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PART FIRST.
1v.—(CoNTINUED,)

Cyril laughed. . -
“)‘:\}r. Albey’s Catholic Church did mot sa-

figurc in white, and lighted a candle for ber:

1 eaul to the lily, ! Theve is Lut one
With whom she has Jreart to be gay,

" hen will the dancers teave her alune ?
She is weary of dance aud play.™

“Though T must confess,” he adé&ed jesting-
ly es he handed her the light, “ yea look more
like La Somnambuly, jast now, tkan Haud.”

- bright drop glittared on her theck and fell
upen his hand. ¢ Hush !’ she whispered warn-
ingly seeling he was about to gpeak. I am
either very weary or very sad. And I havez
Presentiment.”

“ Of what 27 and his face wes sober enough.

“ That my next birth-day wili be a graver,

Aisfy you?” he suggested with twinkling eyes.
« T was famished,” said Pet improssively : |
« hungry and thirgty for something-slid and
pourishing for g poor soul. o ¥ wadea
bouquet of flowers and went to “thr Chapei: |
and after Benedirvion—(nh! that ravishiser |
benediction 1)— walked boldly -vp to Qer
Lady's Altar and laid my flowers at her fep..
Then I cume hesre happy.”

Her companiou luughed again: '

« Bless the Farlish clild! hoetiittle it 14 es
to make her happy.  After all®these stelen
swects of fowers und shrines wnl benedittions
and Madonnas, poor Albey’s “Church wH be
like chalk aftor cream-cheese.  Anid yet”' he
added soberly, * his sermon’ this morning was
a good thieg.”

u It was—i: was—," repsated the vyoung
girl with emphasis: ‘but seencthing is t/rong
—something is fulse. Either Mr. Aliey is
decciving Dhzself or—"" sbo  hesitatod und
blushed.

i Decelving others ?7

i Pet Jooked grieved.

«They are horrid wor
no right to judwe.”

The dauee was over: und he led hes back to
her seat, where she was eoon surrowided.—
Her grace, her aaivete, her exquisite toilet
were the theme of ull tongues,

« Yoour sister is thoroughly distin juee and
unaffected;” said the ladies 20 Barbura.

« Your gister is thorowgly bewiiching and
original,” €24 the gentlensen to Mxam; and
the peung debutante was 2s joyous s u bum-
ming-bird among flowers,

Sle danced—she chanted—she .pinyed with
her Frenckt Sm; while a rivid colorf surned in
her check : aud her grey cyes giew black and
luminvus. “NMudame Justine was'richt. The
worll was a lovely place—a vers mirthful,
magical, enchanting place: but wouki the trials
and crosses § Madame dad forute:l as well)
ever acme o der ?

“« @ Mary! conceived without 'siv, pray for
us whe have irecourse ta thee ¥ euid Pet to
herss), nsing unconseiously the sy iration the
nun dad taugly: her, holding heriau her arms
the night béfore they parted.

When Cyrilezame to lead kemiioto supper,
he smiled as he said : “ You areww iying your-
self”

« AL yesauon ami, it is the b piest birth-
night o mylife.”

«Thut, ds:besause you went to.¥ hurch this
moraieg,” hie said mischievously.

“ No,mo.” she retorted cugeriy.; ¢ but be-

. cause I daid my flowers at Qur Lad;’s feet this
aftermoan after: I encdiction.”

He sheak his haad :

“ What wilhMiss Barbara thinkaf all this?”
he asked;; and .pretending not to. kear her re-
proachiful 4Kt 1z Brute ?’—he wewt to fetch
her o cupof coffee.

Her bright face grew sober: ard-she Jooked
pensive and wistful till he returned. There
was a great deal of § vely conversatiex going on
around her: and every one was makisg merry ;

. but suddesly there came a lull ix the nosy
room, and the old .floctor who hué been the
friend and phwsician ¢ the Trentons, {sr several
generations past, rosex o speak.

