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LIFE IN THE CLOISTER;
OR,
FAITHFUL AND TROUE.
By the Author of “ The World and the Cloisler,
‘S'C: &C., 6":'
CHAPTER VI——POVERTY AND DEATH—A
. FRIEND IN NEED.

¢ What is to be done, Catherine ? see if your

woman’s wit can help me in thls dilemma,’ said

' Herbert to his sister, some two months after the
return of Lalian and Ler sister to Bowden ;—
¢ this bill must be met, and that immediately ;
and if I carry four of my paintiogs to the auc-
tiop-room, the price at which they would be
koocked down will scarcely suffice to pay for the
fuperal of our poor motber.’

Poverty and death, what can be warse'? yet
{hese united trials had visited the humble dwell-
ing of the Lieslies. _

Tmmediately on the return of Catherine from
Preston, she had been attacked by typhus fever,
but her strong constitution had not succumbed be-
peath the siroke. She had recovered ; but,
whilst still languishing uoder the effects of tins
severe illness, her mother bad caught the fever
1 1ts most virutent form, and died in the midst
of very distressing circumstances,

Herbert Leslie was a clever, taleoted man ;—
but it is not always the most clever and talented
people that get on the best, for, you see, my
dear miss or master, somelimes a very mediocre
talent will carry all beforeit, if there be interest
or wflueace m the background, whilst brighter
stars shine unnoticed. Now IHerbert bad no
patrocage, you see, so that he warked away dug‘-
ing the livelong day in that gloomy studio in
Newman Street; and one after another bis
ideals of the beautiful grew upon the canvas be-
fore him and were then consigned to the walls of
the Pawting Academy, the hanging committee
taking especial care to hang them where they

would 2ot be seen, or else they pgrew dim andJ

dusty 1o his own studio, to be fiually sold at
auction at a price certaly very fac {rom remu-
nerative.

Herbert had been led to imagiae, from the
interest which Lilian’s [ather bad tuken in his
pursuits when Lie had become acquainted with
him in Manchester some three years since, that
he would overlook his own poverty and be con-
tent to receive as a son-in-lasy one whom he bad
treated asa friend, wviting him to luis bouse,
treating bim on terms ot the closest wmtimacy ;—
and the $anguine temperament of ihe young art-
ist had led him to forazet the vast disparity exist-

*ing betweeo riches and poverty. ‘The fact that
Mr. Craig, a great connotsseur 1 -vorks of art,
merely patrooised him because he had a reve-
rence for talent bad never entered the head of
this romantic young artist ; and he thus presumed
to raise his eyes to the beautiful daughter of his
host. Visting at the Laurels frequently, he had
been received as one of the famly, forgettiog
that the time would come, and that very shortly,
when these day dreams might be all roughly dis-
pelled. o

Is 1t not a pity that talented people live in
such a litile world of romance of their own cre-
ation as reslly often to be wanting in common
sense 7 Wly should Herbert have ventured to
suppose that the wealthy millociat would bestow
the band of his beautiful daugbter on 2 man who
bad nothing beyond the meagre pittance which
s genius could obtain?  Lilian had written to
im only once after her removal from Lytham ;
she had shown Mr. Craig the letter, had asked
his approval of its costents;j it was blistered
with her tears, for it mformed Herbert that, 1a
obedience to her father’s will, all ntercourse
must cease between them,

The father kissed away her tears, and thanked
Heaven that he had two model daughters. Why,
the youngest resigas the veil, .the holy haoit of
a religious, the life which shall surely prepare
her for ac eternity of happioess ; the other, one
to whom she had given the affections of ber
heart, with whom she believes she could tread
the thorny path of life happily. A, she has her
1dol, and yet she drags it thence acd hurls 1t from
ber at your behest.

¢ Ob, truly, Archibald Craig, your are model
daughters !”

