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CHAPTER XXVI

. “You think I'll weep.
No, I'll not weep :
I have full cause of weeping ; but this

heart
Shall bresk into s bundred thoussnd
flaws,
Or ere I'll weep.”
Lear

1 pass over the manner and time of our
belng on the road between Philadelphia
and New York, ss things belongln' to s
former sge, and to be forgotten. I will
merely say that we travelled the South
Amboy road, snd went through s part of
the world called Feather-bed Lane, that
causes my bones to acke, even now, in
recollection. At South Amboy we got
on board s sloop, or packet, and entered
the bay of New York by the passege of
the Kills, landing near Whitehsll. We
were superintending the placing of our
chests on s oart, when some one csught
my hand, a»d exclaimed,—

“God bless ln‘l—-(h?hln Wallingford
oome to life, as I live !”

I was old Jared Jones, the man who
had been miller s Olawbonay from in-
fancy te the day I left home. I hed
suppored him to be st work there still ;
but the look he gave me—the tears thad
I could see were forcing themselves from
his eyes—his whole manner, indeed —
gave me at onee to understand that all
was not right. My countenance, rather
thsn my tongue, demanded an explans-
tion. Jared understood me, and we

toward the Battery ;

proposed
selves until I had time to look about me
—a house frequented by Moses for many
years.

“Yon peresive I do not return home,
Jared, in precisely the oondition im
which I weat sbroad. My ship aad
cargo are both lost, and I come among
you, now, s poor man, I fear.”

“We were afrsid that something of
that sort must have happened, or sueh
bad news would never have reached
Clawbonny, sir. Some of your mea gob
back monshs ago, and they brought the
tidings that the Dawn was captivated
by the English. From that bour, I think
Mr. Hardinge gave the watterup. The
woret news, however, us—that of
your desth o&:?':d—y'vn that of the
mortgage on nny.”

“The mortgage on Clawbonny | Has
snything been done in connection with
that ?”

“Lord bless you, my dear Mr. Milea,
it has been foreclosed, under the statue
I believed they call it ; and itiwas ad-
vertised to be sold three months. Then,
when it was sold, how mueh do think the
place, mill and sll, sctually brought ?
Just give » guess, air.”

“Brought | Clawbonny is them sold,
and I am no longer the owner of my
father’s house 1"

“§old, sir; and we have been sent
adrift—niggers snd sll. They said the
treedom-laws would soon let all the oldes
blacks be their own masters ; and as to
the young uns, why, your oreditors
might sell their times. But Mr., Har-
dinge put the poor critturs into houses,
near the rectory, and they work about
smong the neighbors, until things are
settled. It’s to their credit, Mrz. Miles,
that not one of 'em sl thinks of runnin’
away. With the feelin’ that's up in the
country consarnin’ blacks, and no master
to look arter them, every one of ‘em
might be off, without risk.”

“And Chloe, my sister's own girl, what
has become of Chloe, Jared ?”

“Why, I believe Miss Lucy has tuk
her. Miss Luo{‘: dreadful rich, as all
allow ; and she put it in her father’s
power to take care of all the movables.
Every huft (hoof) of living thing that
was on the place has been put on the
Wright farm, in resdiness for their
owner, should he ever come to claim
them.” i

«Has Miss Hardinge had the consider-
ation to hire that farm, with such an
object ?”

“They say she has bought it out of the
savings of her income. It seems she is
mistress of her income, though under
age. And this is the use she has made
of some of her money,”

“I had supposed she would be married
by this time. Mr. Drewett was thought
to be engaged to her when 1 sailed.”

“Yes ; there is much talk about that,
through the country ; but they say Miss
. Lucy will never marry, until she bas
been of age s few weeks, in order that she
msy do what shepleases with the money,
afore s husband can lay his hand on it.

Mr. Rupert is married, I s’pose you
heard, sir—and living away like & nabob
with his bride, in one of the best houses
in town. Some people say that he has a
right in part of old Mrs. Bradfort’s
estate, which he will get as soon as Miss
Luocy comes of age.”

