sboul-
der. And the last f8 greater than the first,”

. It 18 perhape an examnvle of truth which
vou see at first,”” Mrs. Yorke sald. “And
afterward yon perceive the truth iteelf.”

Clara weat slowly toward the stalrs, and
her mother lstened after her, expeoting to
hear some philosopbical remark flnng down
over the balusters. Instead of that, she heard
a Jeud call to Betsey that the hens and
chickens were all in the parlor, soreams of
laughter at the scene of their violent expul-
glon, then a olear lark-song ns Clara finished
her ascsnt, : =

Up-stalrs, Melicent and Hester were busy
and chesrfol, qulet, too, till.Olara csms, She
soon oreated a breese, and sounds of eager
y discussion came down to their mothor's ears,
: They were 1aylng plans for the snmmer. They
would bave company down from Boston, and,
when winter came, would each in tarn visit
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the city. . They. would. have.. more!

.zle over.the riddle, «she will explaly, I sup-|.

about, rejnloed in everything.
house, with its rat-holss and its dingy peint
and plaster, was superb.
sunshlne, the alr of elegance in spits of
defects, the gentle voices and ways, all en-
chanted her.
Her own room was the last bubble on her cup
ot jay.
chamber over the front door, with a window
opsuing out on to the portico, and each

cheerfulness.
ested, while plannlpg his snmmers work
with Patrick, than he had ever been while
engaged in the finest iacdscape gardeniog,
with an artlst at his orders.
morning he had captured two boys who were
loiterinz about, and they willingly engaged

breath.
tea-party I had on that large rock ycu cau

brightly.
about Arlel,
Bottom, end I shink it was a shame to cheat
Titanis so.. Do you remember anything
elne "

help - ‘in the houss’;and, in :order 't
pay for it, would wrlte. for - publica.
tion, Kvery one else wrote; why rof.they?
‘Indced, Melicent had appesred In”print, a
{rlendly editor having taken, with thanks,
some sketohes she had written between drlve
and opera. 4 What is worth ‘printing s worth
paylog for,” she said now ; #and I shall feel xio
reluctance in announcing that fn fatore my
Pegacus runs for a purse.” . . .
Clara had never been before ‘the public;
but she had reams of paper written over with
stories, poems, plays, sand oven sermons. She
caught fita et everything, and, In the first
excitement, dashed off some crude composi.
tion, but geldom or never went over it coolly.
Melicent, to whom nlons she showed her pro-
ductions, had discouraged her.' @ Yon sre
{{ke Nick Bottom, and infist on doing every-
thing,” she sald, “ It ia & sign of incom.
petence,” .
M 83 Yorke was one of those hyper-fastl.
dious persons who establish a reputation for
critloal ability simply. by finding fanlt with
everything. Clara, on the contrary, was
supposed to have a defective taste, because
phe was always admiring, and sesrching out

hidden beautica. -

But now at least Melicent condeacended to
admit that her aiater might be able to accom-
piish something in & small way, and it was
agreed that they should broach the sutjactto

the sssembled {amily that very evening.

At this encouragement, Olara rtejolced.

uYou eee,” she excisimed, !l've been afrald
that 1 might gradaslly grow into one of tho3se
lugubricus Dorcases who go round laylog
everybody ont.”

Edith, following her iaunt and cousins
To her, this

Toe space, the

She found herself at horme,

They had given her the middle

t People bnew pretty well who did the mis. Jof the family bad contributed some
chief, and tbat the fellow that broke off the | article of wuse or adoroment.  Rrs.
crucifix was taken bleeding at the lungs just | Yorke gave an  slataster  statuette

of the Blessed Virgin, Mr. Yorke a Doasy
Bible, Melicent huag an engraving of the Sis-
tine Madonna where Edith's first waking
glanoe woul!d fali upon it, Clara gavean olive
wood cruclfix fiom Jernealem, with a shell
for holy water,
rosary,
French, which she must 1sarn {o read, he said.

