e L e —

by Ao AL

l‘l“\ K l\\\‘ MYy

\ (MY \

L TTRTER ) LT TR Y Vet
[ ] <

==

A
A

_u(ti‘{? 4

. i)
. A IW‘\I
—

T
\ e

e
Wm%h

CATHOLIC CHRONICLE

A - - =
N e
‘\\\\\\\\‘k\_’\\il-—_—-

, S Y
SV
‘;‘-l,\h\\!\l\\\!““\""- ¢

VOL. XIX.

U

DIARY OF A SISTER OF CHARITY.
THE GAMBLEEK’S WIFE.

Py Thar’ot’e Laa.

[ remembered fum as he was ance, with a

frark look of gaad nature aed truth on tns hand

some face. Aunain, as he bad stood in that faral

bour, howec with shame and remarse, swhen lus

epes wore a Jook of agony that my heart sicken.

edat. Both piciures are grasen an mr memors

and to them is added a third of him, my husband,
as be opened the door and stood before me, he
for whom my heart had so long ached and thirst~
ed. | scarcely knew hrm then; it was not only
that prison fare and prison discipline had left
their trace upon him, but a reckless air of prodi
galty. A fierce, apgry expression lold how
sadly be had fallen,and added to this— oh, shame

and sorrow—there was a flush on his face and a {

wildness in his air, that teld me another and
sadder secret stll, I had often pictured to my

sell this meeting with my husband, 1 dwelr
upon the kind words J thovzght he would say upouy
Ins repentance, and lis delight at seeing hrtle
Mav. T had imagined every kind way in whicl
I could welcome him: and now, ajas! T s*cod
motionless and speechless with tear and sorrow.
He saw it, and advanced into the room; even
then T would have flawn to tum had I been able
to move. After a moment’s silence—oh, such
silence, sister, so eloquent, so fraught with horror
during which cur eyes mef, and we gazed at pach
other as though under some fearfu! spell.
this moment he spoke to e, ard T scarcely
knew Lhat voice aga‘p.

¢You did not expect me, eh? Well,1 am
here gt last. Come to plague you agaio, you
see,’

But, oh, sister, if 1 could tell you what lay
behind those abrupt words, what despair was in
those wild eyes, what hitter shame was hidden
beneath that reckless despmiring fook. It went
to my heart, and with a loud, passionate cry, ]
was ip my husband®s arms. Tt was but for a mo-
ment, be tu'ned quickly from ne, an) drawing a
chair near the fire, sat dowu. T husied myself
in prepariag him some tea, »md durng that tune
Tread my fate. Dad ecmpagions, low associa

hionz, constant familianty with pulty and enime, |

bzd changed that once kind, genernuz uature
1to sometkine that I trembled 1o think of —
Scarce oue trace was left of what he once was

There was the end of my hopes and dreams, —
What T saw and heard i that one hour, showed
me that the hushand of my youth was gone, and
in kis place there stood a lost, wretched inan,
pluged in vice, and rezkless in his great despair,
Even then, my courage did not fal. T hoped
still to wia i back to virtue aad hope : and as
1stood by bim 1a that terrib'e hour, I vowed 1n
my own heart that, with Gad’s grace, | would
be a more faithful wife in this bis abjection and
misery, than 1 bad been in the sunshine of pros-
perity, vever to leave bim, mever to grow im

patient over bis faults and crimes, never to re-
proach hum, but to be gentle, loving, and kind,
God, who reads all hearts, knows, sster, that I
bave never broken that vow. 1 bave keptit
tbrough the darkest scenes of trial and wrong ;
kept it wheo my heart was well nigh bresking,
a2d my strength failivg. T only asked oue re-
ward : that was my busband’s conversion. For
ths Y have offered up the toil and siffering of
my later years, with their tears and preyers.—
For this 1 offer my life now, and God will give 1t
to me for His mercy’s sake.

