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u Maide, matrons, nay, the secreta of the grave
This viperous slander eaters,”— Cymbeline,

cHAPTER Xiv.—(Continued.)

The face of the sufferer was deathlike in 1ts
palor, vet a bright hectic flush was on the cheek,
resembling the delicate tint of an Indian shell ;
long fair bair streamed over the neck and
shoulders 3 the lips were parted ; one hand thip
and attepnated, lay upon the breast, the other
was tightly clased,

Bertha Ainshe, for she it was who was the
oae attendant ra that sick chamber, spoke to the
priest, but he replied not ; and she almost statted
as she watched him, so ill conld she define the
troubled expression which flitted across his fea-
tures; he withdrew his haud from the hght,
scanned the pale face more sttentively, and thea
raised a ruhy cross which was suspeaded around
ber weck by a silken cord.

Bertha watched him intently ; his enuntenance |
grows pale ; the hand shakes which bears the
lamp ; stronz man as he 15, he staggers as he
moves from the bed; he bebolds 1n far away
Canada the well remembered face of one of
whom all trace bad been lost. Tt was given to
F:ther Cleveland to meet with Aileen Desmond
in the arms of death.

By a powerful effort he recovered himself, and
beheld the eyes of Bertha fixed upon him in
raute astonishmeat.

¢ I shali have much to say to you later,
Madam—much to ask of you. At present, it
will be sufficient for me to tell you, that T have
known Miss Desmond from her earliest child-
hond.?

Bertha bowed assent, and then said, that on
the last v1sit of the medical attenlant, a few
hours sinee, he ha? declared it his opininn that
Aileen might die at any moment, though, at the
same fime, 1t was extremely probable she might
linger for some weeks* that Aileen, feel'ng more
than wsually il afer his departure, had expressed
a wish to see a Catholic priest : and that, ularm.
ed by an evideat change for the worse, she had
!ost no time in complying with her wish by send-
inz to Fernuide ; and that, after her messenger
had lefr, che had sunk into a state of insensibility,
from which she was striving to restore her when
he arrived ; but that all her eflorts had been
fruitless.

* How long have you known my poor youny
friend ¥ inquiret Father Cleveland, adding, < I
find you, ideed, performing the office of a minis.
tering apgel ; alane, at thus late hour, nursing
one, to wiorn you are not bound by the ties of
relationship, and whe 15 sick even unto death.’

Bertna blushed painfully at tlis unqualified
praise, and simply replied :

¢ T bave been acquainted with Miss Desmond,
or rather Miss Lascetles, by which name she was
koown at Toronto, about two vears,’

*And her occupation? I understand from
friends in England, that she filled a situation as
musical governess 10 a family at Quebec.—
Does she reside in tns place alone 7’

¢ She did hold such situation § but anxious, for
the sake of her parents, to increase ber gains,
she resigned it, and bas sung at concerts. She
also had many pupils of wealth and disticction ;
but—but-?

Here Bertha burst into tears; her emotion
‘became o great it was impossible for ker to pro-
ceed.

An expression of intense pain passed over the
features of the Priest. Aileen was alone, evi
dently residiog i a small house, with no declared
protector—this lady, stil young, her sole com-
panon. A terrible fear took possession of his
soul—a fear which he dared scarcely acknow-
ledge even to hwmsel. ¢ Had the fair flower
been plucked, and rudely cast aside, to wither
and to die P°

His voice was husky, when, after a pause of 2
minute, which seemed 2n age in its duration, be
apan said, with something of steroness in his
manner.

* Speak on—tell me all, and tell me quickly ;
she was loved by all who koew her ?’

Bertha raised bLer eyes to those of Father
Cleveland, they were still tull of tears, the tone
of her voice seemed to deprecate resentment, 2s
she replied — o

. ¢ Be ratjent, Father, acd I will tell you every- |

- thing, . Bebold that crushed and faded creature.;
- 8he is spotless:as .an angel, pure: ns new-fallen
. '#n0w in the sight of Heaven: but her fair fame
.7 blickened and traduced by oue of ber own
sex. She lost thie patrovage of (hose who bad’
called themselves her friends; their daughters

were removed, ber patrans closed their doors
agamst ber, and she was left to inarvel at the
change, when one fatal day, one who, more in-
discreet than all the rest, but who called herself
her friend, vielding to the importnoity of this
poor Aileen, disclosed tne hideous truth, and
there—thers 15 the result. Buf, Heaven be
merciful to me!’ said the excited Bertha, talling
oo her knees, ¢ for, as I liope tor mercy, Father,
I anticipated not such misery as this. My
bridal day was fixed, but I heeded it not, resolv-
ing to atone for my wdiseretion by dasly wateh-
ing by her side till this mest uohappy, yet most
virtucus Aileen should bave passed away.