RBester brought an ivo:y
apd {arl a mis3s]l in Latin and

They covered the floor with a soft Torkey

carpet, set up a little iron bed, and draped it
whitely, and put a crimson valance over the
lace cumrtaln ot her window.
worked sweetly and harmonlously id ftting
up this bower for their young cousin, and were
pleased to ses her delight in what to them
were common things.
embraced each one, and kissed her on both
cheeks, they felt mora than repaid.
blushed up with plessurs at her cousin’s
caress.

The slaters

Whez sbe gratefully
Clara

#Tha little gypsy baa'takipg ways," Carl

thought ; and hs sald, * If you kiss Clara that
way many times, she will have roses grow in
ber cheeks."”

Then Edith went down-stalrs to her aunt,

and Oarl went out to aselst his father.

Mr, Yorke was no exception to the general
He found himself more Inter-

LEarly in the

hemssiver for the day to pick up wheel-bar-

row loands of emell stones, and throw them in-
to the mud of the avenne.

« Mr, Yorke has got himself into buslness,”

Patrick remarked to Osarl. ¢ That avenuse bag
a wonderfa! sppetite ot its own.”

Cearl repeated this observetion to Lis father.
Aud I thiok Pat io right,” bo added. « Bes

how complacently that mud takes in ell you

hrow to it. It seems to smile over the last

load of pebbles.”

Mr. Yorze pat up his eye-glassea, Ho al-

ways did thut when he wished to intensify &

emurk or a glance, « I intend to make thesa

avenues solkd, if 1 have to upset the whols

state 1oto them,” he remarked.
Mra, Yorke sat In s front window holding

an embroldery.frame, apd Eiith cecupied o
& stoo! at bar jeel.

The child hed told!
11 her story; her recollectionsafher mother,

her lifo with the Bownaue, of Captain Carty,
and _her rlog. Bat of Mr. Rowauw’s tariul

he enid nothing. That was (o remain aBecret

with those who had aseizted,

Whan Mrs. Yorke nccasionally dropped her

wark, and eat locking out at ber bustavd acd

on, Edith caressed the band Iving idly on
hat glowlpg wool, and beld hor owa slruder

brown fingerg beside thoas falr ones, for a
coxirast.
aunt's snowcrop delfcacy, rich bair, and soft
ey

She cnnld not enough admirs ber

€8,
Mr. Yorke wus too much engrossed to

notice his wife; but Cerl lcoked up now and
then for a glavce and emile,

« Do you recollect anyithing that heppened

whsn you were a littls girl, Aunt Amy?”
Hdith sald.

Tho !ady fmiled and sighed in the samse
« T wag thia moment thinking of s

usé see at tha right. 1 had heard my father

rcad Midsummer.Night's Dream, aud my fancy
waid cuptlvated by it.
Oneron, and all the faries and they came.
wns an enchanting bacquet.
wore acorn-cup3, the knives and forke wera
pine needles, the cakes were whito pebbles,
and we drank drops of dew out of moss
vasei.”

Ho { invited 'Citania,
14
The plates

d've read that play too” Edith sald
« Mr. Howan bad it, And I rsad
But [ didn’t like Oaliban nox

«Yes. When I was five or aix years old,

my father broughf howme a wew map of the

Btato of Maine, and hunsg it on that wall op.
posite. It was bright ard shiniog, and bad the
neme In great letters actoss the whole. My

fathor held me up before it in his arms, and

suid I shonld have a silver querter it I would
tell him what the great lsttura spolt.. How I
tried ! not so much for the silver, though 1
wanted it, az for the honox of success, and to
please my father., But I couldn't make lees
than two syllablesr of it. Tome M, A, 1, N, E,
spelt Maine. But my father gave me thu
quarter. I suppose he thought that the
lnnguage, and not I, was at fanlt.”

