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YOL. XIX.

A TALE FOUNDED ON FACT.

“The grod Jeus bas already made up for all might ; that they were sent by Mrs. Brown,
. H L E [

' of Ne, 6, Park Sireet, Dean Valley ; to scour
"the towa for her lost child ; that they had found
_her in the market, where she had picked up a

Lok at this, father,’ said Mary, placing
the crucifix hefore the dyrng ran’s eyes. * Look
at this, Could he have dope more for us? He
shed the last drop of His blood tor you. There
s nothing left for Him ta give you but Himeelf,

you.

and He is coming on His way to give you that,

nichk blessing.'
A flush of ecstatic joy crimsoned the
the dying penitent, snd he rarsed his bap
tearful eyes to heaven.
Mary prayed with all her migh’.

face of
ds and

She saw a

_abadow resting on the pallid features; the flush

had died away. She koew that death was very,
very near, and she trembled with the dread that
he should pass away without Ins first and Jast
Commuuion,

+ The flowers, Mary,—the flowers!
will be late.”

¢« Hush, deac father. D not think of Jessie

now; thiok of pose hut God. He 1scomug

5000’
¢] sm not worthy, sighed he; I am ali

covered with sin.?

s Offer to God the sinless znd loving Heart of
His blessed Mother,® whispered Mary. ¢ and beg
of her to present you to ber Son, for Ile is com
iog very soon.’

A deep silence succeeded,~a silence uobroken
by words; but lstening Avgels stood there
waiting the coming of thewr great Kwg. And
they heard rich music ascending from the 1wo
human hearts close by, and songs of joy swelling
the chorus before the Angels of Gad in heaven.

CHAPIER V.,

Jesme had arrived i tine to have the first
choice of a pumber of small bovguets. The
flowera were yet wet w'ib the morning dew, and
gbe 1aid them tenderly i her little basket, and
burried homeward. Scarcely had she left the
market, when a heavy band gracped Fer shoalder.
and turping, she grew sick with fright ; for it
was the thin man from the Circus wha held her,
aod empiled his own gnm :mile dawn ypon bis
victim.

1 Don’t scream, my dear, but come along
guietly ; T want to show you the beantiful place
that gentleman lives o that has these pretty
children.’

‘Loose me, sir! loose me! cried Jessie,
strugghog to free hersell. ¢ My grandfatber 1s
dying. Linose me,and let me go home.’

A Iight spring cart came ratthog over the
street, and stopped st the place where Jessie was
prisoned in the iren grasp of her enemy. She
felt bersell raised from the ground, then seated
she knew not where, ooly the painful grasp was
not so tight, and a strange voice Mssed bebind
ber, * We must drive for our lives; her uncle 18
close after us,>  She heard the crack of a whip,
and felt the plunging vehicle bear her away with
a spresd that paralysed her. At length she
opened her eyes. Houses had disappeared, and
there was a church o the distance. The risieg
sun gilded the cross on its roof till it chone like
burnished gold,

¢ Save me ! save me!’ she cried; acd so
agomzed was the scream ‘hat the thin map
ground bis teeth with rage, and lawd bis band on
ber mouth,

A dark figure, half-crossed the street. She
saw a hand stretcbed out, and the driver rein in
bis harse. It was a policeman.

¢ What are you doing to that girl? be asked
with his hand on the remns,

¢ We are taking her home to her motker,’
saig the thin man. * Sbe left her home yester-
day, with a lot more to come hkere and see the
far.  She’s been wandering about all mght,
pretty dear. Ain’t we glad we’ve found you at
last, my chicken ; and won’t your poor wmother
be pleased? We are in a burry, you see, my
friend ; for we left ber poor mother in a fit.’