It was . tenching’dittle speech of welcome
to the durling.of:the house, come back a bloom-
ing maiden frem foréige shores, to the friends
.8he hud quitted as a'iFttle child, & was an
honest-heuarted revercntial toast to:the birth-
duy of the Infunt- Chiist— none the lees sweet
to all, for being sibe birth-lay of beloved Pet.
It was the congratulations by his moutk, (the
doctor said) not wnly of the united.campany
there assembled, but of she united Hamlet,
elsewhere assembled, to:the Aiamates of Trenton
Terrace on the charming afiition to that .merry
Christmas frolic. $nd .in.canclusion the bluff
«old gentleman bid his hearers rejoice ir the
sLord, and agnin and again rejeice, inasmuch as
‘the dear young lady esme -outf -the ordesl of
oreign-influences sud the fascinating shadew

.of the Romish cloisters, still, Gtod bless her!
a,true staunch unswervin
of England,” . -

Barbara looked triumphantly at Cyril asthe
old doctor sat, down, and Lyril Josked at Pet

bA

ds to say and-wie hove

whose ¢heeks were very pale, ,
Ay hour later the guests were gone. _.
A delightful evening,” said Barbara com-’
.placently. -* - There "has ‘not been sueh & ball
* at the! Terrice gince Moamina died; -« Brery one
18 10’ dostacjes with our little Freneh girl,”

Good night,, darling,” said-Miriam kissing
r iister's: -brow,: < may-ajliyour pre-
i
hall’-

s stairs with her ®

g child of the Chuxeh |.

| gan 0 walk to"and
.his broad chest,

‘may be a sadder ane than thiz, Wha can tell
what the future may briey forth ¥ Good
night.”  Arnd she glided up the wide old!
shted tap-r, so spirituelle in |
her thin white aruiling robes. that after she bad |
vanished, Gyl rubbdd $is eyes like a mum!

room smoked his meerschuun for wn huer i
bring hiwssl¥ round,

——

PART S&ECOXND.

R

Christw:s Eve once more at Trentor Ter-
race. Nc white snows {ulling — but above, a
frowninerdzaden sky; end below, « still Mtter
cold whielt pierces to the inmost warrow of the
bones. Ple very dozs'drew closer to the hearth-
stones; roaring fires Wazed in all the roamns of
the Tersace : und the guests made merry with-
in doorz in an atmosphere like summer. For
pleuty .47 visitors had come to keep the Christ-
mas ant’ Pet's birth:day with the Trentcas.—
There avus certaioly an odd fuscination about
that ha'f-French, hulf English girl—(tke gen-
try far aud near agreed) ; and Pet. like a mag-
net grewing daily.arcrz powerful, drew « large
circlesio the great-~1d house; and Farbara
maderhem welcome and Miriam please¢ them
withdhor beauty. Theiwo Intter have net altered
in the year: but ewe~y one says that Petis
marscllously changed.

There she sits near the fire, filling ir an em-
broidered slipper. fev-one of Cyril Mu-doch's
sisters; and ar she turns her fic2 this wuy
{drazsing her compumion’s attention sio the
siteh), you see howr whin it is—but hov sweet
aeddranquil; wnd. vwith such a pure steady
liglet in the once sauny eyes, Tt is like a fuce
wliieh hus goue throveh some sublimaticg pro-
cesr and come cut mno longer of the earth.
exrhy. But she hae not lost an atsmrof” her
guy-spirits: and the group of young people
raugl her chuir listor eugerly as she tudks,

She is telling ther the old convent-leg=nd of
Sais. Derothy, the Virgin; and she 1el: it o
chazmngly that Miriam forgets to reed her
beol:. and Barbara f-aws near with her em-
breif'ery; and Cyril Hurdoch evosses the room
andcits down ae the other side of zhe little
work stand.  Pet eertrinly mekes a great deul
otecf the pretty-barenc.  Such vivid piciures
of tho Dbeuutiful Dorathy before the heathen
emperor; or in the palace of the apostate sis-
ters: or in her priren, wojecting with scorr the
splerdor of the imperiy. temptatioms. “When
she_gets to where the lovely saint is martyred
us Jag',; and the jeeingiswyer at his bangact
rocgives the promised fyrits und flowers fian
the-celestial gardems—the girls promsunce it
te perfection of pretry and Rowmamee: ilat
Pet .meets Cyril's syes bent meuningly .on
her fyee, and grows weryaxsl, und tells :o me-e
legends. .