A convalsive spasm shot across the teatures
of the Priest ; be glanced first on the bed and
its unconscious burden, then at the prostrate
form at his feet, and for a moment his bandsome
features assuined again the stern, cold expression
they had worn before; yet Bertha’s favlt had
not been deliberate, and she had made all the
alonement in her power, for her most guilly m-
discretion ; =0, ex'ending bis hend, he raied
her from the supplizot posture she had assumed,
saying ¢

¢ Be comforted, and let the sad consequences
of your indiscretion be to you a memorable les-
son for the future. Now aid m2 12 the task of
restoring suspended animation,’

Father Cleveland had, during bis sajourn 1
Iadia, learned something of the art of medicioe,
g0 that he not uofrequently acted ia Ibe two fold
capacity of bodily as well as spiritual pbysicran,
especialy whea attending 1he poor.

Thus it happened that he rarely left bis home
without some Inftog medicament or restorative
about his person, to be used 1n the case of need,
and he applied a powerful stimalant at once to
the invalid, at first neffectually, but gradually
conscraucness returned, and Aileen opened her
eyes; the band so tightly closed, relaxed, and
met the warm gz z2 of the Priest, while the other
held the silken cord from wiich hung the cross,
now raised 1n mute thagkfulness to her hps.

¢ Bertha, love, what raeans all tns 7° sbe said.
¢ T hare heeg very ill ;” then her eves wandered
to him who held one hand within his own, and
and pressing the other to her forehead, as if to
recall some memory of the past, she strove to
raise herself o the bed, exclaiming :

¢ You have come, I Lreto you would come, to
soothe my spiit wts fl ght. Liosg rears have
passed since I bade you farewel., A mruraful
passage of commng misfortune! aye, of some dire
calamity about to overwhelm me and mue, then
lay heary at my heart; yet, 1 koew, friend of
my early happy youth, T lelt ascured that we
should meet again, that you would shield me in
some peril { hidden from me by the veil which
screens the fz2ture from my sight, and now 1
know, I see it all : your lips will speak to me
those words which shall bring consolation te my
sorrowing soul ; your honds will adminiter those
saving rites which shall fortify and streopthben
me to meet my God ; aod you will coavey to
those I love so well, the annnuncement, that in
death, as in life. they were never forgotten.’

¢ My dear child, my Atleen, there may be
hope yel.’

¢ Nay, there is none, my best of firiends, rest
assured of that ;. a little, yet a litile while, and L
shall tread the valley of the shadow of death—
be it your task to strengthen me in my parling
passage. Ifow strangely have we met again—
you, the Priest of God; I, unhappy, aye, most
unhappy, Father, v my combat with the world:
Nay, weep oot, Bertha, yours was not the voice
which robbed me of all that life held daar; and
my poor, poor parents, they will suffer even
more than I, for in me the staff of their old age
will be for ever gone; but, my ponr uahappy
Bertha, you have cared for me, do not weep so
bitterly.?

§ Yes, when my mdiscretion had laid you pros-
trate on the bed of sickness, Aileen, far better
bad you been leit in igoorance of that great
wrong : for can I ever forget that away from
Canada, n some distent spot, you might have
met more faithful friends, and still have led a
bappv and useful life.’ .

¢ No more, speak not of the past again, my
Bertha ; it has goze and can never be recalled ;
it was all for my purgation here; but my poor
paren's.  Oa! my parents, the thought of you
disturbs these my last days on earth.’

s Fear not for them, Aileen, said Father
Cleveland, deeply moved; ©rest nssured 1 will
see them, and wili arrange some means by which,
if ooly 1o an humble way, thew future shall be
cared for. T can testify, my child, to the causes
which wduced the concealment of your mame;
and even here, w far away Toronto, Cathohe
hearts, hearts of all Catholic matroos, shall beat
when the story of the maden shall be told, who
left her country to save her helpless parents;
the hearts of the young shall be inflamed with
generous: sympathy, whea they hear this most
sad tale ; and it may even be that your most
‘unjust maligners, some of whom I myself will
fice, may yet be brought to a sedse of their 1o-
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fjus!ice, and learn a useful lesson from these ter-
nble results.  And for you, my child,’ he added,
for Bertta was still in tears, and he feared the
effect of her excitement upon Aileen, whose thin
white hand rested caressiogly on the shoulder of
ber {riend ; ¢ you have, doubtless sorrowed long
and deeply for the share you bave borne, by the
repetition of this slander to ears which should
have been the last to hear it ; take, then, some
comfort to yourseif, and let 1t be 1o you a me-
morable lesson. Now leave me a few moments:
T shall admmister the last Sacramen's, my child,
to-night,