¢ Ob, good man,’ cried poor Jessie, * don't De-
lieved tius wicked cresture. T bave no mother
and my dear grandfather is dyiog, and this man
1s stealing me from my home. Ob, save me!
mercy ! mercy! Oh, don’t go away! Merey !
mercy ' and again the wild ehriek was echoed
on all sides

It was heard by one who hurried down the
‘2isle of*the hule church, bearing in His silver

\ tome, the Saviour ot oll who cry to Him for
mercy. Tne good priest, turned pale as the
sbriek rung in his ears, for its tone of agony
cbilled the bload 1n his veins. A moment, acd
bé was out in the street, hasteniog to the cart
where the child stood with outstretched arms,
ond face livid with (right,

‘tere’s a gentleman, said the pohcemss ;
‘you can’t move on till I’ve spoken to bhim.’

_And the gentleman came forward and laid
bis band on tbe horse, and asked Jessie why
the screamed so fearfully.

b «Oh,of you please, kind sir, these men have
i stolen me from the market ; they waot to wmske
' me a hallet-dancer, Oh, take me from them!
: Oh, do, please, help me.

. Both the men bere swore the men was crazy
!'with {right, because she bad been lost snd out

! few flowers,

lchild. ¢Oh, pray, don’ leave me, sir.’

. +1 won’t leave yoo, my poor child, until 1
understand the story better. The policeman
will also s'ay ; and when we know the truh, we

! will both do our duty.’ |

| were silenced immediately.

¢ How catne you to be out so early, my child, l
i

| and alope 7

Jess.e . morning, he wanted flowers, because—because— | as they possessed. So the circus and moucte-

1 oh, dear. T musn’t tell you why.?

l * Why not 11l me 7 and am [ nat your friend #* |

+ Oh, yes ; but you wouldn't understand. You
- would *bink me crezy, becanse you're not a Ca~
i thohe.

i 1 am indeed a Catholic,® satd the gaod Fe-
. ther, now more inlerested than befere.

t Jessie uttered a cry of jov,and exclaimed,
J‘Thm,m_y grandfather wanis flowers, because

. the Blessed Jesus is coming to him this morn-
A

[
: " What is your grandfather’s name? asked
I'the priest.

" ¢ He 1s called Samuel Biink,’ and lodges at
}No. 9 Queen’s Court.’

t ¢ These men cught to be taken into custody,
said Jessie’s friend ; ¢ I know her grandfather,
and am now on my way to ber home. Come
with me, my child.}

The thin man released his held, and Jessie,
| with an agility which surprised aod amused the
i good priest, sprung from the cart, and clung to
the folds of his ample cloak.,

¢Give me your hand, my child, said he;
i € but do not speak to me until we get to your
| horoe’

s Have you What my grandfather is waiting
for 77 asked Jessie, ber whole form trembling
with awe and reverence.

i ¢TI have,” answered her protector; ¢ and that
j is why we must keep silenee.’

Jessie tunidly withdrew her hand, aod re-

moving the lid from her basket, carried it with
1the flowers expased ; their sweet perfume scent-
3 ing the air as they burried on.
i 'The kind Heart of our loving Lord noted the
Varaceful act of the poor vrphan; and showered
Its most precious graces on her future path
through life.

The cart and ils accupants were ¢ marked’ by
the policeman ; bat they owed their escape from
custody to his religtous priociples, for be had an
vowholesome dread of Popery, and s sympathy
with the child died out (be instant she explained
ber morping’s errand.

The priest and his charge had turmed the
corner leading to the market, when they encoun-
tered Sam, his bead hare, and his face streaming
with perspiration.  H's coat was thrown open,
and Bis naked chest heaved convulsively. The
1nstan? bis eye fell on Jessie he rushed towards
her, and, grasping her arm, asked what bad hap-
pened to her. )

*Hu-h, Uncle Sam P caid Jesste, falling a little
behind the priest. ¢ 1am guite safe now, This
gentleman 1a the priest. Wil you rvo homs

Sam’s gratitude to Jesste’s protector, knew no
bounds. Under a rozgh and uncouth exteror
he possessed a warmth of affection and a delicacy
of feelhng that Justiy endeared hie to bis family.
Out of that circle, hitle was knowe of him be-
voad the fact that be worked hard to support &
sick father, and was tenderly devoted 1o his wife
and a little mece, who was seldam seen from
under his protection. Those who employed hm
invariably fovnd bim punctuval and hepest; but
he refused compamonship with new acquaintances,
especially if they belonged to the class of strall
ing plavers. He fiad beea married three years.
He choce tus wile for the gentleness of her man-
ners, and the busy, industrious habits he had no-
ticed 10 her. And not once since their union
had she vexed or disappointed him, He first
met ber at the death-bed of his siter-indaw—
Jesste’s mother—who was mortally njured by a
fall from a rope forly feet above the grourd; a
weak strand gave way, and the vibration of the
card preciptated her and her hushand to tte
yawaing depth below. He was killed ob the
spot. She survived a week, and was carefully
altended, till ber deaih, by the under-nurse of a
country bospital, The nurse was Mary, and
Sam pever could torget ber tender eare and pa—
tient labors for his dying sister.  Mary bad been
well instructed in ber relizion by a good mother ;

“WQETREA

Tt iso’t true! it isg’t true!” cried the poor ' gave him on his wedding-day, he would have |

\

The two men became very furious; but they |
i tinerary home, lns beart overflowed with Jove for

\ ¢Ob, sr, my prandfather is dying; ecd this | a decent van, and a license to hawk such goods |

before us, and tell aunt that we are coming i

!engaged there two years, she never mnce had
; henrd the Holy Mass or recewved the tnly Sa-
craments, She kept hidden in her little room a
"small oratory, and many and frequent were her
tearful prayers that God would open some other |
home to her, where ste could serve Hum ag her !
holy relgion requred. And when Sam vowed
he never would prevent her zowg to the chapel,
nor laugh, nor seotl at any thing which she held
sacred, she believed hiz words, and marned him
Had Sam followed the council the good priest |
. been a better and a happier man ; but a siupid
shyness kept bim from the church, end ke held
: the shabbiness of his clothes responsihle for his
neglected soul. When Mary proposed to him
that she should nurse his aged parents, and take
the charge of Jessie, and not break up their poar

ber, and he felt at her feet and almost worshipped
her. It was Mary’s savings that dad purchased

| banks were given up and an honest means of
| subsistence adopted. For years they had lived

i tn no other home, The van was furmihed with

all that was absolutely necessary for their dailyi
wapts, Ju contained a small stove to caok their |
-food, two beds and a hammock, chests of crork |
,ery and cooking ufenwis, a table, and a bench ,
fixed to the side of the vap. During the day[
their goods were displared ovtside the vehicle. |
The brooms, mats, baskets, &+, hung n con~
spicuous places frum the pegs near the roof.—
Ther traveiled from willage to village, pascing
through cities. and towns on their way, and fur
nishing small sbops with every variety of goods
{at trade price. But times grew harder and
harder, and food was geftirg more and more ex-
pensive ; and Sam at last iosisted that they
should try the circuses opce more, and if that
failed the horse and van must be sold,and a tem-
norary shelter sougkt for in the workhouce.—
Mary reluctantly consented ; for the ofd man
w1s dying, and they were vpahle to buy common
necessaries. We have seen the result of the
first day’s trial. Jesste ioherited her parents’
taient for acrobat performance, and with a Ilstile
of the professional training would be able to ac—
complish unprecedented feats on the tizht-rope.
The tlin mao at the Circus, with the eye of a
copnoisseur, had discovered her merits, and de~
termined to secure her as the future ‘prima
dopna’ of a eity opera. He succeeded in ex-
terting from Sam an unwilling consent, for which
he swas to pay £50 if the scheme of running ofi
with her suceeeded, and she could be induced to
make ao apprenticeship of fire years.

