CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

YOL. XIX.

'MONTREAL, FRIDAY, AUGUST i4, 1868,

Nwo. 1.

FATHER CLEVELAND;
. OR,
THE JESUIT.

By tbe Autbores of * Life in the Olofa*ar ;" *Grace
O'Halloran ;7 “ The Two Marys,” etc., ete.

From the Baston P.lat.

ot Munids, matron?, nay, the secrets of the grave
This viperous slander enters."— Cymbeline.

PREFACE.

{g the spring of the year 1864 we aftended a
Retreat given by some of the Fathers of the So.
ciety of Jesue, in Cathedra!, London, and
in ope of the Missinn Sermous a touching eir—-
cumsizoce was narrated, from which we bave
composed the little work now presented to the
public. The Reverend Father who related the
followiog nainful facts was by birth an American,
though bis pame proved bim to be of Trish ex-
traction ; aad the amiable, but most unfortunate,
vichm to a grave slander, snd whose life he

‘briefly sketched, was a young Irish lady of high

birth, driven by adverse circemstances, which
involved the utter ruin of her family, and under
an assumed nvamed to seek a maintenance for
herse)! and her aged pareots in the Far West,

* Agd we beg to add, thal though clothed 1a lan.

guage of our own. we have adbered strictly to
the melancholy parration of the good Fatber
O'B!"'-

. We have releted simple facts, merely adding
a few slight touches of our own, to relieve the
more sombre coloricg of the piclure presented
to the view of the reader. )

. Thus, to render the finale somewhat less pain-
fal; we have had recourse to fiction, for the httle
alleviation of a subscription for the desolate

- parents was not gravted; in losing their child

they lost, as the good Father expressed it, ¢ the
staff of their old age,’~—they lost their all.

We trast that no excuse wil se needed for

briogiog before the notice of our reacers so sad a
ale, To the Eternal God and Ifis Angels
alone are oftentimes kaown the resulis of this siv
of slander. Men is often not congnizint of the
fatal consequences ; may it, not unireguently,
¢end in a brokee heart and an early grave ? asin
the case of the unbappy young ludy to whom we
bave given the name of Desmond-
" H, tbec, our tale shall perchance evoke a tear,
we yet hope to be pardoned oo the score of our
good intentions, for kave we not done far more
wisely in weaving the painful truths narrated by
Father O'R ,than by puttiog forwarda
merely smaginative work? We will conclude,
then, n the words of the immorta! Bard of
Avon—

t No, 'tis alander,

Whose edge s sharper than the aworcd, whose tongue
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile, whose breath
Ridas on the posting windg, and doth belie
All corsers of the world.” .

‘We are indebted for the lines # My Suany
Days are Past,” to a member of a Religious
Comreunity.

CHAPTER [ —THE SQUIRE’S FAMILY,

¢ Welcome to Alverley, dear Aileen, a hearty
welcome to the Grange, daughter of my good old
friend” suid the Squire of Alverley, pressing bis
hps mth something of fatherly aftection, on the
brow of the young Aileen Desmond ; theg, turn-

" ing to his davghter, he added, * I commt ber to

your charge, Maud, for she must need rest and
refreshment as well as myself, seeing that we
have travelled several bours beneath a bursing
July sup.’> Maud Cleveland, the only daughter
of the Squire, needed not, however, lor a few

. moments the observation of ber father so lost

was she in surprise at the change the last eight
years had .made, having forgotten that in that
time Aileen, had passed from childhaod -to wo-
manhood. Then recollecting herself, she has-
tened forward, and extending her band to Aileen,
sbe passed her »rm affectionately round her waist,
and bede Ler welcome to the Grange with as
much warmth as ber fatber.