Noteven Mr. Aibey :(who has eome an.ct
the . death, literally amd ifiguratively) -oris
¢« Ewewe " und begs herie go on.  Frr Pei
seldom refuses Mr. Albey wrpthing; and ever .
now logks up with « pirasan smile whike she

little corvrent-girl and the AngFean minister.— |
They have many intcrests incopmon ; meeting:
constandly (mot at the charch,er Pet does wot;
go there.cStener than she ean hslp), but ameng’
the poor.d” the parish, at theibedsides of the:
sick and dying, and at the echodl for little or-:
phuns Pets a regular fairy godsnother, wel-
conmed with smiles from chubby fuces, made
prisoner wifis joyful shouts, anl only relin-
quished at a large rausom of toysand sweet-
meate,

# The .chilgren are on the wateh tor Santa
Klaus,” were ¥Ir. Albey’s words :t6 her that
Christmas Eve: ¢ they were hanging wp their
stockings when I came away.”.

 Bless their dear little hearts " smilod Pet
in » motherly avay, - they must not be dsap-
-pointed.” ) s

«“ You are spoiling those little rogues,” said
Miriam; and Mz, Albey went and stood ibe-
hind her chair, and showed her a copy of the
Hymns of the Ages which he had brought her.
She looked up with n bright blush: and while.
he bent over her, talking and turning the leaves
Pet watched them with a sad pity in her gray
eyes and sensitive mouth,
and Oyril Murdach got wp abruptly, and be-

fro with his arms folded on

£ heai sueh o thing ” said

‘Albey ga ing to bave 8

s h.e

coming out o' a dremmn; und poing inte Biv!

Then she sighed; |-

- Did. you! ever he
) ie-:Murdoch - girls sitfing next to Mirc |

day-break serviee and communion in his church
to-morrow metuning !”’

A surprised but well-bred murmur went
round.

“ Does the Bishop appreve ?” said Barbara
looking annoyed.

“He does uot interfere.” replied the young
minister, reserviug the dmet that the episcopul
approval was of so little account that he Lad
not asked it.

“T must say, I don¥% care for thesc innova-
tiors,” said little Barbara, briefly.

Tt is a progressive age,” suggested Miriam

| giving a shy glance st Mr. Albey; “and why

should the chureh te conservative ¥

‘“As to the Bishop,” said one of the young
pirls, ¢ they say he hears confessions himself’;
for his wife told me she was dying with curi-
‘osity to know whai went on in the study when
the penitents were there with his lordship,”

There was & reneral lauch,

» Mr, Albey has an advantage in that point
over the Bishog” said Cyril with a sarcastic
smile; ©fur h=hus no wife to Le tempted to
cavesdropping 1 the discharge of his priestly
functions.”

The miviger's pale cheek  flusked, but he
ouly sdd slowly:

“ T think there is a wijstuke somewhere.—
The Bishop -does not take part in these mat-
ters, nor agree with Dr. Pusey; for a friend of
mine (who it reetor at St. Mark’s), had aletter
from lim plaiuly discourtienuncing the ultra
movement.”

N

said one of rhie Murdoch girls,

* For shamne Lucy; hor ean yon ask such
questions?' - protested ar elderly lady, of a
severe dyvsprtic aspect,

“ Why, where's the -harm 2" cried giddy
Lucy.

“Where's the harm™ My dear girl, you
surprise »e.  Fuucy how iudelicute to tell
one’s sinsdo a man (geod and trustworthy in |
hiwself, e doubt), but who had not the feast |
carthly poser to forgive than ! Bali!” and
the spinster shivered, “ I should never be able |
to hald up my head afier it.”

“ Audset there is a text somewhere,”” said
Pet, musingly, < abort Christ’s breathing ou
his Apostles and sayng: ¢ Whese sins you
shall forgive, they wre forgiven: and whose
sins you shall retuin they are vetained —isu't
there, M=, Albey 7"

“ Yes: and it must be very consoling,™ said
Mr. Albey, as he came over and toek Cyzil
Murdoes s vacant seut,

was,” recrarked Per: - their fuees were al

confessioe-day than auy other tume.”