¢ Yes, mine are model daughters, friend Gul-
mour 3 T repeat the words,” sad Craig one day,
as limself and bis friend sat over the wine after
those two languid, listless young womea had left
the .table .for their own private room. ¢They
have now no will but mume: Lilian—well you
kaow what Lilian was when I first brought her
back to Manchester—how she flung defiance in
my face, yet how meekly submitted after a hittle
more useless rebellion ; and also how her sister
has given up her most ahsurd faocy to become a
nun. - Trust me, triend Gilmour, il we husbands
and fathers had but the moral courage to stand
out more firmly, the female part of -our house-
bolds would be better ordered and better governed |

than they are. See now, bad I lollowed your
advice, I bad lost both these girls ; and how ?—
the one married to a beggarly artist like yolog
Lesle: the other confined, caged up-in one of
those horrid nunneries, of which’—

¢ Of which, my good sir, you know absolutely
nothing,’ replied Gilmour ; ¢ but 1 would ask you
one question—Have you never counted on the
cost of the forced obedience of your children?
do you not see that there 1s a ferced constramt
on each of them? Why, man, maud Marion is
no more the girl she was, nor Lalian either,
than black is like to white ; youll have them
both 10 a decline before long, if you persist in
your resolve. Let your girl Lilan have the
partner she likes, and my pretty god-daughter
the veil ; I should wonder what she could bave
better. I tell you, as I told you before you
sent them to Lytham, that evil will come of it
if you thwart them thus—treating grown young
women hke children indeed.

¢ Tut, tut, Gi!mour, as I told you before, so I
tell you again, leave me to manage my girls my
own way. Lclian must and sbalf have a rich
mate, and Marion the same, 1 know what is
best for them; better than they kuow them-
selves.’

Overawed by tle violence of their father, ut-
terly dependent on him, Mr. Craig had indeed
bad bis own way with both of them: and after
many fruitless entreaties, and a tearful night, and
the destruction by Lilian of some half-dozen
emstles, in which affection had peeped out in
spite of her fears of him, she had at lecgth pen-
ned one which had given him satisfaction. He
posted 1t with Lis own hands ; met Lulian with a
smiding face ; loaded her with presents and ca-
resses ; and dreamed not of the volcano which
lay smothering within the depths of her woman’s
lieart.

Nor was Marien less painfully tortured.—
Neither berself nor Lilian was suffered to lead 4
retired life, every night bebolding them absent
from their bome., Wherever there was a gay
reunjon, there Mr. Craig’s fair daughters were
t sure specificaily to be put up to the highest bid-
der. ‘The particutar reuson for which will be
given in our next chapter.

But revenons ¢ nos moutons. Times were,
you see, very hard with the Leslies ; snd T should
like to know who they are not hard wity, when
people have their bread 1o earn by thewr talents,
save, as we have already said, to the happy few
who get to the top of the ladder quickly by the
help ot imiluence and interest rather than by ge-
mus. INever were limes surely darker than
those 1 which the brother and sister sat talking
of the dismal thing above. No longer of
themselves, for the casket, with its stiil face,
alone remazined ; they were conversing of those
satl topies, always sad, far more sad, too, 1if the
survivors are poor. They uave but a solitary
five-shilling-piece in the house; how shall they
pay the undertaker ? how shall they pay for
their mourning ? or for the last quiet home with
the remains ot her husbandl in the cewetery at
Norwood ?  Yet there are many who would
gladly comply with this work of mercy, and
bury the dead, did they know of that distresstag
case.

The Leslies, however, knew bat few persons,
and to these they could not apply; for if they
had the will, they lacked the power to help
them.

Catherine had sat for some moments weeping
siently, and Herbert still pursued Lis walk, with
folded arms and moody brow, up and down that
little parlor, when his sister suddenly arose, and
with a feeble step approached bun. She had
resoived to mention a name he hal forbiudden her
to utter—a name the fithful friend had not
breathed, save in her prayers, for many a weary
month—a name which Hecbert, she well kaew,
foadiy cherished still,

Sbe was so weak that she bad to hold by tte

table as she attempted to cross the room; but
ber brother, utteriy lost in his gloomy reverie,
noticed her not tul her light touch fell upon his
arm.

¢ Catherine, my love,’ be said, fwhy do you
leave the coach 7’

She fised her lig dark eyes on luts face, and
uttered the one word, ¢ Lilian.’,

¢ Lihae ! what of ber, Catherme? Don’t
rake up ofl sorrows, dear; we have enough,
Hearvea knows, to.bear without that.’

¢ Lahan would help us, Ilerbert,” still aleaded
the fair speaker.

¢ No more of this, Catherine ; T cannot bear
it,” he exclaimed, darting from her as if stung by
a viper, ¢ Lafian! the false Lalian,. help to put
my poor mother o the grave! Never, never!
Catherine, I’ll sell halt the house contaios first.

Catherine tottered to the couch, but she still
pleaded for the absent Lalian.

¢ Lalian is true as ever. Lilian’is forced to do
the will of ber despotic old father. I would
pledge my life upon her truth” =

¢ Why has she ceased to correspond with you ¥

¢t Why ? because che darenot ; do you not think

ber letters would be intercepted 7 Lulian false!
Lilian uatrue! Never,never ! Assoon would
I believe the moon would fall from the heavens,
as waver for oue moment 1 my faith in Lalian’s
truth.’

All the woman’s earnest soul spoke out
these few words. Herbert approached her, and
said very sorrowfully—

¢It is not the remains ot a mere school-girl’s
intimacy which can make o, with your sound,
clear good sense, speak ani think so highly of my
lost Lilian. Tell me, Catherive, Why 15 it you
steadily persevere in thinking so weil ¢f one of
whom I lLiave such just cause of complaint.’

¢ Because 1 know Lilian to be a true hearted
tonstant woman,’ she replied ;  one whose na-
ture is too noble o allow her to be false where
she bas pledged her word. There is even some-
thing to admire 13 her very pride, if I may dare
so to speak, for 1t inakes her shrink with horror
{rom an uotruth ; and sure am L she bas not
broken ber faith with you. Remember in the
one short note I received from her at the time
she ntimated to you her obedience to her fa-
ther’s will, she implored us both to wait the re-
sult of time, adding, ¢ The time will come, Ca-
therine, whea you will see tbat I am not untrue.’
Let me write 10 ber, Ierbert ; she will help us
in our deep distress, and you will find her your
owa fauthful Lilian sull.?

It was not without ceastderable reluctance on
the part of Herbert that be acceded to his sis-
ter’s wish, and it was finally settled that the
note, written by lus sister, should be posted
froe London, Lalian haviog many friends ta the
metropolis, lest the letter, lalling by chance iato
the bauds of Mr. Cruig, and beariog the Drix-
ton postinark, should awaken his jealous fears.

Very stowle the hours passed away till the
morping of the second day brought the an-
swer.

¢ There is an enclosure,” said Catherine, as
with trembiing fingers she broke open the
seal. )

Three bank-notes, each for ter pounds, were
folded within a sheet of notepaper, Catherine
and Herbert bad anziously looked for a note.—
[t contamed only these few words—

* From your faithtul and affectionate

¢ LiLian)’

That thicty pounds was all the world to the
Ledlies, but the load sull lay heavily at the heart
of Herbert. Meanwhile, directions were given
for the funeral, good mourning was purchased,
aud there wus sull money i haad.

Tuoe Leslies little kuew how it fared with
Liliao just then, or how she, the daughter of the
wealthy Mr, Craig, had procured the thirty
pounds.

Let us go back a httle, and shaw in the next
chapter bow things were gomg on at the Hol-
les,

CHAPTER Vil — HOW, AND FOR WHAT PUR-
POSE, LiLIAN PARTED WITH HER
BRACELET.

Lilian and Marion are alone.