With a smile of satisfaction the -Squire
watched the two -young women, as they passed
throngh the hall and up the- stone staircase, til}
they disappesred from his sights and then, enter-
ing the library, he threw mmselfl into an easy

‘chair, and weaved out 0 his own.mind one of

those many chateux en espagne, which we all
are so fond of budding up, even the most sage
amongst us, young and old salike; for, are we
not night, reader, it the sanguine dreams of youth

are.over with youreelf, and age, with its expers -

ence, has sobered you,.and jou have settled
calily down, amidst the stern realities of life, do

“you'net still, ever and anon, build up some piry

castle some dear one, who is more than all the
world.to you ? Pen

< Phus 1t was then with old :Squwre Cleveland,
83 be traced, in bis omn mind, a futire for' Aileen,
and as'he leaned back m that Juxurious chair

enjoyiog the repose "so delightful (o bis weary
limbs, his eyes wandered over the rich lands
around tbe Grange, and bepding farwards with
clasped hands, while the last rays of the sun shed
a golden hight on Ins veoerable bead, be exclaim-
ed, ¢ Yes, let it be so ; Desmond is poor, but of
ancieat race f he has yet enough, 1 suppose, to
enakle him to bequeath Aileec a small fortuae,
and even were she likely to be penniless at the
the death of her parents, which surely caonot be,
1 should still wish her to be the wfe of my
son ; I have watched her narrowly whilst bher fa-
ther’s guest—she i3 as good as she is pretty, and
may 1o time teach Herbert to amend bis life and
sow s wild oats. I only wish friead Desmond
had not insisted on Aileen’s return to the Pep~
sionaat of the F'rench convent for anotber year,
but for that I would have bastened the match
with all possible dispatch.’

¢ A very faolish coaclusion to have arrived at,
my good friend,’ said an elderly gentleman 1a the
garb of an ecclesiastic, whose quiet step bhad
been unheard by the squire. ¢ Remember, that
whilst man proposes God disposes: and call to
mind the conversation I held with you a few
montks since, reminding you that things were
turming out with Edward exactly the reverse of
what you had anticrpated; for, were you not
carving out a future for bim, whilst God was
desigaing hun for the Chureh.’

¢ Very true, as far as be is concerned,’ remark-
ed the Squire ; ‘ but' if I have wade 2 mistake
with Edward, I yet do not see why you are to
augur disappointment for me in my hapes con-
cerning Aileen and Herbert.?

The sun was setting, and its last faint rays
stole through the latticed wiadows of the Grange,
lightiog up the withered face of the old man,
whose countenauce was now raised to that of his
friend, with sometbing of a sorrowlul expression,
as though reproaching him for thus cruelly
prophesying destrdction to the hopes he was
forming for buildiog up a race, which should
transmit bis name to fulure generations.

The priest looked pitying down, for, whilst
circumstances led bin clearly to read what the
future would be, he still sorrowed for the pain
his words bad caused.

¢T know well what you thiok, my Revernd
friend,’ said the Squire, after a long pause: and
sighing deeply, be added, as he rose, and bendiog
forward on hiz stiek, looked on the fair scene
which extended itself beyond the Grange, ¢ 1
understand you well : you have so httle fzith 1o
Herbert, you think be never will reform, and
that all these broad acres wiill pass to other
bands ; and that, in years to come, Cleveland
Grange will probably be sold, through the reck-
lessness of my spendthrift son 2

¢ Nay, nay, my rood friend, not so fast, not s
fast,” urged the Priest ; ¢ whilst there is Lle there
is hope ; only do not count with too much con-
fidence on Herbert, for, should be not reahse
your expectations, the disappointment will be a
severe one,’

The Squire did not reply, but yet gazed {orth
on the fair landscage, now becomng less dis~
cernible 1n the fast waniog light of departing
day: the evening was soft and tranquil ; scarce
a leaf stirred 1z the breeze, and a sweet perfume
arose from the flowers which filled the old-
fashioned terrace without. The nete of the
nightingale and the voice of the old mao then
broke the silence, as he murmored, almost in-
audibly—* The mortgage money—tbe morgage
is scarcely paid opj 2nd he will tread i the
same steps as my late brother.)

As these words fell from his lipe, the crashing
of boughs was heard in the distance, and the
figure of a young man, attired m a gay huntwg
suit, appeared, as be leaped lightly down ap
eminence, formed by the undulating ground,
stariling the timd hare, and breaking the still-
ness of the night with the slashing of the whip
be carried in his hand, wiilst he shouted forth
snatches of one of the fashionable airs of the
day.

zl‘he next moment the prodigal heir of Cleve—
land Grange bounded up the steps leading to the
terrace, and stood before the irate old Squire,
betraying by bis appearance tbat he was some-
what the worse of a too free indulgence at the
festive board. Somewbat abashed, Herbert
Cleveland drew aside oo finding. himself so unex-
pected in the prence of lus father and the Priest,
and the opportune entrance of Aileenand bhis sis-
‘ter Maud alone spared -bim a severe rebuke.

- The Chaplam drew aside, mentally contrasting
the young squwre with the refined and dehcate

girl who stood before him, asking limself the kite

and the dove might oot as well mate together as
Atleen Desmond become the bride of Herbert
Cleveland. The latter eftected his escape on
the moment after the entrance of his sister; nor
was bis departure noticed by the Squire, who

‘bad reason to-be glad at his withdrawal ; for cer-’

tainly there was nothing in s appearance to
prepassess those wha were present.

- A'little later the sound of the great bell an-
noupced a visitor ; it proved to be one loog ex-

pected, and who pevertheless, bad at last taken
the inmates of the Grange by surprise— this was
noae other than Edward Cleveland, the youoger
son of the Squire.

Tte last three vears bad beenm spent by this
young man on a Conlinental tour; and be had
returned—zot to enter on a military career, as
fus father had anticipated, but to become a sol-
dier of the Church militant, by enhstiog himselt
2s a son of the Soctety of Jesus.

Edward Cleveland was tall and commanding
m person ; his countenance was full of expres.
sion; he had strong aquime features, and eyes
davk and prercing ; bis dress, already balf cleri-
cal betrayed the sacred calling he bad determined
to follow.

‘With a sometbing of shyness io her maaner,
Aiieen stepped forward to welcome tue former
companiou and plavmate of those childish davs
she had spent at Alverley ; then drawing amde,
she whispered to Maud;

¢ Is it possible that Edward has decided vnen-
tering the Church ; his dress resembles that of a
Priest ¥ :

¢ Truly, my fatber tells me that such is the
case, Aileen,’ rephed her fiiend ; ¢ very much to
his vexation too, We expect that he will enter
almost immediately one of the colleges of the
Jesmits. Do you remenber those days when, as
children, we all rambled together in tbe woods of
Alverley, when Werbert aod Edward were your
swora chevaliers? When each would strive to
outvie the other in renderiog you a service. Fa-
ther Hugh,’ she added, turnipg to the priest, I
can remember one day,a violent quarrel between
my brothers, about Aileen. ln boyish sport
they declared that, when she grew to be a wo-
man, she would wed whichever should climb the

beyond. How shall it be, Aieen? Herbert
is ruoning wild after horses and hounds, and Ed-
ward about to forswear the sex for ever.’

¢ Peace, Maud, hold thy silly chatter,” angrily
exclaired ber father ; whilst Aileen, 1 snuch
confusion,exclaimed : ¢ Bat, if T remember rightly,
Maud, the bough broke, 2nd bath my valiant
Squires hurled to the grosnd.’

It frequently bappeos that remembrancas of
days long past are very painiul, and sometimes
even become nidiculous when relaling to others.
Thus 1t was with Aileen ; and yet, had she been
asked, she would bave simply said, she knew not
why, uuless it was. that her strict maidenly re-
serve and delicacy was wounded, by the allusinn
s0 naively made by ber friend, Maud Cleveland ;
but, be that as it may, a musing spirit seemed to
bave taken possession of her mind. She with-
drew o the deep recess i which the window
| was situated, und gazed wistiully out into the
I park beyond, now lighted up by the silvery rays
| of the full moon, its bright beams gleaming over
the foliage of those lofty trees,as i those far off
days to which Maud bad so playfully alluded.—
Alas, alas! the planets 1o their onward course
altar not ; the old park at Alverley are still tie
same—it 13 we who alter; we the creatures of
circumstances § we wha who are ever changiog.
Thus felt Aileen Desmond ; yet failed to soued
the depths of her own heart, or realtze to herself
the cause of the depression of ¢pmits under which
she Jabored on this, the first night of her retura
to the Grange, which she had not visited since
the days of her childliood.

Had Aileen changed herseli? She fancied
not ; the fault anyhow sested with others, not
with ber ; all the 1nmates of the old place seemed
altered beings : the old friends, then it was who
were changed ; those whom she remembered as
youths and playmates were now men—and one
reserved and dignified as became the sacred call-
10g to which, Maud bad told her, be had devoted
himself ; so thet poor Aileen seemed half afraid
to address him, and sbraok from grasping, as she
would fain bave dope, with the affectionate
warmth of an old friend, the band which so very
lightly touched ber own; the other—ob, ove
hssty glance had been sufficient, and carried with
it death to the Squire’s hopes; for it bad told
ber that Herbert, daring aod reckless as a boy,
and from whom she bad oftes turoed, balf i fear,
to seek protection from the milder, studious Ed-
waad; was speedily becoming what may be term.
ed a fast man, 1o this fast age of ours! and the
refined Aileen sbrank from i with somewhat of
disguat, _

Maud Cleveland, tno, was altered for the
worse; thus thought the simple, innocent girl,
whose years of separation had been passed within
the wulls of the old castle of her ancesiors—for
ber father was the prood but poor desceundant of
a noble Milesian race—or else, beneath the shel-
ter of the Convent, whither she was to return
shortly for one year more. .

Troly, Maud’s appesrance, if one were to
judge—and we often do from outward signs—
formed a stroog contrast to that of Aileen,
whose slight figare was arrayed in a simple dress
of pale blue cashinere ; her abundant tresses aof
suony brown Lair, tinged with a golden hue,
caught up in a blue ribbon, aud confined by a

topmost branch of the loftiest tree in the park.

[small pearl comb ; we question much, howerer,
if Aileen could have appeared to better advan-
tage had she studied less carefully simplicity of
attire ; her faultlessly farr complexion, delicate
features, and deep blue eyes needed not the ap—
pliances of a fashionable tolet. But Maud ap-
peared arrayed for dinper is a costly and elegant
dress, which put to the blush poor Aileen’s mo-
dest and inexpensive attiwe ; her robe of rich
maize-colored s1lk was covered with a profusion
of poiat lace, which bad descended to her with
her mother’s jewels, festooned arownd the skirt,
each festoon being fastened by a spray of roses,
whilst gay jewels gleamed on her wrists, and
sparkled in her raven hair.

s Ma chere exclaimed the fashionable belle,
drawing Aileen aside,® why do you appear m
society 1 that old fashioned, shabby dress?—
Why, as I live, you bave not a trioket on your
rerson, except that paltry combd; I wish I had
noticed your short-comings before, I should bave
lent you some of my own jewels out of sheer
compasston.’

¢ Nay, Maud, do be still,) exclamed Aileeo;
¢1 assure you, I think myself quite smart o my
present dress; were [ like you, I should turn
the heads of half the girls in the Pensiornat, to
which I am about to return.’

¢ Aod a pretty farce that is,” replied Maud,
with a scoraful toss of her head; *a pretly
farce, forsootd, ta banish agaie to the schoel-
room a girl of a sufficient age to take ber place
m society ; were Tin your place, Aileen, T would
not endure 1t quetly. When will they cease to
consider and treat you as a chid 7

A somewhat indignant remonstrance trembled
oo the lips of Anleeo, which =vas cut short by
dicner being announced ; and the old Squire, the
oply persen in whom she detecled no cbange,
save that bis hair was whiter than of ofd, and s
shoulders bent with age, passing his arm through
hers Yed her from the room.,

The old gentleman so arranged that Herbert
should occupy the next seat 1o hers'at table, to
the great smusement of Maud Cleveland, whose
love of mischief was wtense; and who already
felt confident that the wishes of her father would
never be realzed as far as Aileen was con-
cerned.

This meeting, which had been intended for a
happy reunion, fell singularly short of the mark:
the Squire, usually full of spirits, and an excel-
lant compamon, was, on this night, ill calculated
to do the duties of bost ; his two sons bad each
crossed him rorely—one, 2 rveckless spendtbnift,
wauld probably never attain lis own age, or, if
lie did, long ere that time arrived he would have
squandered away his patrimony ; and the other
—oh! do not regret it, Squire, ratler rejoice
that Edward has far other and higher views than
any one you have formed for him.

As to Aileen, every lhing was distastelu! to
her ; she felt rather repulsed from Maud than
the reverse, end was not sorry when the time
came for ber to withdraw to her room.

Loog after the doors of the different apart-
meats of the Grange had clased for the pight,
she remained at her chamber window looking out
udoa the park beneath, and a httle to the night,
through an opening i the trees, on the quiet
country beyond. It was a still calm mgat, the
sky was studded with stars, and the pale light of
the moon shone full on the torm of Aileen still
arrayed in the despised blue dress which had ex-
cited the ridicule of Maud Cleveland. She was
vainly tryidg (o look into the future; she was in
dreamland now, but do not blame this ardent en-
thustastze girl, for we all have our day-dreams,
even the most prosaic and unsentimeatal persons
amongst us. Her thoughts wandered back to
the days of her chilibood, and before her mind’s
eye came up visions of the past, m which the
Clevelands were as they used to be, asd ever,
ever, strangely against her will, the disciple of
the great St. 1guatius was foremost in those re-
minisceunces of the past, was blended in ber vi-
stons of the future, as if some strange concatena-
tion of events were to blied the two togetber,
yet how, for she knew what his future was to be,
but konew not her own; and she still looked out
on the calm quiet night, and a weary wish that
she could raise the veil which screens the future
from ouvr sight, took possession of her soul; that
future which it seemed to her would be dark and
troubled ; even as that midaight hour, for, as she
yet gazed, a cloud passed over the face of the
moon, & light breeze swept through the fohage
of the trees, the stars dsappeared,and large
drops of rain fell heavily on the sward beneath,

¢ Even thus will my own path in life be clouded,’
she exclaimed, with a heavy sigh. ‘I feel a
pressage of coming misfortune ;> yet see, Aileen
beholds one bright star gleaming through the
clouds, and she hails its appearaace as an earnest
of a bright bereafter; and should those fore-
bodings of comng evil be reaized m her regard,
she resolves to gird herself bravely for the work
hefore her; and, howerver stormy may be ber
future, to be fouad with her lamp: well trimmed,
and her o1l 1 rezdinege.

CHAPTER ll.—THE BROKEN CROSS.

¢ I really consider myself the best judge i all
such matters, and must beg to decline following
your advice ; 1t is an affur in which I will not
brook interference,’ exclaimed Maud Cleveland,
in a sharp and angry tone of voice, as she rose
from the couch op which she bad been seated
beside her brather Edward, and her large black
eyes looked defizntly at him, as she added, ¢ I do.
nut know that I should even yield to my father’s
opinion, certainly not to that of a brother, who,.
because be is about to become a Jesuit, forsooth,
considers himself authoriz2d to rebuke me,’

¢ For shame, Maud,’ exchimed Edward, rising
from tis seat, and following her to a table at
which she endeavored to veil her excitement by
hurriedly turming over the leaves of a book ; be
had his hand teudesly upon her arm, adding,
¢ Though not much older than yourself, Maud,
you will surely not deoy that I have more expe-
riepced, and I boldly use a brother’s privilege 1
warning you that evil will attead you should you
become Harry Vivian’s wife.’

¢ You offend me, sir, by so pertinaciously re~
turpiag to tis odious subject? replied Maud,
violently throwing off the hand be bad affection«
ately placed unen her own. ¢ Go,and preach
elsewhere to those who will obey you, as I shal)
not do. I will nat meet you again as long as
you continue at the Grange. I return to you
jour locket and your cross ; [ want no souventr
from so stern a monitor, nov I’ and, n a parox-
ysm of aager, Maud tore the triokets from a
small gold chain on which they depended, recka
less in her impetuous fory, and all unconscions
that she bad broken the fine filagree working
forming one arm of the cross, which was set with.
small rubies, an expeasive and beautiful present
which the young student had brought from Rome
as a little souvenir for this, his only sister,’

¢ Heaven forgive you, my sister, for your mad
unwomanly exhibition of auvger,’ said yousg
Clevelund, stooping to pick up the 1jured relic.
t See, you have broken the cross! it will be.
well for you if you are not this moment weaving
a very heavy one tor your own shoulders ; it so,
when mayhap you may feel as if you would sinle
beneath its weight, (hea 1 bid you remember this.
Broken Cross”

¢ T thank you very much, Sic Preacher,” re~.
plied Maud, i a tone of derision ; then, bending
with mock reverence, she added, ¢ and when tbhe
cross you warn me of becomes so very heavy
thit T am croshed beneath its weight, rest ag~
sured, T will oot forget to send for my Priest
Brother.”?

It not unfrequently bappens that words spoken
o satire or n jest,as the case may be, come
back with hitter interest to those who utter them
l—-thus it fared in the ead with Maud Cleve-
and.

Another moment and the enraged beauty had
awept oul of the room, slkmming the door behnd
lier as she disappeared.

For a short ime Edward stood musing over
what had passed, his sharp discernment had led
bim to read correctly the character of the man,
whom the self-milled Maud intended tu espouse,
and to regard it ic a very different point of view-
from that held by her father, who had led her to
believe he should not witbhold his consent to her-
marriage,

The sorrow Edward Cleveland had felt whiewr
he fiist became acquainted with the attachment
that existed, and which he had just reasons for
beheving would termiwnate in an unbappy vaion,
was now changed into a feeling of indignation ;
but a few moments’ reasoning with his owa heart
and the perhaps not unreasopable sentimest of:
anger had passed away ; and the words, ¢ Poor-
Maud, sbe wil regret all this whes tao. late,’
escaped bis lips,at the very moment that the door-
gently opened, and Arleen estered— Aileen, who-
was the very personification of all these graces
in woman, which are most winning in.the eyes of
others. ‘

She wag about to withdram on seeinz the
room occupied, when Edward hasteaed to detain.
her, spoke to her with enthusiasm of the lite to.
which he was about to devote himself; of bLis
desire to seek for distant clmes in which he
might Iabor for the conversinn of the heathen,.
bid her remember Lim in after years, and thea
recalled to mind those early days which they had:
passed togetier, and ended: by telling. ber that he:
bad a souventr, of which he begged-ber-accept—
ance before his departure for the college 1 which
he was about to commence his nov'ciate,

Now, of the different members of the Squire’s
family, there was none to whom Aileen was so,
drawa as to himself and Edward, and 3o it bap-
pened that the mentioa of those early days
touched 2 chord in ber heart which made her sad
ead depressed, and the tears were still. trembling
10 ter eyes, when a little later Maud ré.entered
the room, baving seen Edward cross ‘the park’
before she ventured to return. ‘ ‘

* What 13 the matler, ma mignonne, she in-,
quired as she observed the tell-tale-tearsin the

eyes of Aileen, fsurely you are not in grief bes,