CHAPTER VI,

The clock struck sevenr. Mary rose from her
knees, and wiped away the perspiraticn from the
dywing face. The livid hps were parted, and the
labored brea -hing was becominz famter, and at
interrals interrupted by the awful death rattle;
the hands were clasped, but motionless; the
power had died in every limb, and left them
white and cold ; but the heart throbbed on, as if
it could not cease fo be, but waited ard kept the
scul tmprisoned unlil it could take wing with Qqe
to guide its passage through the Valley of the
Shadow of Death. There was a world of Jove
and patient longing 1o those glassy eyes as they
turoed ¢o the half~opeoed door snd epcountered
the mild but anxious countepance of the gnod
priest.  Mary lit the candles. Jessie filled 1he
vases with the sweet flowers, Samn kaelt, and
prayed with all bis soul. But the sick man,—
ab, we must veil the rest. God graot lo us 10
our dying hour such precious moments as those
which closed the lLfe of the fervent penitent
Samuel Brink. The priest remaiaed till the Tast
sigh was drawn ; but bis heart echoed the song
of exulting Angels, while lus lips pronounced the
¢ De Profundis” and ¢ Latany for the Dead '—
Strange, there were po tears in Jessie’s eyes
when tae cold face was covered, but a radiant
smile upan her hps. Jessie’s gift of faith was
deeper than her natural Jove ; and ber soul bad
soared above the death bed and the parrow room,
and was histemng for the happy welcome, ¢ Come,
ye blessed,” &c.

The priest spoke seriously, and 1 a whsper,
to Mary, and with a shade of sorrow op his face ;
but it soon passed off, for Mary, with tearful
eyes, had made a promire that her neglected du.
ties should be resumed immediately ; 2nd Sam,
still upon his knees, bitterly reoroached himself
for being the cause of Mary’s pegligence, and
joned bus promise to hers that not ocne mght
should pass before be bad made hs peace with
God. .

¢ I think,’ smd the priest, ¢ you had better take
the child to her new home to-day; she can be
of no use here, and from what you said to me
yesterday I fesr she 13 pot safe ualil the town-
fair is over, ¥You had better remove her at
ooce, while the Sisters are prepared to receive

L. FRIPAY, JUNE

ber.?

but hers was a ¢ Protestant place, aund though

¢ will take her thms afterncon, Reverend

I8, 1869.
Father, said Mary, drping her tears; ¢ but |
can gever thaok you enoogh for your charity ta
ber and to us all.’

¢ T shall accept your good resolu‘mas for
thanks, caid the priest, smiling ; ¢ they are made
at a very solemn time, and God will be angry f
they are broken.?

$ They shall not he hroken,” satd Sim, rismng
from his knees; ¢I ought to have had mare
sense than to go on liing in this careless way,
whea death is sure to comeatilast, 1 never taw
any one die afore, sir. 1t must must be an awful
sight to see 2 bad man die. I bopc 1a God, sir,
I may never come to that.’

“{t ism your own power, my good man, to
die as happily as yaur ooor father. Thack God,
such deaths as his are the poar priest’s consola.
tion, 1 will say Muss for him at nme o’clock
this morning.’

¢ There 15 time,’ said Mary, ¢ for me to do the
last [ can tor noor father. I will, then, come
and hear that Maes ; and if you can affard 2 ht-
tle time after your breakfast, T should hke to
begin mv confession.’

*T will do what you wish, my poor child; bwm
I must burty Sack now. God bless ynu all)’ he
sud, as Mary fell on ber knees; aogd hfiing the
ateh, he hurnied homewards,

Mary went into the next room, and found the
old woman still fast asleep. 1 won’t wake her
vet, thonght Mary ; she 13 worn out with fatizue
and anxiety, I will wait uetil she wakes, and
break the news geatly.’

¢ Marv, just come bere,” winspered Sam from
the open door,

Mary obeyed, and Sam ponted to the koeel-
1ng Torm of the child.

¢ What 1s she doing 7’ he whispered ; ¢ is che
asleep with her eyes open? Do go and speak to
her. D’m afeared to touch her.”

The child waz kneeling motionless; she had
not sticred since her prandfather had received
the Holy Viaticum ; she saw nothing, she heard
nothing, of what was passiog arouod her. Her
bright eyes seemed to grze on vacancy, and her
glowing lips to bold communion with the unseen
presence of Angels,

¢ Jessie,” suid Mary, placiag her hand on the
child’s liead, ¢ what are you looking at ¥’

Jessie started to her feet, and burping her
face in her aunt’s apron, burst into tears,

¢ Oh, aunt,” she sobbed, ¢ T wish you was like
grandfather, T do so want our Blecsed Lord to
come to me like that,and tike me with Him
where my grandfather is gone !  Oh, aunt, there’s
nothing good nor beautiful in this world except
the Blessed Sazrament P’

Mary dried the child’s tears, and comforted
her as best she could.

¢ Did you hear what the priest said you were
to do, Jessie 7

¢ No, sunt ; do tell me.’

¢t You are to go to school to day ; and, Jesste,
now mind what I am gomg to say fo you, for
perhaps it’s the last time you can ever havea
ward of advice from your Aunt Mary.

¢ Are you, {oo, going to [Heaven # asked Jes-
sie, nestling clnser to her aunt’s embrace.

* Not yet, Jessie ; I am not so good as your
erandlatber. DBut when you are o the convent
you will be 1o better hands than miwne, and in a
few weeks it will be your turn to teach me; for
you will soon learn what I shall never have the
chance of knowing, DBut what 1 want 1o say is
tins, never breathe to any child :n that place that
you have been a httle circus-cancer. They will
ask you how you lost your parents, Tell them
they were killed by a fall, and say no more.—
Never breathe a word of the wild hfe you bave
led, And if they laugh at your 1gnorance and
vulgar manners, bear it, my darling Jessie, for
the love of the Blessed Sacrament.

¢ T will, aunt: I will, indeed, 1'd be glad to
bear sometbiog for that

¢1 have told the priest that T had you bapfized
as saon as I kaew, and that you had been oace
to the chapel with me. But Ihere 1 one thiog,
Jessie, that T want you to uaderstand well before
you leave us, You have never seen me approach
the Holy Sacraments,and you have seen me stay
from Mass on Sundays without a proper reason,
All this was very bad example for me to give
vou. 1 was doing very wrong, and 1 ought to
bhave known better.?

i+ Oh, aunt,” said Jessir, ‘I am so sorry you
are in sich trouble ; I nerer knew you did
wrorg. You have alwaygs taught me to [ove and
fear God, and hate sin, and say my prayess,—
And you promised that, some day yeu would
send me {o schoo! and have me tavght’

tYes, T did,? smd Mary ; * but 1 might have
done more for you. And now that father is
gone, and you are leaviog us, 1 feel such a
weight of sin upon me because I neglected help-
ing your poor souls when I had the opportumty.
But Sam and T will turn over a new leaf to-day ;
won’t we, Sam 7° ’

¢ Yes, todeed,” answered Sam. ¢ We must all
die some day, and there’s no lime hike the pre.
sent for trying 1o prepare for that great day.’

No. 45.

¢ Sam.’ said Mary, ¢ Whie 1 am at Mass,
mll'you RO 10 an undertaker’s about poor father 7
{ 1 thiok we con bury bim without the parish belp
with what you got fast night.  Poor, poor fa:
ther.” sobbed Mary, uncoveriog the pale, ::oh!
face; * T did so hope to keep you with us a few
years longer ; hut 1 would not stand betweer
your soul and the good God. And all I could
say for you was, God’s holy will be dore! You
tid your duty, father Jdear, as far as you had
hght to know it. And nerhaps it was all through
my oeglect and bhad example that you hived so
long ouiside the one true Church? God rest
your son} 10 peace to-day, and grant usall g
happy death,’

¢ Amen,’ said Sam, kissing the marbie brew,
aod lifting Jessie to gaze upon the silent face.

t Aunt Mary, will you please to put those
flowers 0 grandfather’s band 7’

‘I will, my dathag,” said Mary : * but I muyst
first get some good neighbor to help me to ar—
range him properiy on s poor bed, Wil you
stay here with uncle, and say your Rosary ter
his dear soul? If mother wakes before 1 re-
turo, Sam, do you break the news very gently,
her poor head is so weak. I don’t know how
she wil take 1t ; I am afraid it will be the death
of Ler.