¢ What a wooder to be aloze! it1s a relief to
be ope evening to ovrselves,’ said the younger ot
the two, as sbe buthed ber fevered temples,
fevered from late hours and dusipation. ¢ 1
really thiok I shall die uoder it, Lilian dear, if
papa conlinges to drag us .nto comprany like this,
and the worst of it all is that we can looger be
blind to the reason why he lkurries us nto so-
ciety. The day of strife must come after all)
she added, with a deep sigh ; ¢ T Jread 1t too.—
Heaven grant we may not be found wanting.’

* Yes, Marion,” answered the still beautiful
Lilian; and I dread also this tost unnatlural
strife, this offering us as it were to the highest
budder ; nor 1s 3t possible to fail at surmising the
eause. 'The last interview with my father, when
he informed me that some little tme heace we
might be the tenants of a very peor home, unless
the wives of the rich mill-owners, Messrs Hartly
and Arnold, let me 1nto a little of the truth; bul
welcome poverly, with all us horrors, my
Marion, rather than the gilded miseries of nup-
tials where hands, but not hearts, are yoked to-
gether) :

¢Ay, my Lihan, you speak right well said
Marion ; faod 1 say too, welcome poverty,a
tirousand times welcome, ratber than be untrue
and false to one’s vocation. No ; io obedience
to him, T have fed a dissipated life, when my
heart has been far away 1n scenes of cloistered
quiet, for I have never loved, my sister; but

isure there canoot be a greater s than to wed

unloring, above all, to wed when God bas called
one lo serve him in religion.’

¢ Speak low, Marion, said ler sister; ¢1
thougbt I beard some oune pear the door. We
bave both refused the addresses paid to us, and
my fatber’s violence terrifies me beyond expres-
ston ; but I fancy there will soon be an end of
this persecution, perbaps sooner than either of us
imagine.,’ ‘ ‘
- As Lilian ceased speakiog the door opened,
and a servant appeared with a letter ; he said,
¢ For Miss Craig.? o

Tt was the note written by our friend Cather-
me.  Lilian recognized the handwriting., —
Lililan—faithful, loving, but musjudged Lilian—
positively pressed the inammate paper to her
lips. Do oot let us laugh at her for the folly,
for how many of us have dope the same when
some dearly-loved absent friend’s letter has
fallen within our hands,

Large tears fell from the eyes of the sisters
as they perused Catherine’s letter.

* Not a word about ITerbert, sighed Luian ;
¢ but Catherme is right—dwcreet, prudeat Ca-
therine.? :

¢ What 1s to be done, Lilian? said Marion.
¢ Papa keeps us cruelly short of money ; and the
warst of it is the idea we now have that his re-
sources are really cramped make it impossible
for us to ask lun j besules, he would want to
lcnow what we require 1t lor ; and I dou’t think
less than ten pounds would be ot any service
do you, Lilian 7

“Ten pounds, Marion! T ceenot send a
fathing less than \weuty, love; mnay, I would
send filty of £ bad it.  Tiere wil be poor Mrs.
Lieshe’s fuperal to pay for, zad mourning for
Catberine and dear Herbert—I{erbert [ wean,
she saud, as if the use of that little epithet Lad
broken the compact she had made with her owu
heart. ¢ Cowe with me, Marion, love ; let me
see how T can wanage.

Lulian entered her bed-room, locked the door,
and then opened Ler jewel box 5 sbe looked wist-
fully at a diamond pecklace, took it up, then re-
placed it, saying, ¢ Papa would miss that, should
be drag us out to-morrow vight.” The she took
a diamond bracelet, carefully «rapped it up, and
laid it aside. *That will de, she said: ¢ papa
gave eighty guiveas for it. L shall wrap mysell
in a large mantle, and as seon as he has taken
his afternoon’s nap, [ shull fied my way te Sdver
the jewller’s, a lutle way cut of Manchesfer,
and see if 1 cannot get, or raise, twenty pounds
on it.?

$O Liiar, Lilian, take care, responded

cally ; she really knew not what she said.
You are not used to raise money in such -
way madam,’ said the pawnbroker, in a more re-
spectful tone of voice than that which ke hagd
previously used, ¢or you would be aware that
the name and address of the person to wiom ibe
property belongs 1s by law obliged to be EIvey:
to bun who lends the money.’

Lilian’s cheeks glowed like a coal of fire as .
the name of Craig feli from her lips, — -
J..\flll; Silver started, but isstantly recovered him- -
self.

¢ Excuse me, madam, the Christian name akse,”
he saud.

¢ Blizabeth, said Lalien, promptly, remermber-
ing that Lilian was uncoinmon, aud wishing st}
lo preserve her incognito if pessible.

¢ Your residence

¢ The Laurels, Altrmcham.”  "The pawnbroker—.
bowed, placed the duplicate n Lilian’s trembline: -
hand, and counted out ter sovereigns in gaii:)’;
which be teadered to her with two ten-p:)und,.
notes.

Not once had she raised the veu whinitisag.
covered bLer beautiful, temful face; now- she
gathered ber mentle closely around ker, and hay--
ing careflully deposited the money in 2 portmen~
naie, she returned the ¢good evening’ of Ny,
Silver, and hurried from he sliop. Silver. atood
for perhaps the space of two or three minutes.
blankly gaztng at the door through which she hasy"
departed,

¢ Strauge,” be said, very strange; theve.
will surely be a hideous crash up at the Hollies, .
I kaew the bracelet again directly—could swear
to it amidst a theusand : I repaired 1t only a few
:nonlhs si:}ce, whien one of the clasps was broken.
(fh}en ag;m, a few mghts baclt came these silver

ishes 5 L am certain they were Craps?

It Tmstake not my fate {'lsilor was gnipc:;?ple!:;:{;
beavulul davghiters of lus who bave run away—
with 1nany bearts and not lost thewr owp, ¥

cauld swezr to the owner of the bracelet, evep

Marion. ¢ What a scene my father will make,
if he fiads you are parting With your trinkets ;
besides, Lilian, you wnay be seen,and a pretty
g it witl be 1o get abroad that Mr. Crag’s
daughiters are ra sing money or Lheir jewels.?

¢ Nonsense, Murion, you shall belp me to
dress up,’ said Ler sister. ¢ Cowme, help ine at
once, she said, operwing a press; from wlich she
took a durk dress aml a large mantle, the folds
of which enveloped and thorouphly disgwised her
stalely and elegant form: then she put ona
close cottage bounet, with a veil of black hsse
gauze, and the disguise of Lilian to any buta
close abserver was complete.

Vainly did Marion beg ber sister to ailow ber
to accempany ler—Lilian was abstinate ; and
seizing the opportunity when the servants were
oot in the way, and amid the twilight of the
iovely autumsal eveniog, Lilian sallied from her
home.

Arrived in Manchester, the daughter of the
man who was deemned worth thousaads of pounds
stole like some puilty thing down a street m
whicl she knew a rich jewler and mogey lender
resided, and passing the open shop she entered a
doorway on which was the mscriotion—*¢ Private
office for reception of valuable property.’

Orvercoming the natural repugnance she felt to
the task she had so nobly taken on Lerself,
Litian pushed open the door, which gave {ngress
to a small and well-lighted room at the back of
the shop. Her heart Deat violently at the
novelty of her position ; the previous might she
had been the belle at a ball given by one of the
principal famlies in the county ; that evening
she stood humbly atured n the oflice of a pawn-
broker, waiting to raise money on the bracelet
which so very lately had glistened on her arm—
quietly awaiting tho pleasure of the jeweller to
serve her. She was eugaged in an act of
mercy ; aod, verily, brave-hearted Lilan, thou
shalt not lose they reward. After the fapse of a
few minutes the master of the shop approached,
requested her to be seated, and attentively
examined the precious bauble she placed 11 bis
kand.