# I don't eee why letters should be pnt in.
to.words when they ave not needed there,”
Edith. remarked. «I would llke to bave
them left ont, It makes a bother; and takes
time,"” C

Tiue child did not know that she was utter.
iog revoiutionary sentiments, and that the

‘reddest of red republicanism lurked in her

speach,

Mrs. Yorke mused over her embroldery,
get a goiden stitch in a violet, drew 1t too
tightly, avd had to loosen it,

« Oh 1" Edith exclaimed, her memory catch.
ing on that thread.  That makes me recol-
leot that I knita tight strip into the hesl of

+There wag & sound of - wheels, and. Mra,
Yorkeicoked up to gee a carrfagedraws-by &
pair of greys coming up the avenrus, - Msjor
Uleaveland had:lost no time fn calling on'bis
neighbora. : e

Mr. Yorke went-down to meet his visitor,
the rond being too pernitential for trayel, and
the two walked up together. They had knowa
each other by sight in Boston, where ihe
msjor spent his winters, but hed no farther
scquaintance, Now they met cordlally, and
stood a whlle talking "in tbe portico befors
going in to see the ladies. Major Oleaveland

pompous in manner. A deep crape on his
hat proclaimed him a widower, Indeed; Mrs.
Oleaveland had not long survived young Mrs,”
Yorke, and the two had, ere this, let us hope,
amicably settled the guestion of precedenoc:.

‘The vislt wss an agreeable one to all,
though 1t was evident that the visitor felt
more at eage with the ladles than with his
host. He was alightly dlsconcerted by Mr.
Yorke's pierclng eyes, aqulline nose, and em-
pathic mode of speech, and on the whole
found bim too dominant in manner. It ap-
peared that theve were to be two lords in Sea-
ton insteaa of one.

We doubt if the most amiable of Bengal
lons would be altogether plemsed at seeing
his proper jungle invaded by even the poli-
test of Nublan lions, and we may be pretty
sure that the lloness would hear in private
more than ope remark defrimental to the
dignity of that odious black monster with his
desert manners. And in retorn, it 1s not an-
likely tbat the African desert-king might
gpeer st his tawoy brother as rather an
effominate cresture. It Is not the lionesses
nlone who haverivalries. Certain ib 1s that,
wien Me]Jir Cleaveland hed goune, and the
1adies choose {o praise blm very bighly, Meli.
cent pronounced him to be & saperior person,
Mr. Yorke saw fit to greet the remark with
one of his most dissgreoable smiles.

#Don't yon think so, papa?'’ asks Moeli.
cens. -

« He has intellectual tastes, but no Intellec-
toal power,” auswered “papa” most decidedly.
t:He has glimmerings.”

But for all that, the call was a pleasant one,
the gentieman Hnpgering half an hour, snd
then going with reluctance, 'The presence
of Eiith had cansed himm 0 momentary em-
barrassment. He wss not sura that it
would be delicate to remember having
ever seer her befores, and yet her smiling
eyes reemed (t0 expect n recognition. Bat
Mrs. Yorke brought her forward Immediately.
« Edith tells me yonare an mcqunaintance,”
she said, #and that you have been very kind
to her.”

Bofore going, Major Cleaveland placed his
pews in the meeting house at their disposal,
and offered to send a carrage for them the
next morning. I have two of the best pows
in Dr. Martin's church,” he said, “and since
my boys wont away to school, thore has besn
no one but myself to occupy them. There
is room in each for six persons; aed Ieit in
one, and put my hat in the cther, Of course,
we look llke two oases in red velvet desert.
Do come, ladies, and make a garden of the
place.”