I did not like to pursue this part of
the discourse any further, though it was
balm to my wounds to hear these tidings
of Lucy. The subject was too sscred,
however, to be discussed with such a
commentator, and I turned the discourse
to OClawbonny, and the reports that
might have been circulated there con-
cerning myself. Jones told :me all he
knew, which was briefly as follows :

It seems that the second mate of the
Dawn and such of her crew as had been
put in the Speedy, and who had not
been impressed either in the frigate it-
gelf, or in Eogland after they were
turned ashore, had found their way home,
bringing with them an account of the
capture of the ship, her extraordinary
appearance Dear the four combatants,
and their own attempt to escape. This
last affair, in particular, had made some
noise ia the journals—a warm discussion
having taken plsce on the right of
Americans to run away with an English
man-of-war's boat, under the circum-
stances in which these poor fellows had
found themselves placed. In that day,
parties in America took as lively an in-
terest in the wars of Europe, ss if the
country were & belligerent ; and poli-
ticians, or quasi statesmen, were little
more than retailers of the most ultra
English and ultra French opinions. It
was sufficient for the federalists to jus-
tity any sot, if Eogland did it ; while
the demoorats had almost as strong a
disposition to defend all the enormities
which the policy of Napoleon led him to
commit, I say almost—for, to deal hon-

estly with posterity, I do not think the
French-Americsn party was Eoglish,
These last had returned to sheir pro-
vinciel ce of thu{ol:; and,
well resd in the English version of all
political and moral truths, snd little
read in those of any other state of sool-
ety, they believed, as he who worships
st o distance from the shrine, is known

.{::llolty to yield his faith. The Eng-

party bad actuslly s foundation in
deeply-rooted opinion, snd colonisl
admiration for the ancient seat of power,
whereas the French owed its existence
principally to opposition. The alliance
of 1778 had some little infloence among
men old enough to have been active in
the events of the Revolution, it is true,
but they existed as exceptions even in
thelr own party. It was the Eoglish
feeling that was natural, hearty, depen-
dent, snd deep ; the other having been.
as has just been stated, rooted as much
in opposition, as in any other soll.

e publie discussions of the fste of
the Dawn, as a matter ef course, had
drawn much speculstion, among my so-
quaintances, to my own. As month

sfter month, and no lebters

of the ship ; and [ was set down as o
drowned man.

Shortly after this opinion of my fate
became general among my acquaimt-
anees, Jobn Wallingford had appeared
st Olawbonny. He made no change,
however, spoke kindly to every one,
told the slaves nothing should be

of violenoce that suceeeded.

Baut, two months after John Walling-
ford's visis, Mr. Hardinge, and all con-
nested with OClawbonny had been
sstounded by the intelligenee of the
oxistence of the mortgege. A for-
closare un the statute, or
or “ statue,” &s Jared had ecalled it, was
ceommeneed, and a few months later the
plsce was publiely sold at Kisgston,
none bidding more thaz $5,000 for i,
less than o aixth of its worth. This
sserifice of real estate, however, under
foreed sales, was, and is, common encugh
in Ameries, espeeially ; it being gener-
slly understood that the creditor is pre-
pared to rise in his bids, as necessity
presents. In my case there was no one
to protest my rights, Mr. Hawrdinge
having attended the sale prepared te
reason with my cousin on the propriety
and generosity of his course, rather than
p with good eurrent eoia $0 ex-
tinguish the claim. Jokm Wallingford
did mos appesr, however, aad the sale
took plase without further eompetition,
than one bid of Mr. Hardinge's ; » bid
that he was not properly prepared to
make, but which he hasarded om his
knowledge of Lucy’s means and disposi-
tion. A manm of the name of Daggett, a
relative of John Wallingford's, by his
mother’s side, was the ostensible pur-
ehaser, and now professed to be the
owner of my paternsl acres. It was he
who had taken possession under the
purchase, had dismissed the negroes,
sad sent off the personal property ; aad
he it was who had placed new servants
on the farm and in the mill. To the
surprise of everybody, Jobhm Walling-
ford had mot appeared in the transae-
tion, though it was understood he had a
legal right to all my remaining effects,
in the event of my real death. No will
was proved or produced, however, nor
was anything heard of, or concerning,
my cowsin! Mr. Daggett was a elose
and reserved man, and nothing could be
learned on the subject from him.
right to Clawbonny could mot be dis-
puted, and after consulting counsel in
the premises, Mr. Hardinge himself had
been compelled, reluctantly, o admit
is. Sach was the substance of what I
gleamed from the miller, in a random
sort of conv tion that lasted an hour.
Of course, much remained to be ex-
plained, but I had learned enough to
know that I was virtually a beggar as to
means, whatever I might be feeling.

