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CHAPTER XII.
RIGHT OR WRONG !

The flickering rays of the tirelight fell feebly
on the oaken jpunels which formed the
wainscot of the boudoir of Clara Chillington.
This - aparfment, though small, was elegantly
furnishid, and still retained traces of having
Leen used as an oratory in the monkish days of
the Priory. This latter fact did not make its
character more inviting, and as the lurid rays
fell on the wainscot, the furniture of the room
seemed to dance in such vagaries as might have
filled a supertitious mind with awe. The win-
dow of this room overlooked the front of the
Priory, and down the park-like slope leading
to the distant road. Evening was approaching,
when Clara, absorbed in a deep aud painful
reverie, stood looking on the Priory grounds.
The duy had been cold and cloudy, and as with
.increased strength the biting north-cast wind
eame sweeping over the plain, the snow-flakes
began to fall thick and fast. The coming dark-
ness produced an increasing sorrow within the
mind of Clara, which at length began to brood
in horror over her soul. The desire she pos-
sessed for companionship had that evening
hecome so intensified as to overwbelm her power
of resistance, and leaning her beautiful forehead
agaiust the diamond-shaped panes of the case-
ment, she thonght of her departed mother, and
—wept. How natural that the motherless girl,
feeling herself to be alone in the world, should
turn her thoughts towar.l one whose kindness
lingered in her memory as though it were a
pleasant dream, a beatific vision that some rude
hand had swept violently from her mind.
During that reverie the soul of Clara had
ascended far away from the Priory, far away
from earth. '

Whatever is the human soul, there is a bene-
ficence in the almost ubiquity of its character,
that affords relief to sorrow by the power it
enjovs to leap the chasm of distance, even
though it should he so great as from earth to
heaven. Possessing this faculty heaven is near
to the good; and through this means the
denizens of uninterrupted bliss draw nigh to
earth’s children in the hour of their affliction
and sorrow. The soul leuping forth on the
wings of Faith, flies across the boundary line of
life, whither mortality cannot follow; and the
child of Time holds intercourse with the beings
of eternity.

That evening Clara had thought of hes
mother, and to her excited imagination she
seemed to be present with her, and standing
ready to listen to ler sorrowful tale. Into a
mother’s ear she whispered the narrative of her
loneliness and sorrow, and in fauncy she felt
again the delicate hand of the departed press
her heated brow, and the warm touch of mater-
nal tenderness again planted on her cheek. The
mind of Clara was tossed on the waves of
mingled feelings rushing tumuituously through
her frame, and when excited to a condition that
seemed no longer bearable, she was summoned
again to real life by the sound of voices, and the
tramp of footsteps without.

It was Christmas Eve : and they who seek to
make a trifle of money by arousing human re-
collection from the “entrancing influence of
worldliness, to consider the happy season and
its associations, were gathered in front of the
Priory. They had come as heralds to announce
the approach of the anniversary of the natal day
of the Divine man who spent 'his life in laying
the basis of a moral epoch that shall ulti-
mately see the human race bound together in
peacelul fraternity, and ignorance and supersti-
tion swept from the minds and doings of men.
It is unwise to be too severely critical on the
motives prompting the doings of mankind.
Men do mnot always understand the motive
which prompts them to action, and a grave
authority declares, **Happy is the man who
condemneth not himself in the thing which he
alloweth.”

The persons coilected in front of the Priory
at that hour were probabiy not altogether
unconscious of Him whose praises they had come
to sing; althougl by more abstract and hypo-
eritical minds a devotedness both to Apallo and

. Mamumon might have been discovered in their
endeavours. (iathered from the cobbler’s stall,
the tailor's board, the baker’s oven, and the
gloughmnn's team, the Waits were at the door.

or months those performers had been emvloyed
in striving to produce a kind of harmony between
their rude instruments and ruder voices. Twice

a week had they met in a barn, and by the |

feeble light of a tallow candle striven hard to
make themselves masters of the old fugue tunes
descended to them as an heirloom from their
ancestois. Frequently during their rehearsals had
they stor,wd in the midst of a stanza to congratu-
late each other on a neurer approach to harmony,

or to correct some trifling error. With patient
ergerness had they toiled their way toward
a degree of perfection, and clarionet and flute,
trombone aud bassoon, together with the sing-
ers, had each one submitted in meekness to
receive censure and correction, iu their ardour
to do the thing —well, PRnt the time for the
public performance of their patient and labour-
ious rehearsals had now arrived ; and in the
hope of heing encouraged by reward to further
endeavour, as well as to do honour to My
Lady,” the Priory received their first visit.