They all went out to the portico with him
when he took leave, and he went away
charmed with their cordiality, and with sev-
eral new ideas In his mind. Oneof the firat
efiects of this eplightenment was that the
major sppeared at meeting the Rixt day
without a crape on his hat. N

It was a fatiguing day, that Saturday; but
at sunset their labors were over, all but ar«
ranging the booke, The boxei contalning
these Mr, Yorke had brought into the
sitting.rcom after tea, and the young people
acslsted bhim. He classified his library
in a way of h¥sown, Mstapbysicsl works he
placed over science, since “metaphysics is
only phvelca etherized,” he sald. Ons shslf,
named the Beebive, was filled with epigrams
sud satires. History and fictlon were indis~
ciiminately mingled. Br. Yorke Hked to
quste Fislding-—* pages which some droll
anthors bhave been facstiously pleased to call
tho history of Esgland.”

& There are certain {ime-nonored lios which
every intelligent snd well-informed person
is expected to bo familiar with,” he eald,
uNot to know Hume, D2 Foe, Fox, Cervantes,
Froude, Lo Hoge, etc,, urgues one's self tu-
Enown.”

Ia a corner of the case was the Olympus
wwhere Mr. Yorke'sespecinl fntellectnal favor-
ftes were placed—amony them Bolingbroke,
Carlyle, Ewerson scd Theodore Parker.
+'Dney are fiue pagans,” he said of thotwo
1ast.

Mra. Yorks mured in the chimnpey-corner,
ner head resting cn her kand, the emouider-
it fire throwluy o falut giow up In her face,
E4ith sat by 2 table looking over Willlom
Elake'a tllustrations of Blalr's Grave—a set of
plates that bad jost been sent them from Eng-
Inud. Thednughtarstook books from the hoxes,
ancd called their aames; Carl, mounted on
gteps, placed thw uppsr ones; snd Mr., Yorke
did everythirg they cld, And moro. Ha
gcolded, ordsied, commented, end now cond
then opened a book to rend & peyaage, or glve
an oplaton of the sotkor.

«Dng't put Robert Beownlng beside Ora-
shaw!" be crled out. You might as well put
Luciter beside St. Jobn.

#Why, I thought you admired Browaliag,

papa,” Melicant sald,
«89 I do; bat half his luoetre is phoapho:-
escont. It is a spiritual decuy and the light.
nings of a superd mind. Brt Crasaaw's an
angul, Ediith muost read him.? '

Looking s% such a library, s Cathollo re-
moembars well that the sorpent still colls
about the tree of knowledge, bisges in the
rustling of it, and yoisons many a blossom
with hig breath, Worse yet, though the san-
tidote is mnear, few or none tuke if.
Those for whom slunders agalnst the
church are written, rever read the
refatation., - How many who read iao
Motley’s Dutch Republec that absolutions wore
suld in Germany at s0 many ducats for each
crimes, the most horrible crimes, either com-
nmitted or to be committed, having an ensy
price—how many of those readers usk 1f it be
true, or glance ut & page which dlsproves tha
slander? Who on reading Preacott iooke to
the other sids to see oxposed his insinuations,
hin false deductions from true facts ? How many
of those countlesa thousands who have been
nurtared on the calimnies of Peter Parley,
drawing them in from thelr earliest child=
hood, have ever read a page on which his

periodical literature of the day, with & thou-
sand kindred attacks, how mauy of those who,
within a few monthbs, haver-ad in the Atlantic
Monthly Mrs, Child's Impertinent. arttole on:
Catholiclsm and Buddhism, stopped to see
that her argument, sach as it was, was
directed legs agaipst the church than againat
Onristiauity itreli? or looked in Marghalls
Christian Mistions to find that the resem:
blance 1a simply a reflaction of the early la.
bors of the only migsionaries who have ever.
influenced Asia—the faint echoes of “the volce
of one crylng in the wilderness " ? '
. But it 1a valn to multiply names. #The
trail of the serpent is over them all.” -

‘The books In their places, Mr. Yorke seated
himself to look ever a casket of pracious colns

‘how 1t looked. - But I didn't know % then.”