Ia the silence of the midmght hour, be, to
whom Aileen’s heart had turned i the days of
ber eatly girlhood, ere she koew of the sublime
vocation which had cslled him trom the world,
now received the confession of a sou! free from
the more grevious sins inherent to our nature ;
for frail mortals are not angels. She bad on
her recovery from the alarming state inte which
Bertlha’s rash announcement had thrown ber, re-
lapsed for a time nto a state bordering on mad-
ness ; lier traduced character, the thought of her
aged parents, her day—dreams, all so rudely dis-
pelled ; this, at first, seemed a cross far too
heavy to be borne, but a few short hours over,
and the struggle against selt was more than hall
accomplished, not one word of reproach to
Bertha had ever escaped her lips, thouzh the
latter would often shudder when, on Aileen’s be-
comng somewhat better, she would sadiy listen
in the room beneath the weary, cuatioual pacing
up and down of a heart ill at ezse, n which
h:ghly recvous persons are prone to indulge.

The full, overburthened mind was now at rest,
its sorrows, its trials, and ats frailties were re
vealed in the tribunal of penance, and laid at the
foot of the cross, and the poor oppressed heart
was aft peace, and words of consolation and en-
courazement, bidding her lock 1o an eternity of
happiness, sustained and cheered her. And
thee, Futher Clevelaad having rung a small haod
bell, Bertha again returned to the sick chamber,
and haviog hastily lighted a couple of wax can-
dles, and spreadweg a clean lrmen cloth on the
table, the Priest prepared for the administration
of the sacraments of Exireme Unction and the
Holy Eucharist ; after which be relurned bome
between e and two o’clock n the morning.

CHAPTER XV.— REMORSE.

Sufficient food for reflection presented itself
to the mind of Father Clevclaund, so strange, not
to say providential, did his unexpected meeting
with Aileen appear. His first thought was to
ascertain the preseat whereabouts of her parents,
who Joubtless had removed, through the failure
of their accustomed remittances, to come cheaper
habitation that they might recently have occu-
pred ; and for this purpose he immediately wrote
to his sister, Maud, aware that she would use
every effort 1o help lum 10 his search,

On the second day aflter s visit he returned
to St. Crois, resolved to see Aileen every alter.
nate day, cs long as the unfortupate girl’s Iife
should be spared,

She was reclining oo a couch when he entered
the room, a sright smile passed across ber coun-
tenance, reminding him forcibly of what she was
ten years before, during these few brief meetings
he had beld with her at Alverley.

Her bright flashing eyes kindled with pleasure
at seeing her o'd friend agan, and the flush upon
the cheek might almost have Gteen mistaken for
an omen of returniog health, but that Father
Cleveland knew well the 1sidious nature of the
malady under which Adeen labored. The old
times were spoken of, the chanze 1n her father’s
affairs, her retern from Paris, and the little mi-
notize he =0 much wijshed to hear, that had led
ber, tonely as she was, to resign a resident situ-
ation in the family of honorable persons, which
insures a proteclion to young ladies whom a
stern fortune decrees shall be compelled to earn
a maiolenance amongst strangers, for the risk,
and possihle danper attendant upon forming a
solitary home., The good Priest needed none
to tell him, that much had been encountered 1o u
spirit of the most courageous self sacrifice ; for
that which will suffice for the waats to one will
not do for three—tt requires no very wise head
to understand this—and he also saw clearly that
but for those dear aged oues, far away wn Eog-
land, the virtuous and beroic Aileen would have
been perfectly safe.

Ah! wkat a hard, bard world 1t 8.  You see,
it was quite sufficient for Aileen to be pretty and
accomplished to excite first the envy and then
the ill-will of mauy around her. This ill-will was
followed, as it often 1s, by slander, which seldom
spares those 1t envies ; and then, too the ucfor-
tunate oozwmg out of the name of Laecelles being
assumed, presented a bonne bouche too sweet to
be suffered to fall ‘to the ground, 3o that these
causes, combined with that of ber desolate con-
dition, offered an open field' for. the belief and
utterance of- the most slanderous tale or insiou-
‘ations that could cast a.blight on the fair fame of

—uno ficlitious one, be it remembered—nhurried
ber to an untimely grave.

¢ Ah, it the heedless anes amongst us would
but thiok a little before they utter the unkind re-
mark, for we speak not now of the beinous sin of
slander, they would surely pause, and oot inflict
a fresh wound on th= bearts ot those whom,
mayhap, a cilling coutact with the world has
already seared.

We speak of those struggling oues, and their
name is legion,who, like Aileen.gird themselves up
bravely, and, fresk in their youth and in their in-
nocence, resolve courageously to do batile with
the world; often, very often, 3s was the case
with her, not for themselves alone ; and so things
go oo, you see, and they wear away their {resh
young lives, and the beauty of their innocent
airlhood passes ; and stil: this rough eocouater
continues the same, yet not quite the same, be-
cause the hope of youth, so sanpuine in its day-
dream, has become less sanguine; and disap-
nointment has chilled full many an effury, so that

Eas if I bad raised a poisoned chaiice to your lips,
so surely huve { caused your death. Ob! God,
i be merciful to me !" she added.

| ¢ Aileen, will you believe me when T say I
bave not had a bappy moment since I knew the
 full extent of the meery my slanderous tongue
had occasioned : and that when, after many de~
lays, Bertha’s letter reached me in New York,
I felt crushed beneath the magmtude of my
guilt? T then bhucrried here, hapiog, hoping to

 find that Bertba was not correct m her state-

i mant; but your own lips confirmed the fatal
truth.?

She rose from her knees, and paced the room
in all the wiidness of despair—then facicg Fa-
ther Cieveland, she exclaimed —

¢ Tell me, you whose office it is to counsel
aod instruct, what shall { do; how atone for the
misery I have causad ?
| ‘dREpEnt and amend,” rephed Father Cleve-
and,

¢ Ailleen,’ she said, turuing from one, who, to

they see nothing before tuem but this ceaseless } her, seered too stern, to seelt consolation from

never—ending strite ; an it goes oo, too, till the

brightness of the cheek bat faded, and the once ’

glossy hair, through care and anxiety, rather than
the bhand of time, has becoipe wreathed with
many a silvery thread; and the reck'ess ones, |
proud in their youth, flzeting as it 15, or those |
whose age ought to have taught them wisdom,
but who were reckless and selfish in thewr day,
with the hateful * number one® principle actuating
them, even if they did not openly boast that they
gquared their own conduct by its maxims. are the
very first tn be satirical—to noint the envenomed
shalt at those whose heroism they have never
cared to practice ; and for this they unsparingly
attack them, tbeir age, their single state, aye,
even thewr personal appearance—any thing will |
serve Lheir purpose oc their tura.

Little by little, then, he drew (com Aileen all
the circumstances attendant on  ber efforts since
she left Eagland, and he was still listening to her
pathetic story, when be heard the voice of Bertha

in the landing wilaout, evideatly n the tones of
expostulatinn and entreaty.

¢ Mics Desmond 18 not alone,” he distinctly
heard her say : ¢ the Jesuit Father of Fernside
is with ber ; he was an intimate friend whea in
England : pray do not go in’

¢ Let me pass, Miss JSaoshe !’ exclaimed an-
other voice, * if I do not shrink from speaking to
Miss Desmond befare her {riead ; you need not
miod my doing so.’

At this moment the door opened, and a tall
and handsome woman, fastronably attired 1o a
velvet mastle, heavily trimmed with sables, burst
into the room, took no notice of IFather Clere-
land, but rushisg to the couch on which Aileen
reclined, threw herself on her knees, exclaiming : |

¢ Aileen Desmond, tell me, oh! tell me, that
they speak falsely, when they say that you are
driag : tell me that there is hope ; relieve me of
the torture I endure !’

Father Clevelaod had observed with some
alarm that Aileen’s cheek had paled the momeant
her visitant had entered the room, and also had
aoticed the nervous tremor which shonk her
whole frame, when the lady thus addressed her ;
a painful thought flashed across s mind —¢ Was
this tke wretched being who had destroyed her
every hope, and condemued her to an early
grave P

Ouce, twice, Aileen strove to speak; the
parted lips, however, emitted only an inarticulate
sound, but the oulstretched hand prasped that of
the stranger, and a sweet expression on the still
lovely features told a tale of forgiveness and
peace.
¢ T must beg of you not to say aoything that
will cause excitement to Miss Desmond, madam,?
said Father Cleveland ; ® her mind 1s now at rest,
thiking of nought but the gloricus etermity
which, I bope, awaits her in the hetter world to
whieh she is bastening.’

¢ Nay, nay, you but mock my Jistress, Reve
rend Sir,’ said Angusta Seton, for she 1t was,
who n the depth of penitence and sorrow, bad
rushed to Aileen.