Being assembled, therefore, beneath the win-
dow of the aparment of Clara, and all things being
ready, the instrnments sent forth the sounds of
““Squeak ! Crash " and then urose above the
noise of wood and brass the humaun voiee, singing
with all the euergy that could be commanded.
The song they sung «as quaint in its rhym , yet
there can be 910 mistaking the fact that its poetry
can be appreciated by the people, nor that it s
capable of stirring up their purer emations, It is
asong that has so fastened itself on the memory of
the masses as to bid defiance to time to remove
it. Time has produced far more classical aund
artistic etforts, anid with time they have departed;
but when shall, “While shepherds watehed
their flocks by night,” leave the popular mind
of the English nation 7 1t is the Christmas
song of t ¢ people, and from age to age they
will eonserve it.

Borne on the rising gale, the rude smnds of
rustic harmony permeated the narrow casement
against which Clara was still reclining, and as
she heard the quaint words,

*To you in David's town this day,
Is born of David’s line,
A Raviour—"

her heart leaped with delight, and she felt that
in Him she had a friend.

She stood in need of a friend, although at
that moment she was not aware that the demand
was quite so urgent.  Yet as the singers, who
having finished their task were leaving the
gronnds to regale themselves from her bonnty
within the Priory, the heiress of that domain
felt that she would gladly exchange her lot for
theirs. This feeling, one of such apparent dissatis-
faction, she wax lubouring hard to subdue, when
she heard the sound of footsteps approaching
her apartment. At first she thought it to be
those of her old servant returning from the
singers with “ Thanks to my lady for her good-
ness,” but the heavy tread quickly told her that
it was Sir Harry himself. The heart of Clara
sun¥ as he drew nigh ; for she felt that he was
coming 16 her in an augry wood, and the proba-
ble cause of his indignation ‘was suggested by
her own thoughts. It was seldom that the
baronet was at home at such an hour, and when
he was hie “seldom sought the company of his
daughter.

Without standing on cevemony, Sir Harry, in
the usual rudeness of his manuer, entered the
apartment and strode forward to where (lara
was standing.  Commanding ber feelings she
accested him with,

“ Good evening, Sir Harry: 1 offer you the
conmpliments of the scason.”

Without uttering any re, ly to the salutation
and kind wishes of 1iis child, the haronet seated
himself ; aud fortunately the gloominess of the
room concenled his malignant aspeet from her,
who, trembling from agitation, now requested
permission to ring for candles.

* Permit me to ring for a light,™ she said ;
““1 shonld have cailed for ore eatlier, but | have
been indulging in a hrown study.”

“The light is suflicient,” he replied: and
then turniug to her, in a voice husky from in-
diguation, he enquired, *Clara, have you any
regard for the happiness of your father ; do you
love me?’ -

1t was & strange question, and on hearing it
she started in surprise. Yet stiange as it
appeared to her, it bad been mude a cubject of
thought before he uttered it. The olject in thus
addressing his daughter was the hipe that in
the foudness of her Leart she wonld return such
an answer as should preclude all possibility of
objecting to what was to follow, But to his
enquiry she replied,

** Why do you ask we such a question 77

There wax a wadrcte in the yeply thut pene-
trated the indifference the barone t had always
shewn her.  The innoeonee of that enquiry
pierced his heart, ant reflection struck a scin-
i tillation ou his heavy brain, that produced the
!thonght, “Why should she?” A momentary
“pause fol'owed this question, and the baront
 felt his first stroke had been porried by a gnard
i he had not thought of. Returning to the churge,
i he continued,

5 ““1 bave no reason for supposing you do net,’
still the question is not an vunatural one for a
futher to put to his child.”
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The heart of Clara whispered, not an un-
natural one for a father, but you have been
uneither father nor gnardian to me. But it was
not to her heart that she had now to listen ;
there was design in the question ; she saw
through it, and replied,

* Certainly not : nor do T hesitate to reply in
the affirmative.

“1 am glad to hear yon speak thus ; and you
will admit that the first duty imposed on filial
affection is obedien<e "

¢“ When the precept isright, most decidedly.”

“ But who s{:all be judge of right or wrong in
the exercise of parental authority ?’

““In the absence of any positive standard the
thing itself to be done, or the motive urging the
doing of it.”