¢ Thirty gumneas you require, madam, on this
bracelet, he said. *The wite or daughier of
one of our millocrats is the owner, 1’ll be bound,
some extravagant bifl to pay, T suppose, which
father or husband must not kanow of.’ Such
were his thougbts as he musutely examined the
trinket,

¢ Can you lend me the sum required 7 stam-
mered forth Lalian. _

¢ Oh yes, certainly,’ replied Mr. Silver. ¢ The
pame, if you please,’ he added, drawiog out a
sheet of card-board, from which ke tore off two
tickets, intending ome to be attacked to the
bracelet and the duplicate for the cisguised lady
betore him. Now Lilian was, we need hardly
say, enlirely a stranger. to the mode of proceeding
adopted by those who are drives' to so pain-
ful an expedient as to raise money on thewr pro-

perty.

f Name ! what name #* smd Lillian, mecham-

had she not involuatarily given me her name.’—
Mesnwiile Lihan, brave Liliag, threaded ler
way with rapid steps back to her father’s dwell-
g, aud also did 2 deed of charity ere she reach-
ed ler home to one of the poor cotl
aad thus was able to avert the cu
ball parter who admitted ler,
questiou—

¢ Hus my father’ or sister expressed alarin at
my absence, Robert 7 { bave been to cep poor
widow Wihiteside, and am lowme later thay .
tended.’

The man answered n the negative, aud Liljay.
hurried up to her sister’s room, threw her arms.
around ner neck, and opening her purse d;sphaye;.:(:
its contents.

Sweet Lilian Craig, your tears of shame ape:
now exchanged for tears of joy, for yoy feel
the exquisite plessure of doing good to those yor
love. : T

Ab, Lilinq and Marion, brave and true. .
bearted heroines of domestic life, both true Ty -
your respeclive vocalions, but patientiy b:dwg,;-
thy time, be 1t mine to tell how like burnishes
gold thou didst botr come forth from the feys
furnace of tribulation pure and unscatbed !rwg
far truer and more fanbfuf than in the sun,ny dnyi. )
of prosperity, )

cotlagers,
T10sity of the
by usking the

I in-

CHAPTER VIIL.—THE BANKRUPT MERCHANT— -
FAITHFUL AND TRUE.
The {ollowing morning Lalian and heq sisges-

sal alone m the library.  They were re
ary. 2 reading o
but the thoughts of Lilan were far away, for 5%;;

knew that the following day was that appointedt
for the fuceral of her good old friend Mrs, Tes-
lie, Ior some time the murinur of voices in 1ke-
adjoining room had been distinetly audible 5 buk
ber attention had not been autracted, for she
knew that ber father alone used the éparlmm![.
opening from the hiorary, and was not aware 1oy

the Joor was ajar. ’

Suddenly, however, Marion rose from b
chair, and with parted lips, and a countenapre -
colorless as marble, stood beside her sister 5 ong -
hand ratsed to her hps, 10 enjoin silence, and 1he -
other porating to the door.

At a loss 1o comprehend her meaning, apdl
startled at the terrible chaoge w her sistey
Lilian was about to rase, but Marion held he; '
down, and bending forwards whispered the ong
word ¢ Lusten.

‘ Ruin, absolute and immediate ruio, and o
hope of averting it even for a few short mombs
is that what you mean.’ o
Slowly and deliberately these words 3@ .-
;a::elak from the lips of Mr. Craig, and they -
ell ke an icebolt on the hearts of hi O
ters, b da%

‘ Exactly so, Mr. Craig,’ replied his visstey. .
and Lulian recoguised the voice as that of bm'r;
father’s solicitor, whose visits had been very fre—
guent lately, ¢ exactly so ; your. unhappy mining -

-

speculations, which have turned out so miserably,
of themselves were sufficient to drag you 810
[rightful distress; and at.the back of ‘ther 2+
camnes this frightful panic in - the cotton-markes. -
which will 1n the end ruin many whose forlumce. -