¢ You tell me this, perchance, to rouse me to
repentance for the wrong I bave inflicted upon
ber, but my sorrow-stricken beart needs no such
incentive. Speak yourself, Aileen ; your cheek
has yet a hue of health, your eye is bright; ah!
by all your hepes of heaven, say they do oot tell
me true. Oh! live, for my sake live !’

Aileen, with the assistance of Bertha, had
raised herselt upon the couch. Speech bhad
come at last ; the sweet tranquil face, calm as
that of an angel, assured the Priest that he had
nothing to fear ; the countenance is the index of
the soul, and there was no war of stormy con
tending passions on that of Aileen. .

¢ Be calm, Augusta,” she replied: ¢1 have
potbing now to fear; ah! I would not barter
my present hope of a joyful eternity for all this
fleeting worli could offer. They tell you truly,

the geolle being she had injured, ¢ Aileen, grant
me one favor—allow me to be your companion,
your nurse, your attendant, in place of Bertha.’

‘It must not be, wmadam,’ replied Iather
Cleveland, for he knew that Ateen would ac-
quiesce. and he dreaded the effect her constant
presence, and the excitemeat to which she would
probably give way, might have on the weak
frame of the sufferer,

¢ But yos will not refuse to see me each day,?
she said. ¢ You, Reverend Sir, will surely ot
deny me this 7 and she tnrned ‘o Father Cleve-
land, though Auleen bad bowed her head, and
pressed, in token of assent, the hand which was
laid within her own. Closely she drew her veil
around her face, to bide the tears which gushed
forth, baving imprioted one kiss on the forehead
of Aileen, and then turning to Father Cleveland,
ay she passed him,she sad, in a low tone of
voice, ¢ I shall see you agarn, for T have much to
say.’ and hurried from the reom.

Father Cleveland was not wrong 10 his supno~
silton that a scene so exc’ling as that which had
taken place with Miss Seton woull be productive
of 1l effects to Aileen ; she became more fever-
ish than usual, and literally gasped fur breath.

¢ I shill be with you agam te-moarow, Aileen,®
he sard. ¢ Meanwhile, keep your mind as quiet
as possible ; let not the interview with this un-
happy lidy who bas left us, occasion you any
coeastoess,’

He then returned home, making several siclk
calls on his way, and spent an hour or two over
his baoks; but, though the eyes of the good
Jesuit were fixed on their pages, his thoughts.
were with poor Auleen, whose days, he plamly
saw, were fast drawing to a close, At last his
meditations were broken by the entrance of his
housekeeper, who told him that a lady wished to
see him.

¢ A lady !" he replied, weth somelhing of sur-
price, for it was a very poor mussion fo which he
bad been apyointed, consisting almost exclusively
of the poorer classes.

* Yes, Sir; a very fashionable lady she is too ;
she wishes to see you immediately, but would not
giwve her name.’

The mind of the Priest instantly reverted to
Miss Seton ; he remembered she had said ste
would see lim again. What could the uahappy
guilty woman want with him ? be believed she
was not a Catholic ; he felt about as hard to-
warls ber as bis countenance was stein, and he
could be very sterp at times. Sarah knew that 3
but she declared later that she had mever secn
him lonk so cross before; however, he decided
upcn seeing the lady, whoever she might be, and,
as he suspecied, the next moment Miss Seton
was ushered into the room.

Far one moment the fashionable lady felt awed
as she bad never felt before; there was some-
thwg in the very air of the qmet lumble room in
that liltle Presbytery, its walls adoroed with a
few rare old engravings of sacred subjects, its
large crucifix ot ivory, and its exquisite Mater
Dolorosa, which huog before her very eyes, with
1ts sublime expressioa of resigned, but heartfelt
angumsh—the tear so lfe like, trembling, as it
were, upon the cheek ; and then the liviog man
before whom she stood, was so calm end digm-
fied, so all volike thnse who had courted and
caressed her by theiwr flattery, that all thie couvr-
age she had summoned to her aid vanished when
she stood n s presence, and her eyes involun-
tarily fell beneath the stern glance with which be
regarded her. '

Father Cleveland was the first to break the
awkwardoess of the silence, but his cold request
—¢ What would you with me, Miss Seton?’
gave her nd encouragemeat to speak out the true
reason of her visit ; you see, this unhappy Au-
gusta was awed as she bad never been before,
for this simple reason, that for. the first time,
perhaps, in her worldly, useless :life, she felt her;

when they say that I am dying.’ : .
 “No“hope! Ab, is there; then, no hope?

| woman, and tn-the case of the heroine of-our tale

And 1 baye murdered you. 1, yes, I; as surely

self obligéd to own that she coafrdated’ one in
[ every.way above Lerself ; she hiad never felt this
before ; but here ber own heart acknowledged
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