When I parted from Jared I gave him
my address, and we were to meet
next day. The old man felt an interest
in me that was soothing to my feelings,
snd I wished to glean all I
oould from him; more  espec-
ially oconcerning Lucy and Mr. Hard-
inge. I now followed Marble and Neb
to the bearding-house, one frequented
by masters and mates of ships, the mas-
ters being of the humble class to con-
descend thus to mingle with their sub-
ordinates. We consumed the rest of
the morning in establishing ourselves
in our rooms, and in putting on our best
roundabouts ; for I was not the owner
of acost that had skirts to it, unless,
indeed, there might be a few old gar-
ments of that sort smong the effects
that had been removed from Clawbonny
to the Wright farm. Notwitbstanding
this defect in my wardrobe, I would not
have the reader suppose I made a mesn
or » dissgreeable appearance. On the
oontrary, standing as I did, six feet one,
in my shoes, attired in a neat blue
roundabout of mate's cloth, with a pair
of quarter-deck trousers, a clean white
shirt, » black silk handkerchief, and a
vest of a pretty but modest pattern, I
was not at all ashamed to be seen.
had come from England, a country in
which clothes are both good and cheap,
and s trimmer-looking tar than I then
was, seldom showed himself in the lower
part of the town.

Marble and I had dined, and were
preparing to sally forth on a walk up
Brosdway, when I saw & meagre, care-
worn, bilious-looking sort of a person
enter the house, and proceed toward the
bar, evidently with an inquiry n-

“ We have just heard of your arrival,
Onptain Wal " commenced the
oolonel, all New York editors of s eer-
tain calibre seeming to be, ex officio, of
that blood-and-thunder renk, “ and sre
impatient to place, as it might be, rectus
in curia before the nation. Your case
excited & good deal of lull:f some
months since, and the publie mind may
be said to be {:epnod to learn the
whole story ; or,in a h:rpy ooundition to
indulge in further excitement. It you
will have the goodness to farnish me
with the outlines, sir,” coolly producing
pen, ink and paper without further
ceremony, and preparing to write, “ I
promise you that the whole narrative
shall appesr in the Freeman of to-mor-
row, related in a manner of whloh'Fn
shall have no resson to complain. The
caption is already written, and if you
please, I will read it to you, before we
go suy further.” Then without waiting
to secertain whether I did or did no$
please to hear him, the colonel incontin-

;?:ly commenced reading what he eslled

Philedelphis, came passen our
mﬂho‘ fellow-citizen, Ce) Miles
Wallingford ’ "—in 1804

nob got to be esquires, even editors
that title of gentility

otherwise maltreating them, this soion
of aristoerasy has violated every artiele
of the treaty between the $wo countries,
as respects Captain Wallingford himself
and otherwise trodden om every pris-
oiple of honor ; in & word, set at naught
all the commandments of God. (]
trust there will be found no man or set
of men in the country, to defesd such
outrageous conduet ; and that evea the
minions of England, employed areund
the federal presses of our eowatry, will
be ready to join with us on this

in denouncing British aggression aad
British usurpstion.’ There, siz, I trust
that is quite to your liking.”

“ It is o little ex parte, colonel, as I
have quite as much complaint to make
of Freneh ss of English
having been twice captured, omee by an
English frigate, snd sgain by a French
privateer. I prefer to tell the whole
story, if I am to tell any of it.”

% Certainly, sir ; we wish to relate all

English were guilty.”

“ I believe that, in capturing my ship,
the Eaglish commander did me am act
of great injustice, and was the cause of
my ruin—"

“ Stop, sir, if you please,” interrupted
Colonel Warbler, writing witk rapidity
snd seal, “ and thus caused the ruin of
sn imdustrious snd honest man; ay,
that ends » period besutifally—well, sir,
proeeed.”

“But I have no personal ill-treatment
to complain of; and the sct of the
Freach was of precisely the same char-
scter, perhaps, worse, as I had got rid
of the English prize crew, when the
Frenchman ceptured us in his torn, and
prevented our obtaining shelter and a
pew crew in France.,” Colonel Warbler
listened with cold indiffe Not a

oaption. ]
“ ‘In the Schuylkill, arrived lately aé

“[ have suffered by mesns of what I

concelve to be a perfectly unsuthorised
sct of a French privateer, Colonel Posi-
tive,” I replied; “but this wrong woald
not bave been done me, had I not suf-
fered previously by what I coneelve to
be sn equally unjustifiable act of the
Boglish frigate, the Speedy, commanded
by Captein Lord Harry Dermond, s son
of the Irish Marquis of Thole.”