was fresh-faced, pleasuni-looking, and rather:

condemnation is written T And later, in the |

_:1;5 boyhood ?* whispered Olara to hér bro.
er, . R
Hor father had fallen into a dream oVer an
cld ring with a Latin posy in it ;and what he
eaw wes thisa: a blus.sky, jewel-blns, over
Florencs, in whose balr, saya Vasazl, «lies an
immense stimulus to asplre ofter fame snd
konor.” Hesaw a supserb. gardem, peopled
with eculptured forms; and three men stand-
ing belfore an antique marble. It 1is Bertol-
do, Donatello's papll, young . Michael
Angelo,: and Lorepzo the Magnificent, the
glory of .Florenco, whoss face sll the people
and all the children love’; and they are walk-
ing -ir--the.gardens of San - Marco. the art-
treasury of the Medlci, " Farther off, moving
elowly under-the trees, with kis hands behind

denly he panuges, a smile flashes across his
face, he brings his hands forward to clap
them together, and goes ,to meet the thres
who have respected his seclusion. ¢« How
now, - Polielacc,” laughs the duke, *do
we not deserve to hear the result ‘of
those musipgs which we were eo
careful not to Iintrude upon?” And the
goholar, whose eplgrams no less than his
Greek and his translatlons are the pride of
the court, bows lowly, and repeats the very
posy engraved on this ring over which Mr,
Yorke now dreams In the nineteenth
century, in the woods of Malne, in April
weather,

The bright Iialian plcture faded. Mr.
Yorke sighed and put the magical ring away,
and took up a volume of Villemsin's Histoire
iiglla Literature Francaise, turning the leaves

V.

Melicent made a slight movement, and
begged to ba hesrd. «We girls have been
talking matters over to-day,” she 8ald, tand
wonld like to submit our plansto yon. We
have divided the house.work into three parts,
which we take In rotatlon, One 1Isto be
lady’s-maid and compenior for mamma,
another is to make the beds snd dust all the
roome, nad the third will et the tabld, wash
the china avrd silver, ond trim the lamps.”

My, Yorke locked up quickly =8 his daugh-
fer begap, but immed:ately dropped his eyes
azaln, and sat with a flnshed face, frowning
slightly. 1t was his firsé intimation thet his
daughters had not only lost socisty and
luxury, but that their personal ecse was gone.
They would have to pertorm meuial Isbora.

% I think your srrangement a very good
one, Mellcent,” Mra. Yorke replied tranquilly.
8he had all the tims seen the necessity. “Bat
the post of lady’s-mald will be a sinecure.
Howevaer, let 1t stay. It will be a time of
lelsure for each.”

«Cannot Betsy do the work 7 Mr, Yorke
asked sharply.

# Why, papa!” Olara cried out, * Batsey
oan scarcely spare time out of the kitchen to
do the sweeping. When we come to making
butter, we girls will have to help in the fine
ironing.”

#I can churn!” Mr. Yorke exclalmed des-
perately.

# My dear!” expostulated his wife.

# I churned oace when I was » boy,” he pro-
tested ; ¢ and the butter came.”

They all lsughed, except Tester, who affec-
tlonately embraced her father's arm. “Why
shouldh’t thelbutter come when you churn,
dear papa?” sho agked.

« You must have been In very good humor,
sir,” said Qarl &lily.

“We don’t moesn to do this sort of work
lopg.” Melicent resumed. «There I8 no
merit In deing servile work, it one cando
better, Clara end I will writs and so pay
for extra help. I think”—very indunlgently
~—tthat with practice Clara muy make some-
thing of a writer. I shall writs 4 voinme ofEu-
ropean travels, Onthe wholelocking at our
reverses in thla lght,they seern fortunate. Liv.
ing here in quiet, wo can eccomplish a liter
6Ty labor for which we should never other-
wite have found time.”