“ Afse 2l wers on the mindsanre, as it
talking ¢ himselfl ¢ repugnant as it is to cr
pride; tiwze must b a singular cowdort in'it.
When, Ly the grace ' God, one beging to-see
more clewly all .his own secret buseness and
unworthiress, it weuld somctimes ke a rdlief
even Lumenly speakzag, to confess 1.~ '

“ Axe, even fromy the housetops)” adided
Pet, energotically.

Mr. Ahey beot rtowards her ever:tha litile
table,  “The rest-of the compmmy were dizenss
ing animaedly the engrossinge  topic; nuid
Cyri! Mardoeh strwl in the deep sucesseTa
distans wisdow Jacking out at the bare roati
and the Jexden sky. '

+We are compusstively alone, Miss Potrn
nilla,” suidsibie youny minister, esgerlr, <wikf

yesterday 7"

« AR that T swidyacon emé, und 1more-too—
and more than Ireeald ever say,” returned
Pet, going or. with her needle-work.

+ Then the crisis bas come 7" _

% Tt has” with a.suwile of infinite peace ani

shakes ser head. They are great friends—tha joy. ¢ After -these deng clouded mioaths o
struggle (you knowthew bitter) ; after hours;
of prayer andkumble ;petitions to koow God's;

holy Will"—iee gray. gres were lifted veveren-
sinlly—* praise.to His mereies! the Tight has
«eswe at last, ani’ wy rerclution is tukea™

The young ainister acked at her fxedly;
a6yl the nerveme colorexning and going &n his
ehsek, '

4 I envy you,” he .sidi], mournfully; - but
wy hour has uot gzt came.”’

i Bight it not wome nlf the soomer if you
weni to meet it, wnd -did not -pass it by 7
quesfioned his. companien, Wwith the look of a
plesding angel. .

#“ Ag God sees my heax,” said the youmg
mao is a low impresdve vaiee, ¢its strongest
desire is to do His sovereign will. But, us yes
the path is dark before me. Every step I
take is enweloped in mist and feg.”

Pet closped her hands fezwently on ber|

nee:

¢ QOnly promise me that whew the light does
come-{as i will—as it must), you will not
ghut your-eys to it? You will mot postpone
¢he Creator to the creature 7" ' -
" He followed her eyes ss they rested on
Miriam in her fawteuil, her bright dress flow-
ing around her in erimson waves, her lovely
fuce -brillisnt  with’ bloom as she taiked and
langhed with thevest, -~ .. i .
»,f»"‘.%Th ) oo :_hkgartt’s‘ l{lbo

“and wih's’

“ Do you over hear confessions, Mr. Albey "¢

“The girl's at wxhool used to lock 2s if i

ways brichter and . their tempers swodter oo |

you telf mevwhut ;yer wmeant by yous note of |

our dear Lord kecp me from trifling with the
leust of His udorable inspirations|”
“ Amen, my brother,” said Pet, solemuly,
There was a little pause between them,

. “And what are you going to do? if' I may
| be permitted to ask. Have you told your
i sisters ubout it 2" agked the wminister at last.

“Alas! no: I darenot speak till to-morrow.
Barbara exacted a promise from me six months
ago, and forbude me to mention the matter
again till my cighteenth birthday, I need all
the precivus graces of to-morrow to go through
the Interview.” - -

“She may not be unrelenting,” said the
i young man, geatly, seeing that there were tears
i on the long lashes.

v “Al!you do not know ler. THers isa
i quiet nature, but strongly prejudieed and un-
j yielding ws 2 rock. It I do not seorifice my
| conseience—the alternative is a bitter one.”

! Her companion Iooked at her inguivingly.

v Tooquit the Terraes altagether and go live
with my Aunt Trenton,” enid Dot Jower than

Ushe had yet spoken zod wiihoa blush, My
 xister will neither witness nor countenance wy
| apostsey—as she culls it.”

PooeIs Avnt Trenton the widow of the Pres-
byterian clder whom  (Miriam  said) you used
to dread 55 much 77

“Thesame, When, ss a very little child,”
said Pet, smiling fuintly, =1 used to he
naughty or wiltul, my nurse had only to
threaten me with Aunt Trenton at suel tiwmes
and she was sure to bring me to terms,”

“Ten’t this beautiful ?* said Mirtam, read-
ing sloud to the group about her chuir, but &
clearly that not a word was lost

i “Q that thy faithless sonl one hour only,

(in the library of our recent talk, and of your
refusal, she is bitterly disuppointed.”