In the fiest excitement of seeing my busband,
10d the grief which followed, I almost forgot for
2 few migutes my Iittle May, He did oot ask
for ber for some time, theo, turniog bis face from
me, be said, 1n a thick, broke voice,—

** Where i the child 2’

‘1 told bim how my darling ay, bow the an-
gel of death had shadowed ber, and how bright
%ud lovely sbe bad once been. 'The shock for a
Toment seemed o overcome him. I rejoiced
'hat there wag yet left w bis heart tbe power of
love or grief,

““Let me see her, Aane; I will be very
furet,?

‘1 led him wto ber room. She was lying
uleep ; 1he hght of the lamp glimmered fi:fully
® Ler sweet white face, and her pretty golden
arls lay carelessly on the pillow ; ooe Iittle hand
Misped tighily the crucifix that sbe always
“ore ; the might have been a statue, she lay so
“erfectly silt snd beaunful. Tbe hght awcke
w5 ber htile lips quivered, and then the large

U¢ eyes opened, snd she looked wonderingly
;mund. I stooped down te kiss ber, but ner
3her tonk her in s arms snd beld ber there ;
Llfen be laid her down again, aud bd bis face in
ll! bends, not daring (ob, God forgive him /)
ohluok upon ibe pure face of s little child.
! ¢ looked at him sadly, pitifully, with shadowed

:’_;9 80d trembling lips, then turced to me and
| el ’

‘Mamma, is that papa 7.

After

VIONTRE

! ¢1remembered the pictures { had mads for | Ier heart was hardened with sin and sorrow ; 'to burn my bands. God forgive me for 1ak'og it | whinite merit,
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“her of the kind, good, beautiful father whn wax | how it was softened, the story of ber wrongs and | from yov.’

‘coming bome, and never sgun cao T leel the , wase, of ber fall and repentance, 1s too long to !
stame and ‘griet | did then as [ answereit ¢ Y.s.' pa-rate sow. It forms ann her sad and yet went and left them together. 1 knelt, and | when you
T staod gnilty and confused Lefore mv trotoful.  bright page m the diary of a Sister of Charity, ‘prayed that her hopes might be realsed, and that | of these s

Yet 1 had done what 1 thopghr | =

innoeent ebilil.
best.  She turned to bim aud opered hes little
“arme, and said,—
. ** Dear papa, take me agamn.’
- * But he went from her with a bitter, passion-
-ate rry, and burried into s room, aand sat there,
i with his lace buried in bis bands, uottl the maca
i ing sunbeams shone i upon him. Before that
‘time my darling was gone home to her Father in
t;heaven, and pleaded as an angel in hieaven for
i bum, her poor, sinful father on earth. I did nnt
{call him when she died, for T saw all she felt, ail
,her disappoiutment. T koew it when I heard
| the melancholy, ptiful way in which she said, * I<
L1t papa ?” T knew all she felt, but never sad.
when she twined ber litltle arm« so tightly around
me and kissed me so tenderly, * On, litile May,
,my child-angel, I lost all whea I last you’—
» Death loosened the hold of those twining arms
‘and chilled the warm lips that sought to comlort
2me with kisses long after speech faed. Ah.
though years have passed since then, sister, [
: feel the clasp of those gentle arms and the touch
(of those dying Ips 1 saw my darling’s eyes
i close with a look of lingering tove; I saw her
i white lips quivering fur ope mameat, and theo
- May was no more with me, but had jained the
angels o heaven. I laid her down agaw oo the
bed and knelt beside hier. T had no tearsin that
bour, my grief lay beyond them; but T offered
up my httle child 1o save her tather, My
strength must have failed me in that prayer, for
when my husoand sought me n the morning he
found me lying prostrate on the ground near his
dead child, T capoot tell you, dear sister, in
detad, afl that followed. We huried her there,
T koow flawers are waving over her little grave,
i for 11 is guarded and tended by kiod bands, but
i1 bave pever seen it since the day my darling
"was laid there.  After that we came to London
. cnd took this bouse. 1 earped a little money by
I'sewing, and hived as T best coull. T cannot tell
i you how mv poor busband fell lower and lower
- until he sank tata the deepest depth of crime and
"misery. T do nnt desparr, for our ehild 18 nlead-
iing for him before ber Father’s throne. He loft
me somelimes for whnle weeks together, then
would return, and in a fit of violence sell all that
he could take from me, until T had, as you see,
nothing left, To vinlence succeeded remnrse.
Ha would sit here upstairs, alone, for two days
together, without tasting food, or allowing msz to
come pear him. ] sometimes fearsd bis reason
was going. 1 tried everything ta reclaim bim
patience, luce, and geatlegess, but all was in
vain. Ife who had formerly been so kind to me,
who bad loved me so devotedly, and gratified my
every wish, now did not hesitate, m his Sts of
rage and violence, to shower oaths and curses
upos me, Ie came o ope mght, and found me
prayiog : it writated him, and he struck me to
the ground ; and, after that, sister, I never dare
let bum see me pray. 1 cannot hide the truth
from you, though yoe will from others, for you
have seen tle bruises that cover me., Ob! re-
member when be bas beaten me so dreadfully, Le
was not himself. Aad do, dear sister, when I
am dead, dress ‘me yourself, (hat no one may see
those black marks upon me. Tue last time ]
ever saw bim—the mght you found me—T was
gone to church, and be came home and found
me absent. He wanted money, and searched
the house to find something 1o sell,—there was
pothing, as you see. I met lum as [ was coming
home. Ie asked me if 1 had any mworey. |
had but fourpence: I gave it him—1t wasali 1
bad to buy bread and coals. That did oot sa-
tisfy bim ; be said be must bave more I tad
my hand upon his arm to detain him, and be
caught sight of my wedding ring.