“Bless me, sir, this is very extraordin-
sry ! An English frigate, did you say ?
It is very unususl for the vessels of thas
jost nation ever to be guilty of an
sggression, particularly as our common
language, common decent Saxon ancee-
tors, and Saxon Eaglish, and all that
sort of thing, you know, operste against
it; whereas, sorry I am to sey, each new
arrival brings us some fresh instance of
the atrocities of the myrmidons of this
upstart emperor of the Freneb; » men,
sir, whose deeds, sir, have never been
paralieled since the days of Nero, Call-
gula, and all the other tyrents of anti-
quity. If you will tavor, Osptain Wal-

rd, with a few of the partioulars
of this last atrocity of Bonsparte, I
promise you it shall be circulated far
and near, and that in s way to defy the
malignant and oompz perversions of

o8,
for next day the Federal Truth Teller
had aa accouns of the matter, that was

for brilliant eflect. It was read with
avidity by all the federsliste of
Ameriea, while its counterpart in the
Republicaa Freeman,ipassed, pari passu
through all the demoerstic papers, and
was|devoured with a similar appetite
by the whole of that side of the ques-
tion. This distinction, 1 afterwards
sseertained, was made by nearly the
whele country. If a federslist was my
suditor, he would listen all day to that
pert of my story which related to the
eapture by the French privateer, while
it was vice versa with the demoerats.
Most of the merchants being federsi-
ists, and the Eoglish having so much
more oonpectien with my narrative
than the Fremeh, I soom found I was
making mysell exceedingly uapopular
by speaking on the subject et all; no»
waas i6 loag before a ‘story got in cirew-
lation, that I was nothiag but s rume-
way English deserter myself—I, the
ffsh Miles of my name ot Clawboany !
As for Marble, men were ready #o
swear he had robbed his eaptain, sad
had got off from an English two-decker
only four| years before. It is unneees-
sary to itell people of the mamner in
whieh stories to the prujrdiee of an un-
popular man are fabricated, and with
what industry they are circulated; so I
shall leave the reader to imagine what
would have been our fate, had we nob
postessed the prudenes to cease dwelling
on our wroags. Imstead of thinking of
appesling to the authorities of my
country for redress, Ijfelt myself.fortun-
ate in having the whole affair forgottea
a8 soon as possible, leaving me some
small portion of character.

1 confess, while returning home, I had
sometimes faneied I might be protected
by the country of which I was a native,
for which I had fought, and to whieh I
had pald texes ; but I was only three-
snd-twenty, and did not then under-
stand the workings of laws, particular
ly in a state of society that submits to
have its most important interests under
foreign ocontrol. Had I received »
wrong from only a Frenchman, or an
Englishman, I should have fared a little

line would he write against the Freneh,
belonging to a very extensive school of
disseminators of news, who fancy it is a
part of their high vocation to tell just
as much, or just as little, of any trans-
action, as may happen to suit their own

His | purpose. I pressed the injaries I had

received from the French, on my visitor,
so much the more warmly on account of
the reluctance he manifested to publish
it; but sll to no purpose. Next morn-
ing the Republican Freeman contained
just such sn account of the aftair as
comported with the consistency of that
independent and manly journal, not a
word being said about the French pri-
vateer, while the account of the pro-
ceedings of the English frigate was em-
bellished with sundry faets and epithets
that must have been obtsined from
Colonel Warbler's general stock in
trade, as they were certainly not de-
rived from me.

As soon as I got rid of this gentle-
men, which was not long after he dis-
covered my desire to press the delin-
quency of the French on his notice,
Marble snd I left the house on the
original design; of strolling up Brosd:
way, and of looking at the changes pro-
duced by time. We had actually got a
square, when I felt some one touch my
elbow; turning, I found it was an utter
stranger, with a very eager, wonder-mon-
gering sort of a countenance, and who
was 8 good deal out of breath with run-
ning.

“gYour pardon, sir; the bartender of
the house where you lodge, tells me you
are Captain Wallingford.” I bowed an
assent, forseeing another application foz
facts.