Pet wus silcnt,

“ She had set her heart on our marriagze,”—
he satd the lust word a little timidly—< and is.
puzzled, wounded, not only .at this change in
you, but at muny other odd reserves of late to-
which you refuse her the key,”

Pet drew a deep breath, and looked straieht .-
ahead of her. °
“Why will you make me miserable ?" her
companion broke out vchemently, ¢ why will
you reject me, point-bluuk, without any ex-
planation when you know that I love you with
all my heart? If you had nothing to give me
in return—it' T knew that you were utterly in-
different to me, I would zo away without a
word ; T would go buck to Germany and fisht
it out alone the best T eould.  But—(0) Pet!
why will you dreive wme o it ?)—you canneot
deny that ail alowe vutl Ltely, in a0 hundred
mameloss ways you have shown we that my at-
tentions were 1ot displeasing to you,  Was
thiz fuir?  Good heavens! was it honorable 27

Pet wis as pale as death : but answered in n
low firm veiee:

» Pardon, i T wound you—still more, if T
misled you, I could never murry you unless
you were i practical member ot the Roman
Cathalie Chureh,”

He started us if he had been stung

“Are you readly o Roman Catholie 2 he
said sharply.

“ In heart and desire—yes,”” returned Pet.
“T did not mean to tell my seerct so soon, but
you foree me to it.  To-morrow, by the pgrace
of God. T am to be baptized conditionally, and
make my first communion in the Cathelie

\

i Would comprehend the Christiun's perfect life—
i Despised with Jesus, sorrowtul and lunely,
i it calnly looking upward in its strife.
! Fuor poverty and eelf reounciation,
Their Father yioldeth Yack o thousand fold,
In the cah stillness of regenerition
Coineth a oy they pever knew of old.”

i

11,
¢ With that new strange  joy” shining out of
i her expressive eves, Pet stood up and gathered
; har canvass and wephyrs together,

o e Have you any commissions mes amis?”
cshe suid watly, 0T am going down to the hum-
et ona little matter of my own; and shall be
l happy to kill any number of birds with onc
" stone.”!

+ “ Wrap up warly, darlieg,” said Barbara,
Jinexpressibls comforted to sce Pet and the
Vininister on such confiderzinl terms; while
| Miriam added, » Shall I ring for the wir-
| viage ?”

[ NIngeorte” yveturnel Pet, T would ra-
li ther walk.  The exercize will warm my bond.”
i With apay Sew reve (n"—she was feaving
i the room when thetall £rure quitted the win-
i dow-recess, and {ollowed her.

i I have romething ¢ say to you,” said Cyril
i Murdoch in a low weice: “may 1 walk with
you to the hanlet ¥

} Her $aze was half-arerted. but he could xee
fwhat aovivid blush deed her chesk, und even
¢ her throut,

[ % Yes” was her br of, rexerved wnswer; and
they were. into the owter lall where they met
Angeliyre whem Pet desputehed for jer hat
and shas:].  While they waited, Pet leancd
against a bronze Disnz in silemce, The meo
wentary-rzolor gone, dier face was pale; and in
{ the halfeclosed eyes the drooping arms, and
every live of the witlowy, girlish figure, ther
was apprrent great weariness of body and mind.

“ You are killing s ourself,"” said Cyril velio-
mently. “Between prayer, and fusting, and
going w-ehurch, and visiting sk paupers in
all weatliers, you are committing suicide usfust
a8 you cas.”’

“ Q0 my friend!”ehe returncd with a gestare
of inimitrble grace. “ How l¥tle yon knew
about it. If it were mot for these very things
I could never have lived through the past six
months, Ah'! ng, 3t is -the vexations, the

1

.[erosses of the earth, .earthy, that wear upon me

.tnd mske we weak ane thin. See!” and she
‘ield up Ler wrist from which the bracelet hung
doosely, .