¢ That istrue,” Mr. Yorke eafg; but bis
look was dcubtful and troubled. ‘8till,
Melicent, I would not have you too confident.
I would ndvlre you to try & atery. It would
bo more likely to sell. Europs rechauffee has
becorzoe & drug in the market, and our expe-
riences abrond were pretty much what thcae
of others are. A vagabond adventurer wonld
have o much bstter chance of catching pub-
lic attention.”

Edith gazad in awa at her ccmparlons,
She wag in the midst of peeple wic mnde
booka! Hho saw them fxce to lace. So might
protly Pryche heve rez:d when first ker has.
bands ceilsstial rolaiives roceived her, weoen
she snw Jono cmongz her pincocky, Minerva
loying aside ber halmet, Licia powing unec.
tar, Thie, tken,ia Olympous !

«If you writs mstovy, (o fake one nagyvs-
tion froma me, Maliceut™” Cwl said. « Pray
give your hero and nercine brushes to dress
their hoir with. Havo you olgserved that
even the fintet cheraciers in books have tn
usa n broom? The huir i8 alwnye swept
back.?

Miss Yorks did not notice this txiviality.
She was looking rather disploased.

«I don't want to discournge you, dztghter,”
her fatber went on, “Hot you must recollect
thatit is one thing to give a sketch to «n ed-
itor wio is o frlend aud dinea with you, end
another thing to oftar him a book which be
18 expectud to pay for. Then he must look
to the macket and bla reputation. Some of
tho fincet wilters in the world beava descrlved
thees very sceres which you would describe.
Qan you tell more of Rome than Bladawme de
Stael bhae? or paint s more enchantiog
plcture of Caprl than that of Hans Au.
derser:? If not, you run the risk of
remiuding your reader of  Sldney
Smith’s reply to the dull tourist who held out
hle walklpg-stick, boaeting tbet it had been
round tbe world. ¢Yes; andsttll it is o
stiok !’ mays Bidney.”

Miga Yorke held her head very high, sud
her color despened. X will then put my
MB8. Into the fire/’ she suid In a quist tone,
casting her ¢ ves dowa.

Her fathsr gave un impatient shrog. « Not
at all!” he replled. « But you will 1ake sd-
vice, and try 10 think you are nut above
orltioism.”

« Ctara has on fdes,” Carl interposed. Ha
had been bending over some papers with his
youoger sister, % She also turns to travels,
hut very modestly, She calls them glean-
{ogs, and her motto iz from De Quincey:
t Not the Aowers sre for the pole, but the pole
is for the flowers,’ Here is the prefuoce. Bhall
Iread 1t 7"

«Oh! I am afrald of papa I” Olara cried,
blushing very mucb. But Mr. Yorke, who
only now learned that his second daughter
was also a soribbler, laughingly promlisad to
be lenient ; and she suftered herself to be per-
-suaded, They all looked kindly on ber, even
Mel{cent, in spite of ker own mortification ;
and Oarl read : .

«] do not presume to write a volume
descriptive of Euaropean travel.- Many,
great and small, bave been .in that field,
some reaping wheat, others binding up tares.
These leaves are offered by one who gathered
a few nodding things which no .one valued,
seeing them thore, but which some one may,
it tortune favor, smlle af, slnce. they grew
there,, One guch might say: You're but s
weed; but you geew in a cohink. of cramble.

and rings, “Wouldn't you think ¢hat papa

Mrs, Rowan's stooking, and I can #ee just

wag dreaming over tome’ old““lqyg‘.wkeq of

ing history; 1 know where, for I meas

“his back, and higeagle face bent in thought;]
13 tho learned and elégant Pollziavo. - Bud-]