¢ Give me that ring,’ be cried, eagerly.
must have it.}

¢ My ring ! the ocly tie between my former
life and this. T thought for one moment of 1he
time when it was put on, of my father’s face as
he bad stood pear me, aad my mether’s sweet
smile aad sigh as she looked at it on my band
when I came out of church j it seemed to lipk
me to them, and to my httle May. ¢Ob! for

¢1

i violently from my finger, and felled me to the
groend. Sl I do pot despair, for my child 18
pleading for bim in heaven’

And so ber sad sfory ended, Need T say bow
! had growa to love her, not alone for her deli-
cate beauty aod sveet winning ways, but for her
piety and goodness, her great and holy palience,
her untiriag love and care for her poor husband,
her pure love for bher child-angel, ber thousand
excuses for s sins acd the wrong he had dore
her, ber patient liope that be would yet amend ?
All combined won not only my highes® admira-
tion, but my warmest aflection. I remained
constaptly with her, and during that time bad
many opportunites of talkiog with Mrs, Weston,

i
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CHAPTER 1V.

many davs. | necer left her.

repeating the pravers she javed so much to bear,

| Toach honr brought her pearer to * the feet of the | they were few, for in a few minutes 1 heard him | o4
| Eternal Father.” Tae angel wha had summoned

ker home had left the trace of hiz wiit. You
kaew he had been and had spoken to her, by the

radant brightuess of her white face, and the | God.> Thena passionate cry of * Ance, dar-!

heavenly light that shone 10 ber large dark eyes.
We only awarted nnw the final moment, when

the soul that bad suffrred such bitter wrong ou

earth shouid go farth to be judged, by that mer-
ciful Lord who drieth aM tears and healeth all
wounds,

But God knew what was the best. He had
counted her tears and prayers: each one was to
bave its reward in Heaven. He had prepared
for her a crowa that even in this life she was to
wear, It was a small, miserable ronm, such as
one would have shuldered to eoter, but that
prght it was the theatre of one of God’s wonder-
ful mercies to men. If the eyes of faith cou'd
have beheld the poor tenemeant, what wauld they
have sren ? Angels bending in listening rever-
ence, fi'hog the room with a radiance and golden
hght that would have dazzled human eyes ; some
beuding over the pale, dsing lady, lis‘enrng to
every praver and hearinz it to Heaven; and
amnngst them was that one guardizn spint whom
God had giveo ber at her birth, who bid been
with her {o the font and o the aMar, and who
now stood thera with the book of her life in bis
hand, praying as only guardian angels can pray,
and preparing to plead her cause befare the Sa-
vereign Judge. Faith’s clear eyes can see much
m a death chamber—much before which the
beart thrills with jov and awe. Aad co, wiiie
Vhie great epiritual drama was gomng on, I kre't.
balf copsmious of 1t, when suddenly | heard a
locd noire at the outer door. I rose hastily ;
there was a small fire glowming in the grate, but
no other light, T lighted the lamp, but while it
was still in my hand the doar opeped, and a tall
man enlered quickly. At first he did nnt natice
me, but strade lowards the fire. and draw'ng a
chair to it, sat down. Anopie, who was in one of
thcse calm stupors that oftea precede death, had
not seen or heard bus eptrapce. T came forward
and put dnwn the lamp; he started theo; he
saw me, and half rose fram hia seat. No matter
how low, how (allen, how degraded a man may
be, he shows always an instinctive respect for the
religious habiv ; be did ; he muttered something,
and then, a5 though se:zad with a sulden fear,
looked around and cried out,—

¢ What is the matter, sister, and why are you
here 7

I answered im very qretly, that his wile was
very l.  Poor fellow! lis heart was not quite
hardened, for a dreadful change came over his
face, his Lips became of a livid while.

¢ 11l—did 1—is she hurt—have I ’

¢No Isaid; ¢T understand you. Through
God's merey, you did not kil your wife by that

‘bard blow that felled her so cruelly to the

ground. Hard work, cold, haoger, and misery
have killed her.” His eyes glared fearfully upon
me, but 1 went on. ¢ Do not be afraid ; no ove
koows apytitng save your wife. One of her Jast
requests to me was to dress her myself after her
death, so that no other ejes but my c¢wn should
gee the black bruises that cover ber.’ 1 thought
that would touch his heart, and it di,

+ When she 1s dead—is she so il 7

t She bas not many houry to live.’

He rose, and staggered rather than walked
across the room. He was fearful to behold ; his
face was hmid, while his eyes burned with a
glariog hght, T tried to detain him.

¢ Nay. Mr. Leyton, do not go nesr ber as you
are now ; wait valil you are calmer.’

¢ Let me see her, sister 3 T will be as quiet as
a chld.”  And by a great eflort, he stood calm
apd still.

T went to her room and drew amde the curtain,

the l.ve of Gou,” I smd—but he drew (he risg | There she lay, as peaceful and as fair as her own
(little May had lain years before,

He kuoelt by
tier, and bunied his face in lis hands. She looked
rouad with a wondening clildish glance. T said,
' Anpe, dear, do not be alarmed ; your husband
is bere, see, by your side.’ She did not look
frightened, as I feared. A fnsh rose to her face,
and a stropg clear light beamed 12 her eyes,—
She beld out ber arms, and 10 one minute ber
wrelched repeatant husbaund lay sobbing on her
heart. Oue t1hing drew the tears from my eyes
—it does even now, as I remember 1t, Before
he spoke, be drew forth the litile ring, and putit
on ber finger again, with a pitiful, pleading ery
of—

¢ I could not sell it, Aope, darling ; it seemed

She smiled, and motioned me lo go away, |

:wher she went to beaven she might bear the re-

i pentaore of ber husband with her as a most pre |

Contrary ta aur exnectation, she hngered for cious offering to wur dear Liord.  'I'hen 1 heard !
Whten she grew :her soce, srong and clrar, pleading with that |

too weak to talk, T koelt Sy her, never tired of wretched man, even as guardian age's plead, — [

. The words must have been powerlul, vven though
abing like a little child, 20d then she comforted
“mm.  There was silence for a time, then ne sanl
Joudle, ¢ Tswearit; [ swear it ; bear me, my
i ling, do not Jeave me. Gad have mercy on me,
* Siie 19 dead®
What had passed in that half hour only God
and Ing angels ever knew ; it was a secret that
.;rested between the dead wife and her livmg
Jhush:nde  {enly kaow that he entered her room
ﬁreckless, buried 1n erime and vice, s brart hard-
{ ened by e and pascion, and that when be left 1t
i the angels had rejoiced over hin as they do over

i one who does penance, and the bard henrt was |

softened 5 God’s grace had touched it ; the eyes
that so long bad been dry shed tears of the

;

lopened 1o pive forth oaths, curses, and cruel
{ wurds, bad uttered a prayer for mercy, bad em-
i braced the pale face of s dymg wife, and had
| been pressed (n the feet of ibe little erucifix she
theld in ber hands. God had given her strength
;0 her dying hour to speak such words as anly
He caa nspire, and that poar sisful beart was
touched by them, and yielded to the sweet grace
God poured into i1,

When I beard this last cry I ran ito the
room. Aiss! toa late. The poor husband still
knelt there, his hands clasped in hers, s0d the
crucifix between them ; butshe was dead : peace
and rest had come at last, and the wearred spirit
had pone home. She died as T entored the
room. A sweet smle rested an the fair quiet
face, so peautful in deash. 1 took his bands
from bers, 2nd oh! God preserve me from ever
witressing again such a scene of agony nnd re-
marse. He refused o be comforted 5 lie went
from me into the other room, und threw himself
on the flnnr, where for liours he lay writhing in
the depth of remorsaful depair.  True to my
promice, no hands but my awne touched poor
Aunne; but beavy tears ramed fromn iy ejes an
I robed her in her winte shroud.  Abne! read
er, had you seen thase dark bruises on the tar
arms, those marks of il usage and cruelly tha
she bad been s0 anxious te mde, you could but
bave wept.  When I gatliered the sull luxuriant
hair and hi-J it under the little cap, taking first
nge long shinng tress for the poor husband, who
I knew would priz+ it dearly, and lastly, when 1
foldwd the thn white hands on the tired hears,
and saw the bruised finger and the httle ring, my
strepgth failed me, and [ wept such tears over
her as I pev-r shed before. So young, so beau
tiful, and so wnhappy, yet making such plorious
cse of ker sufferings ; but one thought aloge con-
soled me,~she was 2t rest and had seen again
ber little May.

i pass over the scenes we had w.th poor Mr.
Leytor. The good priest and myself did all we
could to console im, but i vamn. Ut Ange
was buried he uever left her, night nor day. I
have seen temorse. in many shapes, but I never
gaw anvibing like his; none s great, or so
dreadful to bebold, T canuot think of it without
wy heart uchiog and the tears streaming from
my eyes. He was takea from ber at last by
force, nd then Anne was laid in her ¢long, last
home.” She has a simple green grave in the new
cemetery, marked only by a cross, T vt it
sometimes, for her story bauated me; and the
recollection of her beauly and wrongs, and ber
szd history, never lelt me. Poor Mr. Leyten
remamed some time longer near us. He nadea
geoeral confession ; aod oa the morming after be
bad beeo to communion be called te bid us good
bye. He went 1o America, and leads a good
and usefo) hite there. Every year there comes a
long letter for Sister Magdalen with ao accon~
panying presect of something for the church, snd
a very humble request for our prayers. Oace be
sent me some very precious flower seeds, begging
me 1o plant them over his wife’s grave. I did
30, and many a thought that poor repentant exle
seqt over the great ocean to tke flowers wav.
10g over that green grave. What would he give
to recall the years that are gone; to give life
again to the beautiful 20d gentle wife whose life
bad been shortened by his cruelty and neglect.
I have beard it said, and I beheve it, that from
the time of her death he never smiled; and I
know that he would prefer death 1o any shape to
breaking that promsie made to Aape, never lo
touch cards again.

Who shall count the wonders warked by the
geotle patience of Catholic wives. Courage
and hope, drooping hearts ; suffer o0 ; (od wll

crown you some day, when these trials will be of

i deepest conlrittop ; hps 1hat had only been:

Bear wrong with patience, gve
| kindness fm; cruelty, atfention and cave for
| peplect. The time will come, sooner or later,

will conguer, and will reap the rewsrd
ho are faithful unto the end.

t

A STORY OF KILLARNEY.