““ Should not the absolute will of the parent
be deemed sufficient to command the obedience
of a child )

‘“ When that will demands what is reasonable
anq right.” .

‘‘Then a father must be provided with an
elaborate reason for all he wishes his child to
perform ?”

** Blind obedience is not imperative on the
part of a child, if, on reaching years of maturity,
there is sufficient reason for concluding that
the command is wrong either in motive or
effect. Would you have a child perform intelli-
gently or mechanically your injunction ¥

*“ What matters ?"’

**Only this; that in one case the thing may
be pertormed so carelessly that it had better
been left undone ; while ir the other, the matter
to be done being understood, and a reason for
doing it afforded, the honour of the performer
becomes associated with the right discharge of
the duty.”

This truth convinced the judgment of Sir
Harry, but only to excite him to greater fury ;
and as many others on whom truth is forced un-
willingly, when argument failed him he resorted
to sarcasm and authority,

‘“ Most elaborate !"” he exclaimed ; *“ I shonld
think you to have been reading up the sub.
ject of filial obedience.”

‘I simply speak what my reason and feeling
prompt me to, and without any preparation.”

‘“ Admirable reasoner! but on this suhject
my opinion happens to ditfer widely from your
own. To command is mine, and your implicit
duty is to obey my will. This is the old
fashioned way of doing things, and it is my in-
tention to adhere to it. Now it happened a
short time siuce, no iatter where, nor from
whom, that I heard you have been seen in com-
pany with some beggarly plebeian by the name
of Freeman. | do not enquire it what I heard
is true, as | have the fullest confidence in my
imformant, and I command you, on the penalty
of my severe displeasnre, that the like shall not
occur again.”

““8ir Harry, you need mnot,be frightencd to
enquire of me 1f what you have heard is true ; as
in avoiding to do so I feel that you suspect me
capable of equivocation, or of speaking falsely.
I scorn such practices, and assure you that your
information is correct.’’

‘Do you intend this declaration as an act of
defiance ?

‘‘ Such was not my intention ; but pardon me
if before 1 yield to your imperative command I
solicit a reason for your objection.”

“ Madam, I shall not condescend to reason
with you on the subject.”

*“Then I am to do your bidding, right or
wrong.” )

** Do yeu impeach the integrity of my wishes?”

“Idounot ; [ simply request of you a reason
for your demand.”

““ My will is your only law.”

““ When that will is righteous.”

““Cant! righteous or not is no business of
yours,"’

¢ 8Sir Harry, my father, my desire is to
render you that obedience it is the duty ofa
child to perform, but pardon me if in this
matter T request of you a reason for so doing.”

““You will obtain none other than that it is
my will.”

*“ 13 your objection the result of acting from
mere caprice ?”

““ Would you, Clara, associate yourself with
that beggarly wretch, and thus  disgrace the
family ot the Chillingtons ?”

*“Have the Cnillingtons ever been =0 famous 2

¢ What ! has it come to this that you despise
the honour of the family 1

* Purdon me, but the honour of our family is
dear to me, although we may not take the same
view of what it should consist. In my opinion,
true greatness is not alone to be derived from
hirth, or wealth ; but that he is the truest noble-
man whose life is compatible with the dignity of
his being.”

* Fine talk, truly ; and pray, madam, who
has been your instructor in such profound idens
of what is true nobility ? [ presume that, anti.
cipating my objection to your conduct he, who
would seduce you, has been filling your mind
with these romautic notions.”

¢ 8ir Harry, you permit your prejudice to
carry-yon away to calumuiate the innocent.”

*“Innocent ! he innocent ! a wretched fortune
hunter, who seeks to disgrace us in alliance with
himself.””

** Charles Freeman has never sought to unite
himself with the Chillingtons. 1t was by acei-
dent we first met, and since then I have always
found him far too honourable to intrude his
presence on such society, falsely termed his
superiors ’

“ Who is this Charles Freeman ?*

* You, Sir Harty, know best, 1 simply know

him as being an intelligent and agreeable
person.”

‘‘Agreeable to you, minx!” replied the
baronet, wrathfully, for his feelings were now
excited beyond control; “but I will take care
that for his presumption he shall become dis-
agreeable enough to himself.”

““8ir Harry, hear me, nor seek to distress the
innocent.’”

‘¢ Innocent ! am T again to hear that word ?
The serpent has cast on you his fascinating
glance, and you plead for the wretch who woul
crush you in his folds. I demand of you from
this hour that you never see him again.”