;zde. And I the greq
eaved of you, and the silver thrend of a mon
with & apesk of rich old goil clinging att’
And, & propos, I saw thers a. chilg aaleey in
the chade, with ‘a. group - of spotted yelll)ol
Wiles standiog gusrd, 08 f they had spye”
up gince, and bacanse she had closeq 1?
eyes, sud ight change to o group of {jyp..
if you ehould go too near. . She had I%"“
oyolashes, and she emiled in her 8leep. ng
o sg, dlo l?c;tlclz;frmt t; be an artist, O tiavelleg

ader! but I stretch a
artist in you) ygng o toucy the

“That fsn't bad,” Mr. Yorke g
diately. ¢ Axnd your motio 1s vervn:j:etitm ne
amglad to have you familfar with DeQu,
He 18 good corapany. He 18 &' man whp acy'
:not overlock dslicate bints, and he iz rég eoea
fel and just to children. He nnnoyup o
. ;on;fﬂmas by s waak irony,mnd by Mplaﬁu
p!;gny?? much; but I repeat he Ig good com.

Immediately Olara passed from
to the heights. Her bosom heaved tﬁzxd“p 4
Sashed: ' Bho felt hersolf famous P oyes

4 Now let us hear a chapter of
Ings‘b; sald ber father.. pier of the glow.

“ Why, I haven't written apythi
preface.” Clara was forced to agkn;v%:g ! e

Mr, Yarke smiled satirically, Ciamgg;
potable in the famlily for making gregt b 138
n!n%g ‘:hliclll: came to cothing. Rz

“But I have other things finlgheg »
;nldfengerly, and brought cut pg?f ! ;hﬁ’

er fears were gone. She wa Conf
de%crze in hereelfg.  foll of confi

o spare the reader the trapscr
this production. Mephistopheles hiﬁtffmoc"é
deal fo do with it, end it was probably f,vm_
ten durlng rome midnlght ecstasy, when th
young womsan bad been rending Fapg: 1:
wae meant to be very fearfal ; snd n-; th
authoress read it herself, li the torriblg pg, ;
Bages were rondered with emphacts, pas-

Mrs. Yorke lstenod with & doubtfa)
Tho reeding was quite ont of her gentle
tal spkere ; and Carl’s haud.shaded Lis oyeg
whicn had a babit of laughing when hig 1y,
did mot. Mr, Yorke, with his mouth vefa
much down at the cormers, his eyes very
m;:lcl:j cnlsl: dogn,-and his eyebrows very mucz}z’
raite aaced over & page of
hnnd., g Lagoe of the book in hig

% I chanced to-night a~ross the #
of humor 1 have geen in Vmema!nt,}‘r ';:tot;‘z:‘l);h
‘-He_quotes Crebillon : ¢ Corneilie o pris le cie)
I?avme la lerre; 4l me me restail plus r,m,;
Uenfer, Je wmy suis jelte q corps  perdy
¢ Malheureusement,’ eays Viilemsin, lmai.
heurcusement 3l n'est pas aussi infernal qu'il I
croit
nt Without r;ia!ng blg face, Mr. Yorke lifieg

8 eyes, and sbot at the post ;
his glaa;es. postens s glancoove

Instantly her face becams suffosed with
blushes, and her eyes whh tears,

Mra. Yorke époke hastlly. “I am gum
papa, the dear glile desorve every encourage.'
ment for thelr intenticas and efforts, ] am
grateful and happy to see how nobly thoyare
taking our troubles ; and T cannot doubt that
with thelr talents snd good.will, they wi]ll
accompllsh sometbing. But it ia too Jats 1o
talk more about it to.night. You mugi be
tired, and my head is ag heavy us a Poppy
Shall we have prayers ?* )

Bhe rose In epeaking, wsnt to the tablp
and, standing between her two eldor dangh:
ters, with an arm around the neck of engh
kiesed them hoth, tears standing in ker evesf
“If you never succeed iu winuing fame my
dears,” she said, *I shall &till bo pronand
fond of ycu.  Your ewest, hopeful spiri:is
better than many books,”