There was once upon a time, near the western
oast of Ireland, a romantic valley inhabited by
few peasants, whose rude cabins were surround-
| ed by the mast luxuciant trees, and sheltered by
[ mountams rising almost perpendiculatly on every
] sde.  {reland bas sl many beautifu! green
- valea, bat there is not one so teeply, so securely
nestled among the hills, a3 the ane of which [
speak.  Add the depth of (he deepest of these
lakes 1o the height of the lofriest mountam that
towers above us, and you may then form some
idea of the deep seclusion of (lug forgotten val-
i ley.

Norah was the prettiest grl in the httle yil-
lage. She was the pride of her old father ggd
mo'ber, and the admiraion of every youth whe
beheld ber,  The coltage of her parents wis the
veatest in the peighborhicod ; Norah Lnew how
to make the hamehest chamber look cheerful,
and the honeysuckle round the easement was
taught by her hand to twine more gracefully
than elsewhere,

There was but one spring of water in the val-
ley: it wasa hitle well of the brightest and
clearest water ever seen, which bubbled up from
the golden sand, and then Jay calmly sleeping in
a basin of the whitest marble, From this basi
there did not appear to be any outlet ; the wa—
ter ran into it incessantly, but no one could de-
tect that any part of 1t escaped again. It was
a fairy welll

In those days there were faries, so sajs the
legend, and so says Crofton Croker, that mim-
able bustorian ot the litile people of Treland in
ohden time ; ours1s not a story involving ia its
detail national bLabits and characteristses: oo
such grovad who would dare to compete with
him?  Not [.

To return to the well 5 1 wae, as 1 said be.
fore a fairy well, and was held w great venera-
tion by the inhabitants of the va'ley.

There wns a tradition concerning it which had
fipe out of mind, been handed down from parent
to ehild. 1t was cavered with « kge stone,
which, theuah appareatly very beary, could be
maved with ease by the hand of the most delicate
female ; and i1 was caid to be the will of the
farry who presided aver it, that ail the youge
girls of the village shonld go thiher every even-
ing after sunset, remove the slone, and fake
from the marbie bawn as much as would be suffi-
cient for the use of each family during the ensu-
ing day ; aborve all, it was understood to be the
farry’s strict inpncting that each young maiden,
whea she had ftled her micher, should carefully
replace the stone, and return to her parents
without coe sad thought to dnive away sleep
from her pillow,

Tms could sot last for ever. Norah was
formed to be beloved, and soon & stranger youth
came to the valley — a soldier — ope who bad
a:en toe world. 1le was elad in armour, and he
talked of brighter scenes. Ab, could there be o
brighter scene than that lone valley. Ie daz-
zled the paor gul’s eye, and he won her heart ;
and when ste went at supset 1o fetch water from
the well, Coolio was always at ber side,

Her old parents could not apprave of such an
attachment.  The young soldier’s stories ot
camps and courts passessed 00 charms for them ;
aod whea they saw that Norah loved to hsten to
bim, they reproved ther child for the firat tune
in their lives, and forbade ber 1n future to meet
the stranger. She wept, but she promised to
obey them ; aod, that she might avoid a meeting
with ber lover, she went that evening to the well
by s different path to that which she had been
accus<tomed to take.

She removed the stone, and kaving filied the
pitcher, she sat down by the side of the well apd
wept bitterly. She heeded not the hour ; twi-
light was fast fading r1oto the darkaess of night,
and the bright stars which studded ibe heavens
directly ever her head, were reflected in the
crystal fountamn at her feet,

Her lover stood before ber.

¢0b! come pot here, she cried, ¢ come not
bere. T have promised not to meet you ; had I
returned home when my fask was done, we never
should bave met! I have been disobedient.—
Ob, why did I ever see you? Yoo bave taught
me how to weep.’

*Say not ao, dearest Norab) replied the
young soldier : ¢ come with me.’

¢ Never—onever ! she empbatically exclaimed,
as she bastily arese and advagced from the weil,
¢1, wha bave pever broke, my word, have
broken it to-night! I said I would oot meet
you, ané we have met,’

She vttered tbis in an agony of tears, walking
wildly forwards, while Coalin, with her band

i

i a

clasped 1 botb of ns, walked by ber side, en-