A pause succeeded this stern demand ; and as
the fitful light from the wood burning in the
grate cast 1its reflection on the countenance of
Clara it was easy to see the strong emotion
aroused within her. All fear of the tyranny of
the baronet had passed away with the debate,
and she felt urged by a secret vow to contend
for liberty and happiness in the choice of a
husband.

Do you hear my command ?"* inquired Sir
Harry, annoyed by the silence of his child, and
as he spoke he arose and strode toward where
she was standing.

*“ Do you force me to speak ¥ was the reply.

1 demand of you an aunswer.”

‘ Hear me, then. Does Sir Harry Chillington
think the so-called plebeian origin of Charles
Freeman a sufficient reason to restrain the exer-
cise of the affections of one who has onlf seen
nobility as an empty sound, a gilded envelope to
cover a blotted copy of humanity ! Had it been
your desire that I should entertain ideas of the
divinity of aristocracy would yon have neglected
my education, shut me up in solitude, and sub-

plebeian influence ! It is impossible ! The change
which has passed over your mind is merely cap-
ricious, and will some ‘day, T trust, give way to
purer thoughts. 1 had a mother, Sir Harry,
who was born beyond the pale of the sacred en-
closure, and the lessons of her life have proved
to me that worthy humanity can live outside the
circle of nobility.”’

‘“ Do you reproach te !’ exclaimed the
baronet, now more furious than ever; *¢{hat
mother of yours was——""

* Yanr wife,’" meekly suggested Clara.

“My wife! a woman imposed on me by a
wretched father for the sake of her wealth.”

*“Good heavens! what do I hear? Is it pos-
gible that one who ever called himself a husband,
and who now demands of me the reverence due
from a child to her parent, can speak so croelly
of the sainted dead—ot his wife—of my mother
Can it be that one so good, whose name should
have been embalmed in a grateful mernory with
the purest recollections can only dwell thero as
a disgusting remembrangce ¢’

*“ Your mother, madam—"

* Was imposed on you for her wealth, you
have told me ; and the noble Sir Harry Chilling-
tou accepted her for no other reason than that
she was rich.”’

There was row a calin dignity in the manner
of Clara which made her father panse in the
midst of his rage. His rude nature had thrown
itself inconsiderately on the resourcesof a superior
mind, and wounded from the effort, he now ex-
hausted his fory in impotent anger. Having
somewhat recovered his feelings he once more
repeated his commands, and still claimed the
right of controlling his daughter. This persist-
ency caused Clara to say :

‘Sir Harry, it is painful to me, and heaven
alone knows how painful, but I feel it to be a
duty 1 owe both to myself and you, to inform
you that, in opposing your wishes, I am but
obeying the behest of a dying mother. Deeply
do I deplore that your persistency forces me to
inform you that iny sainted mother, whom you
left unattended by your presence in her dying
moments, as though careful to the last for the
happiness of the child she was leaving behind
without a protector, called me to her bedside,
and said : *Clara, I am leaving you ; my life
since my marriage has been one of unmitigated
sorrow. 1 had not sufficient strength of char-
acter to resist being made a victim to my wealth,
and my happiness was sold from me. My mar-
riage with your father was a forced one, and the
consequence has been a wretchedness, that is
now to terminate in a premature death, My

tempts that may be made after my departure to
force you to marry for the sake of title or wealth
one you cannot love. Seek a person worthy of
your affection, even should Iris social position
not be equal to your own.’ These, Sir Harry,
are the words of your dying wife, of my dead
mother. You have compelled me to tell you
them, and, by the side of that bed on which she
breathed her last, I vowed to carry out her
wishes, nor shall 1 break that vow.

“The curse of beggary is inherent in your
constitution,’’ fiercely rejoined Sir Harry ; and,
as he spoke, being intoxicated with an er, he
litted his hand as though he would smite his
daughter. But Clara was now fearless, and, fix-
ing ber eyes on him, she subdued his brutal
design, and replied : )

‘A golden beggary.” But8ir Harry did not
hear the words, for his own tumultuous ions
deafened his ears to every sound, and, as he
strode from the rooin, he exclaimed :

‘ Obey my commands, or you shall both
suffer.” :

When the baronet had left the room, Clara,
who had strengthened herself to vesist his im.
perative command, sank exhausted to her seat,

and gave vent to her feelings in a flood of tears.
Thers could be no sympathy in her heart tq-

Fesruary 7, 1880. |

Jjected me to what vou are now pleased to term -

child, profit by my condition, and resist all at-
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