“As you -please; hut one thine is sure—
-yeu will slip-away from us presently like your
Bznt Doretly in the legend, '
‘Who frecn celestisl gardens sent

, - Flowers as her witnenses
To him wko scoffed and doubted ;'

and I,” be added trying to hide his really
gtropg emotion uader a sarcasm, ‘ must be
contett, I suppese, with the lot of the jeering
lawyer.” . : ’

Pet's face underwent oneof its quick changes,
and she broke into 4 merry laugh, -

“Braro!” she cried—* I like that”” But
seeing his sober look, she added softly: « Al !
if it could be that .my poor sufferings, might,
win you the precious gift of faith!” f '
. “Here e Angelique,” he said abruptly,
taking she shawl from the maid’s hands and
jputting it around the slight figure; and in &
few moments'they were out'alone on the frosty
road with the grey sky frowning down apon

4 Though it cost - me my
replied, siowly

toldiBarbirs this morning

‘him ; X might do as many -
. don’t believe :or aceept the docts

your confidenc

eap e i o

Church,”
o Cyril bit his lip until it bled.

“ IHalle]’ he muttered, “these are the
fruits of Catholic nunnerie;—a1 plazue light on
them! 'Fhe next thing you will retwrn to
France amd be w nun, It them cut off vour
carly, and Lide your sweet face under a veil and
a frilled cap! O my darling!” he beoke off”
passicaately, “ renonnes ali this folly—and give
we the rizht o make your life brizhit, and
beautifal, wnd worth the living, I can never:
give you np.”

Silent o moment from zetual inability to
commnd kis voiee, he burst out agrain: -

“ But why should a paltry question of ereed
part us forever?  Marry me—und I vow to
you, you tiway worship Gud how and where yiu
please. Do yor think me so ummanly, so hase,
as {0 tyrsBuize over your conscience?  Ap-
swer me, Pt

How full of beautiful trust was the lovk she
turued upon him!

“T have every confidence in your manlizg
~—your gencrosity,” she said gently ; ¢ bae the
ease is not adtered,  Marriage i the Catholie-
Churel is a holy sacrament—a union of souls .
as well oo of hearts and himds, Religion,
Seedth, ix its essenee,  its purity, its perfiction.
My fviend, althongh we loved cach othor with
ull our hearts, and were ever so tender of cach
others’ prejudices,—fuiling to think, to Lope, .
mike ou this one vitel point, the future, you
promise, would be to me—a martyrdom.”

Cyril chafed openly under her ealm reason- -
ing; little knowing, (man that he was) the:
brave delicacy with which a womaun. ean,hide.
her breaking heart, .

“ But does not St. Pau] say kanething abou
the believing wife sanctif ing the unbelieving

~ES

Iushind 2" he urged imp:{ticntly.

ALY mon aned, 8t Paul must hiave spokem
there to wives who had not been  Christiang ag,
the time of their marriage ; or, at the worst, to
brave, generous women whose faith and ﬁ;ot-
hold were <o secnre, they could afford to stoo
over the bank und give their hand to the poolz)'
Pugan .siukiug in a sen of unbelicf, Such
graud risks are not for me—a little trembling :
reed.  God might withdraw his graces in pun-t
ishment of my boldness; and the loss of both .
our souls be the bitter penalty.” .

Pet's eyes were full of tears ;
as if talking to herself: « Unless a mun re--
nounce all, he cannot be My disciple,”

“ But these are words for an apostle—for a .
missionary,” urged the tempter. ¢ You are a
young beautiful girl with o tender, sensitive
loving hewrt. How can you embrace, or if
embraced, persevere in a life of constunt strug- -
gle and duily selt.denial ¥ B

“ Dear Lord !hthrough thy holy cross and .

ussion—strengthen me," pray
(]:rous heart. " prayed the pure, gen- o

And the prayer was granted. .

%I have given you my answer,” she said”,
Wwith 4 heavenly ealm in her large eyes: “and
I rely oo your honor to preserve ‘my secret tilly."

-10rrow,”, o

“If T were less honest,”
boastfully, but as if it had bec

and she added.

done—turn Puseyite, Papist,

for' the one he _loved;_;.b'u; aye, -Mahomet

1 ‘cannot

Roman’ Catholie:

Chureh, und’ wh
never. shall.

“Mr. Albey,.who see

e endfuir views mors-fially

- nh

not prove;so-hiard a subjeot.”
Tn:his b isapy

disapp

ruel:




