VOL. XIX.

CATHOLIC CHRON ICLE

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, FEB. 5, 1869.

No. 26.

AN OLD MAID'S MONOLOGUE.

BY FLORENCE M COOMB,
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CHAPTER I,

To mght, Christmas eve, twalelters have been
brought me by the mm! ; two letters which make
me raise my heart to Hearen in thackfulness for
my darling’s bappmess aod carry me back to a
Christmas-eve many, maoy years ago.

Perhaps the story of what bas bappened be—
tween this Christmas eve and the one recalled
(but that is not the word, for I seldom forget i)
by these two precious letters may not prove un-
interesting, if those who read 1t will bave patience
with an old woman’s parrulity and let me tell it
my own way.

I am, what people call in a derisive sort of
pity, aa oll maid, and have settled down into my
stafe of life with resignation and a species of sa
tislaction, whea 1 look around me and see what
failures most of the marringes | have wilnessed
have turned out to be, Not all, thank beaven!
not all, by any means, but so many that it 15 ap-
palling.

Women seem to th'nk that life was given
them to be spent in powdering and bair-kunkling
and trying the effect of this ribbon or that silk
upon their made-up complexions.  Harving satia-
fied themselves upon this important poiat they
sally forth to conquer or die.

Anpd conquer they generally do; there is al
ways some masculinity weak enough to be caught
by a pretty face, or one that looks pretty after
the hour or two spent before the glass, and in
fatuated enough not to laok deeper than the pink
and white complexion, in languishiag or sparking
eyes, as the case may be. Toen be rushes into
matrimony on the strength of this infatuation and
then comes the tug of war!

Perhaps be has a limited salary; is a book-
keeper or clerk with the confidence of his em-
ployers and hikely to rise 1f he continues to give
satisfaction.

His salary was quite 8 comlortable support
for imself ; he felt quite well off and was able
to lay something by and make a handsome pre
sent to his sisters every little while, and was en-
joywg life to the utmost, beinz young enough ot
to think of any change for five, six or eght
years to come,

But the pink and white complexion wanted a
haime, she caught him asd she will pot let lim
go. Ie finds bis salary is a mere dropin the
bucket and the saviogs of the past three or four
years all go in one and stll the cry, like the
horse-leecher’s daughter’s, 18 ‘more’ Acd if
the ¢ more’ 15 not forthcoming, how my lady’s
temper shows itselfl! Aud so the many years
drag op, the children come and must be provided
for on a scale of tlegance totally incompatible
for a poor clerk’s wife,

Everything must be sacrificed to ¢ looks ;* how
would this or that look ? is the question always
asked the ocly one considered.

If the husband keeps quiet and his purse strings
open, all is smooth; but let him presume to re.
monstrate ! If there 1s time to thiok of s com-
fort after everything else is attended toin the
way of appearances, well and good, if there 1s
not—why, let him take care of himself. His
husiness prospects suffer, for how can be do his
duty there, s harassed at home.

My picture is not overdrawn, there are many
and mapy just such cases. Now I ask you,
where is the love 7 Has it survived to this day
or did it die a natural death? For the piok and
white complexion and the wavy haw.were what
it fed o, and when it found they were all false-
hood and show, could 1t hve?

Can the man, weakk but honmest love what he
took for a natural woman after he fiads she is
ooly a lay figure with the addition of a fearful
temper unless the most expensive material 13 put
oo her shoulders. i

No ; there is no love 1o such a case, after the
first glamour 15 off and stern realiiy stares him m
the face ! All those demonstrations before the
world go tor what they ere worth to those who
can ook behind, the scenes,

But there 13 another kind of marriage. Don’t
thiog, girls, that I lay the blame all on your
shoulders! There 1s manj and many a woman
goes to do her husband with the {ull wish and
wtent to her duty and to fulfill her msrrisge vow
tp the letter ; many a ome pours out the full
mensure of her heart’s love at bis feet, and for
what ? To meet after the first novelty 13 worn
off, with carelessness and neglect, coldness und
indifference, the heaviest burden for a loving na-
ture to bear. Bstter be high tempered and
writable, cross and unmarageable at times, &0
there 1sa compensation for it n tender words
and thoughtful attentions that show her he is all
right at the bottom. And the cares of the bouse
and the children are Jelt ta ber, be httle thinking,
g0 his meais are properly cooked and the little

oves are not allowed to disturb bis after~dinzer
nap.

And there 1s 2 third marriage—osf the kind
that are made in Heaven. Where the husband
aod wife go band in band down the vale of hie
bearing each other’s burdens and doubling each
other’s jays ; and of this kind I think my two
letters tell me,

You had almost forgotten my letters, hadn’t
you? And you will be surprised te know that T
am gomng to tell a love story, after tuch a pre-
amble, but it is so — my story is a genmne love
slory ; whether you cao fiad a moral toit, I
don’t knaw ; I hope you cao,

But‘l must begin a new chapler ; 1t would
never do to begin a story at the end of one—
besides, those who do not want to read this cap
skip 1t and begin fresh oo the next.

CHAPTER II.

Five and thirty years ago to day, two young
school girls bid pach other farewell afrer three
years of close intimacy such a9 only seenata
bearding school, .

Five and thirty years! Estell: Landry was
twenty, I was eighteen. We hal been dear
friends, but now she was going bome, to her fa-
ther’s sick, perhaps dying bed, and T was to re
main at our valley hame, as we loved to call it,
tll the next June, and then the world was to
open its wide arms to me too.

We had had many plaas for thase bright June
days that were to close our school life, but of
course they were all at an end ; Estelle would
not return. And living so fir apart, she on
Bayou la Fourche, 1 Louisiana, and T 1n Qhio,
it was not likely we would meet soon again. So
we spent the last bours with our arms wrapped
round each other and eyes far from dry.

And in that last talk we made muny promises,
some that were never to be fulfilled and others
that were ftorgotten. But we each prom'sed
the other io case of troubleand needed assistance
to go to each other if possible, A foolish pro-
mise it would llave seemed had any one heard u,
but 1t was not foolish to us nor did 1t prave fool-
ish in the end. We parted; the next June I
left school and began life. T had heard from
Estelle frequently since she left; her fatber died
soon after she reached home and she and ber
mother stll liced on the piantation.

We correspouded for several vears without
meeting, then Estelle’s mother died, and two
years afterward she came North a brides 1 can
never forget how proud and happy she was,

They were going to Saratosa and Newport
to spend the summer and waated me to go with
them. But care and anxiety kept we at home ;
my mother had died io my childhond, and now
my father’s health seemed failing and T could
oot think of learing him and he wauld not leave
hame.

They stayed with me a week and we renewed,
if it needed renewing. our old love and our old
promises. But T could not, somehaw or other
ke Iistell’s huosband. TIe was extremely
Landsnme, but there was a bardness and coldness:
about him that would seem cruelty to a nature
so warm and impulsive as hers. He was a per-
fect gentleman and never forgot to perfarm all
those * petit soins’ that could show lus devotion.
but they were done in a mechanical sort of way
that would have set me crazy.

Estelle did nat notice it, or did not seem to.
She would throw her arms arouod s neck and
kiss him tiwenty times a day and call him all sorts
of pet names and 1t all remnded me of a rock
on the sea shore with the waves throwing them-
selves agarnst it

They went home by sea aod I did not see
them agam.

Five years,no six years passed, and m that
time T had heard from Estelle of the birth of a
daughter ; before this her letters bad still been
full of Etienne and his perfections, but after the
lttle Estelle Marie was born she seemed to take
vp all her mother’s thoughts, for the husbaad
and father was never spoken of.

Gradually, tao, the letters grew full of sadness,
there were no more outbursts of love and pride
in her husband and baby—there was little about
them ; but sad longings for rest from weariness
and pan and deep and bitter heartache spoken
o every hoe, Not that she said aoything that
might Jead me to thik she was unhappy, it was
the spirit of ber letters that revealed 1t to me.—
After & while they ceased altogether.

In these six years T kad bad my own troubles.
My father died: snd there was another death
too, but for which I would not bave been as ]
amé and perliaps this story would not have been
told. ’

My father died and T was alone. We had
lived in the country nearly all my life and I still
remaived in the old homestead with the old ser-
vants. )

My life wasa very quiet one, I took no part
in society except as I was forced to and I tried
to do all the good m my power but it was not
much.

Life for me bad lost all charms outside of this,
and the hour spent hefore the alter of the little
church grew to be the most peaceful and hap-
piest 10 my day.

For six months I had not beard from Estelle
and I was troubled 2 to the remson. It was
Christmas eve, and I sat before the blaz'ng
wood fire in my father’s hibrary thinking of our
parting fourleen years ago that day, and how
many changes had gone on around me in that
time, when the door bell rang furiously. I lis
teoed and presently there was a noise 10 the hall
and I heard a voice say:

¢ T can find her I

Theo the library doer was opened and the
ghost of my poor Estelle stocd there, holding a
httle gisl of four years by the kand.

She stopgered rather than walked into the
reom and sapk on the hearth rug before the fire.
I bad risen, but my fret seemed rooted to the
spot and T could not more.

She made me no formal greeting, nor did T
give her a welcome In words, I only remember

that we sat on the rug clasped in each other’s

arms and cried while the Mhttle girl stood by in
mute amaz=2ment.

After a while I understood what brought her.
The story of suffering and abuse and dishonor, 1
will oot repeat. She had stood everything as
long as sbe could for her cbild’s sake, but at last
matters became so that she could not in seif.re—
spect endure any longer.

She left her home while her husband was away
taking passage for New York, but to avoid be
ing traced she left the vessel at Savannah and
made her way to me by rail, She did not know
what power ber busbaod had to claim her,
neither did J, but 1 did not think much ahout
anything but roaking the poor thing comfort
able.

I had often beea despondent and sad, feeliog
ag if every one had their appointed task but me
—that upon me was laid the heaviest cross a
mortal can bear—that nf ¢ waiting;” of seeing
others go on the road of life, assisting or assisted
while I plodded on with no one to lend a belping
band, few to say a cheeriog word—that 1 was
outside of all npatural or cheering ioterest. [t
was a miserable state of mind to fall into and if
T could feel so at thirty-two what would be my
slate at forty 7

Sonow I bad my task Lke the others and in-
dulged no longer morbid fancies.

Weeks passed and ao word cams of Estelle’s
husband, and gradually the fear that had pos-
sessed me at first of seeing him walk 1 and de-
maod ber. began to wear off, and I did not
tremble like an aspeo leaf if a carriage made its
appearance on the road or drove in at the gate.

The winter bad been vousually severe with
heavy snow storms that drifted in places six and
eight fzet deep, rendering the roads almost im
passable; 1 consequence we were not much
troubled with visitors, nor were we able to leave
the house much.

Thus the winter months passed, but they left
their mark on the frail frame of my poor friend,
and she sank before spring into a consumptive
state.

Lattle Estelle and I were sworn friends ; she
ways a gentie, delicate child, very like her mo
ther.-and she fancied me from the very fi-st, so
we bad no rrouble at”all.  YWhen the early
spring came Estetle had an ravalid’ longing for
the fresh green woods and the wild flawers that
began to star their mossy carpels.

One day the balmy breath of the awakening
vegetation moved my poor friend out, and little
LEstelle weot with ber ; my duties, ferfunately,
or T should say by a kind dispensation of Provi-
dence, kept me at home that day, or I would
bave gone too.

Thbey had herdly disappeared throvgh the
back garden which bordered on the woods when
the door bell rang and T heard a man’s voice ask
for Miss Feltor. In a moment I knew it'had
come, What [ had so dreaded was at hand !
In the few moments I lingered before going inte
the parlor 1 debated whether I should rush out
and tell Estelle, for I could not trust any one to
do it—or should I decline seeing him !

In Estelle’s nervous state I did not koow
what a sudden commumeation of such a nature
night lead to, and 1f I refused to see him might
he not repeat his visit ac a less propitious time,
or might he not suspect something from my re~
fusal ? ‘

All this passed through " my mind like hight-
ning, and I decided to see him aod get the m-
tery'ew over as soon as posstble : and breathing
a heartfelt prayer that EsteHe might not see im
T went mnto the parlor.

He was chaaged much eince I bad seen him
before ; be louked older than the time warranted
and there were strong marks of dissipation on
his bandsome features. '

As] eatered the room he strode over to me
and without any other greeting said :

¢] am searchiog for my ‘wife aod child and

‘have come to you to help me.’ He spoke

fiercely and glared at me from uader his heasy
eye brows.

¢ You wmll be disappointed, sir, I can not
help you to find them,’ I replied quite fiercely,
for I was angry at his manner, and 10 that feel-
ing lost my dread of bim.

¢ You meae you do not know where they
are I’

¢ I mean that T can not belp you to find them;
if you come penitent and humble for your great
crime, then ?

He interrupted me with a coarse laugh ;

¢ Penitent and humble! 1 like that! T tell
you swhat, madam, I will have back my wife and
child cost what it will, and when I get her back
[’il show ber what it is to run away from her
lawful husband.’

e shinok with passion aod I began to feel
very nervous, thinkmg T heard TIistelle’s childish
jaughter, and yet afrard to listes for lear he
woul'l see my divided attention and divine what
T was so anxious to concezl.

¢ T will not help you,” was all I could say.

¢Yes, T’ll get her back and the money she
robbed m= of—did you know she took quitea
mce little sum with ber—some six or seven
thousand P

¢ 1 knew that, {ortunately, her property wae
all setiled on herself,’ I replied.

¢ Yes, but [ hold the plantation, and that she
shall pever have unless she comes back to me.
Again I ask you if you know where she is—is
she in this house P’

1Iow my heart beat and how thankful I @as
he put the question mthat form. "Though I fear
| should bave told a lie, pure and sunple, to save
her what I koew would have kiiled ber. How
ever, [ was saved the templation, and answered
quietly,

¢ No, she is not in this house—and T will be
much obhged if you will leave it I replied,
rising rom my chair. (May I be forgiven the
prevarication of the first part of my auswer.)

¢ This is your Northera hospstality, is it 7’ he
asked with a sneer.

* No gentleman, Northern or Southern, wonid
have acted as you have done, sir—therefore i
feel at perlect liberty to request you fo leave
my house,’

¢ And you refuse to tell me where 1 will find
my wife 2

1 do, sir.’ .

t Then take care, Madam, or ycu will find
yeur tongue by the aid of the law;’ and he ac-
tually shook s clenched fist in my face.

¢ 1 mav find my tongue 1n that case 10 a way
that w'll make you suffer ; and now, sir, be gone,
or I will call my men servants and have you put
out I’ T was fairly roused and walked across the
room to the bell rope.

He saw I was in earnest and stood up.

¢ Very well, madam, you shall hear {rom me
agaio.)

Without further wards he strode out of the
house and I saw him mouot his horse, ride down
the avenue and disappear down the road at a
fierce gallop.

Then I began to cry and T beheve T fainted,
or came very pear it, but I did not call any one
and was mysell again whea Estelle end ker mo-
ther came back.

* Motber tells me you had a visitor,” said my
poor friend when she saw me.

¢ Yes, T replied, as steadily as T could, ¢ a man
on husiness—he did not stay long.

She toak no further notice of the event, nor
did 1 ever teld her who my vititor was.

But 1t was long before [ overcame my nervous
dread of a repetition of the visit, and the old
terror returned wheoever I saw a carriage or
borsemaan turn into the avenue,

The pleasant summer months passed and little
Estelle revelled io the freedom of the woods and
lawn. She wis a Jovely, bright, joyous child,
aod ber devotion to her mother was most touch-
ing, subduing her hght step to a fairy footfall,
and speaking almost 1 a whisper if she thought
her mother needed quiet, and then with wonder
ful and delicate tuition seemed to know when her
childish joy and gaiety would soothe and please
her.

She only once or 'twice asked if they were
zoing back to papa,’ and ‘when T asked her if
she wanted to go to bim, she woyld draw back
with a painful shrinking and a frightened look i
ber eyes and cry, ¢ so, no.”

My poor friend enjoyed 2s she could the
balmy summer air, but the dizease had fatal hold
of her and she knew her days were numbered.

Beyond her childisa” mtuttion that something.
was always makiog poor mamma sick, Estelle
had no idea of the blow henging over her, and it
was touchiog in the extreme to see mother and
child together. The mother clinging to her
little one as W her last earthly solace, and Es
telle subduing, as I said belore, her. childish
gaiety of spinit to suit that mother’s mood. The
kind pastor of the little country church near was
our most frequent visitor, and _his visits were a

¢ I leave my darling, cader God, in your and
Father O’Brien’s bands,” said the invalid to me
one day. ¢ You will not desert ber I kaow, and
1 can oot leave her in better care.’

I premrsed her I would treat her as if sha
was my own, but 1 tried to cheer her by sayung
I hoped she would yet be spared many years.?

¢ No, no,’ she rephied with a sad shake of her
head, ‘my weary pilgrimage is almost over ;
under the other circumstances T believe 1 would
bave gone crazy at the thought of leaving Es-
telle, bul now half the bitterness 19 taken awa
—you will be her second mother, aod, Oh Ellen,
save her from her father at all risks! Promise
me tbat—never, never let bim get ber in his
power I* a violent fit of coughing checked ber,
utterance and T tried to soothe her, and begged
ber not 1o talk any more on a subject that dis-
tressed her so.

‘But I must Elleo, I must ; what httle of my
property that 13 left [ have of course left to her,
You know iny own property was settled on my-
self, but before—before he threw off the cloak
en'irely he cajoled me into signing away iuto his
hands by far the greater portion of it—the plan.
tation and some ten ar twelve thousand besides
—that she will never see, but what T brought
with me 0 railroad bonds as you koow will be a
nice little income for her—O4 my darling, my
darling, had T but kaown !* she covereq her face
with her hands and sobbed.

The tears seemed to relieve her and gradually
she grew composed, and when Estelle came
from lier play she found her mother sleeping
quietly,

A few months after, when the leaves were
changmg to crimson and goid and the ar was

bazy and chilly with the breath of the coming
winter, the soul of my poor frieud winged its
flight from earth and 1ts bitter sorrows to the
bosom of ler Goi, there to find the mercy and
rest that man denied ber.

Father O’3rien was with her to the end, and
she died holding Estelle in her arms in a last
passionate embrace,

The grief of the child was oot an autbreak of
sorrow, such as her years would warrant, but a
steady subdued brooding griet that wags pitiful in
one so young. Time seemed to do no good and
I feared the influence of the quiet country life on
her pature. So | left my old home about
Christmas time and T took a room m a boarding
house in town. The change had a good eflect
on Estelle, and there bewmg a little girl in the
hause about her own age with whom she formed
quite a friendship, I soon had the satistacrjon of
hearing my darhing laugh like her old selt onee
more and seeing her sweet face recover its old
jovous look to a degree, it did not lose all the
shadow cast uponit by her mother’s death for a
long long time.

The papers announced Estelle’s death, and 35
a meaus of the news reaching her busbaad T re.
quested the New Orleans papers to copy. Alter
that I expected a visit from him but be never
came. Of course the law would give him Es-
telle if be chose to claim her, and T dreaded his
finding out her whereabouts, hut my tiouble on
that score was unnecessary ; we were pever ap-
noyed by word ar act of his.

In the summer we went back to our country
lhomefarylln;,j_r darling grew happy renewing
ier friendship with the dog and hor
chickens and ducks. 8 orees and

I bought a shetland pony for her, and Joe, my
man of all work, tock gredt pleasure 10 teaching
ber how to ride ; she was an apt s+ bolar, and
after a few weeks could manage ber pony quite
fearlessly and went almost always with me for
riding was a pleasure I bad not given up. Dur-
ing the bright summer T did not trouble Estelle
with lessons ; Father O'Brien gave her religious
1struction and she went to his Suaday school
with the neighboring children who were mostly
(Germans and not by any means companjonable
for her ; she looked like a lttle queen among
them, with ber small head covered with its black
curls, end ber bright black eyes roving hther
and yon mith every new thought of the growmg
mind,

Io the winter agan we went to the city § it
was a great break up of the babits I bad furmed
since I bad Jost my father, and I did not hke it,
but [ know in the end it was good for me and’
prevented mr erowing morbid and selfish as my

me to grow had I been left to brood by myself.
I bad no chance to linger in moody solitade on -
the roadway of hife watching otbers take the lead - -
of me and go on their way leaving me on one -
side and out of the way. I had a youdg life- =
1trusted to my care and I must push it and my' .
own along with the rest. S
fouad us in the city and I devoted myself to s
tell’s education. The system of boarding"
achools, even under the care” of religious orders..
where every attertion was bestowed. on the.phy!
sical, meotal and moral condition’ of - the ‘pupil
and I kaew they were perfectly safe. in evef

source of the greatest camfort to the mvalid,

respect, I always was opposed to. I could no

oatural temperament would undoubtedly havs Jed |

The winter months™ - .-