The Yorkes bad never given up, tasugh
they had often interruptod, the babit of fuu.
ily devotion, Now it was taclitly underzsaod
that 1he custom shou!d be a regular ons. g
Hester brougbt ths Blovle and prayer boos,
avd placed them before her tuther, and her
pistera folded th-ir hands to Hateu,

I think we should have Betasy in,” hirg,
Yorke said; and Melicont weat to ask ber, -

Batsey und Patrick were sested ot opposits
sldes of & table drawn up before the kilchen
firaplace, where o hard wood kuot burned In
& 8pot of red gold. Opne of the windows wus
open, and throoga it cime a nolse of toll
brooks burrylag spaward, ond a bozzics, nsof
wany beew, that caino from the ssw mtlla on
the river. Batlsey was duraiug stockings, rad
Pat raiding tha Pilez,

“Wa are 1o have pravers zow,” Melicent
salld, standiny ta the door. <« Will you ez
i Betaey

Betacy slowly relled up tha steekipy and

strbied the derofngr needls into tne bull of

recognizs

iaco,
men.

vatn, ¢Weil, I don't cars if 1 do,* ch- na.
swered moteretoly. It cas't do e noj et
varm,”

Mvdfcent guva ber a look of surp:ize, and
rANTLLd o tha sitting rootw, feaving e 100t
sjar,

“Come, Pat,” gaid Betsey, tput away that
od Catholic pupev nnd cowe in azd haar the
Goopel read., I doa't boileve vou cver hoard
e chapter of it in youce Jifa.”

4 Nomore did 8t. Pefer uor Si. Paul”
answered Potrick, withont lifting Lis oyer
ifrom the paper. Ho hud bsun resdine nver
end over ons little itvm of news from Cuubnty
Sligo, where o was borz, The old priest
who bod baptized bim wes dead ; and with
the news of hiz desth and the descriprion
of hia funeral, how many a scene oi the past
cemo up! He was in Iroland auuin, poor,
bur coareless end happy. His father sod
mother, now old and lonely in that far fsnd,
wure still young, and all their chlidzsu were
atout them. 'fhe priest, & man In his prime,
stood a% their cottage door, with his hszdon
Jitie Norab's head. They all amilced, snd
Norah casy Dber bsshful eyes down. Now
the priest was white-hairad, and dead, sud
lHttle Norah bad groewn to be a carowem
mother of inany children, The msn wasin
po0 mooqd to hesr taunts. Read the Gospel?
Why, It was like roading v gospsl 1o look
back ou that group; for they wero truo to
the faith, and poor for the wsith's sate, and
they bad lived pure lives for Oorist's tove,
and those who had died had dfed {u thie Lotd

“ But Pster and Paul wrote,” nuswored
Bstsey. “And what they wiole fs the Inw of
Gc')rd. You'll never be saved unless yon read
it.

uMany n one will be damned who does resd
it!” vetorted Patrick wrathfally, «Whats the
use of reading n law book if you dor’t keep
thelaw 7"

“Oh! if you're going to sweéar lll o’
Betsey replied with dignity, snd went. Bat
ghee took care to leave the doozs ujir benind
her, - .
It was true : Patrlok did not read the
Bible much; but he knew the Gos-
pele and Psalme in the prayer books
and was as familisr ‘with the traths of
Soripture as mavy a Biblo student. But he
hed heard it 80’ bequoted by those who were
to him not moch better than heathben, sod
g0 made 8 bomé of contention by snurliog
theologlans, 'that he did not much ocsre to
read the book itseif, He¢ could not mew
avold heariap it read without:Jeaving the
room ; and he would not bave had them hesr

him show that disrespeot to them. . :
certaln

"Mr, Yorks’s volce ‘had a
bitter, rmsping - quality, which, with
bis fine enunocistion, was very effeo~

tive in Bome kinds of readiug. In the sacrad
Horiptures 1t gave an impression of grandewr

gured the arch, -and : sketched .the -colon-
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