* Mather will bear it better than you think}
said Sam; “i’s what she’s been expecting 1
long time now, and she’s grown so childish latelv
that she will hardly understand ber loss. Don¥
stay away long, Mary, Remember, ycu said
you would go to the nine o’clock Mass.

¢ I'shall only stay away until | can geta wo-
man to come back with me., Tale care of
Jessie, and don’t let her out of your sight,’

CHAPTER VIl.

Jesste Brink and her aunt stood ia the ball of
the large Orphanege at Lilydell. Tt was ever -
ing, and the sounds of laughter and merriment,
accompanied by the hvely tread of many htile
feet, informed the strangers that it was the chil-
drea’s play tune, The gas burned brighily ia
the hall, and Jessie stord entranced before 2
large white image of the Virgin Mother and her
Divine Child.  In her simphetty she fancied
that the Sacred Tnfant smiled a loving welcome,
and that His raised fingers were blessing her 1n
an especial manner,  There were flowers at
ITis feet ; and Jessie’s mind instantly reverted
to hrer morning™ errand, and the danger she bad
s0 lately escaped.

‘O Blessed Jesus ! she said, clasping ber
hands, “if it hadn’t been for you in the Biessed

Sacrament, instead of being here in this holy
place, I should be miserable in that bad man’s
bouse,?

There was a jingling sound ta the corrdor,
accompanied by the hushed tread of a quick
footstep. Mary had never seen a pun, and she
started when she bebeld the pale face, shrouded

with linen white as snow, and half concealed by
a drooping veil of black erape.

¢ Are you the person sent by Father Hubert ?*
asked the nun io a fow voice, and with a plea-
sant smile upon her countepance.

*Yes, ma’am,” sa’d Mary, curtseying to the
ground : ‘and I have brought my miece, if it
woulda’t be inconveniert for you 1o take herin
to-night ’

The nun held out her hand to Jessie, whe
timdly approached, and placed her own within
that of the Sister.

* You are not afraid of me,my cinld 7 T sball
be very kind to you, and love you very much, if
jou are good.

Jessie raised her eyes to the nun’s face, and

smiled through her tears.
‘ Father Hubert told me the child’s history;?
said the oun to Mary ;  he is most mterested
lier, and wishes her to be brought up for respect-
able service, rather than for apy trade or busi-
ness,’

Mary’s voice was choked with emotion, and

she strove in vaw ta thaok the nun for her kind.
ness ta her niece,
*I koow what you would say, my good wo-
man,’ s2id the nun, as she observed Mary’s
quivening lip and tearful eyes. ¢I am sure you
are full of gratitude to God for the many bless-
1gs He bas given you lately. The conversion
and death of your fathe:.in.law will be a subject
of deep taankflulaess for the remainder of your
Ife; and we must all pray that you and your
Lusband may bave the grace of perseverance in
tbe good path you bave chosen. This dear child
will pray fervently for you iv her new and happy
bome., Wil yau not, my dear 7’

‘Yes, ma’am, I will, was all that Jessie
could say ; and she flung berself into the arms of
her aunt. :

The parting was a scepe which brought tears
te the nun’s eyes, and she turned to the mnage of
our Lady, and commended them both to her mz-
ternal love and pity.

¢ Aunt,? said Jessie, struggling to keep down
the tide of grief, *1 dido’t think it would be so

bard to bid you good by, I’m afraid I won®t