“Well, sir, I hope you'll excuse the
liberty I am taking, on account of its
object. I represent the publioc, which
is ever anxious to obtain the earli-
est information on all matters of gen-
eral concernment, and I feel embold-
ened by duty to introduee myself—

I| Golonel Positive of the Federal Truth

Teller, s journal that your honored
father once did us the favor to take,
We have this moment heard of the
atroeities committed on you Captain Wal-

better, PP at least, though
my money was irretrievably gome; for
one political party or the other, ss
the case might have been, would have
held me up to [ex parte sympathy, so
long ss it suited itsjpurposes, or until the
novelty of some new cage ofiered an in-
ducemtent to supplant me. But I had
been wronged by both belligerents, and
it was soon by mutual consent,
to drop the whole subject. As for
redress or compensation, | was never
fool enough to seek it. On the contrary,
finding how unpopular it made s man
among the merchants to prove anything
against Great Britain just at thad
moment, I was wisely silent, thus suc-
ceeding in saving my character, which
would otherwise have followed my pro-
perty, as the shortest method of making
a troublesome declaimer hold his
tongue.

Most young persons will doubtless
hesitate to believe that such a state of
things could ever have existed in a
nation ocallirg itself independent; bus,
in the first place, it must be remem-
bered, that the passions of factions
never leave their followers independ-
ent of their artifices and designs;
snd in the next place, all who know the
state of this country im 1804, must
admit it was not imdependens in mind,
of either England or France. Facts
precede thought in everything among
us; and public opinion was much in
arrears of the circumstances of .the
couuntry, then as—as—to what shall I
liken it?—why, as it is todsy, 1
know no better or truer parellel. I
make no doubt that the same things
would be acted over again, were similar
wrongs to be committed by the same
powerful belligerenta.

Marble was ludicrously enraged ab
these little instances of the want of true
nationality in bis countrymen. He was
not & man to be bullied into holding his
tongue ; and, for years afterward, he
expressed his opinions on the subject of
an American’s losing his ship and cargo,
as I had lost mine, without evea a hope
of redress, with a freedom that did more
oredit to his sense of right than to his

lingford, by ‘a brigandiof:ajFrench pirati-

pi ing, plundering vagabond,’”
reading from what I dare say was sn-
other caption, prepared for the other
side of the question, “‘a fresh instance
of Gallic aggression, and republican,

ing some of the inmates. The bar-ten-
der pointed at once to me, when the
stranger approached, and with a species
of confidence that seemed to prooclaim
that he fancied news to be the greatest
end of life, and that all who were engaged
in its dissemination were privileged
beings, he announced himself as Colonel
Warbler, the editor of the New York Re-
publican Freeman. I asked the gentle-
man into the common sitting-room,
when the following dialogue took place
between us.

jacobinical in ; atrocities that
are of a character to awaken the indig-
nation of every right-thinking Ameri-
ean and which ocan only find betters
among that portion of the community
which, posseseing nothing, is never slow
to sympsthize in the suocess of this
robber, though it be at the expense of
American rights and American pros-
perity.’”

As soon as Oolonel Positive had read
this much, he stopped to take breath,
looking at me as if expecting some ex-
clamations of admiration and delight.

pr As for myself, as has just
been said, I never even attempted to
prooure justice. I knew its utter hope-
lessness ; and the dawn and her cargo
went with the hundreds of other ships
and cargoes that were sunk in the poli-
tiocal void created by the declaration of
war in 1812,

This is an unpleasant subject to me.
I could gladly have passed it over, for
it proves that the political association
of this country fajled in one of the
greatest ends of all such associations ;
but nothing is ever gained by suppres-
sing truth on such a matter. Let those
who read reflect on the past; it may
possibly have a tendeney to render the
fature more secure, giving to the Amer-
joan oitizen, in reality some of those
rights which it so much accords with
our hshrl to boast of his possessing. If

concealment did asny I would

ladly be silent; but in the
:ody politie require s bold and msnly
treatment, even more than those in the
pbysical system. I remember the tone
of the presses of the tradisg towns of
this country on the subject of the late
French treaty—one of the most flagi-
tious instenees of contempt, sdded to
wrong, of which bistory supplies an in-
stance, and will own I do not feel much
encouraged to hope for any great im-
provemeut.

After we got rid of Oolor>l No, 2,
Marble and I continued our walk. We
peseed several persons of my scquain-
tance, but not one of them recognized
me |in my present sttire. 1 was mot
sorry to see this, as I was wearied of
my story, and could gladly remsin in s
species of lucognito, for a few days,
But New York was comparatively s
sasll town in 1804, and everybody knew
slmost everybody's face who was any-
body. There was little real hope,
therefore, of my escaping recognition
for any great length of time.

We strolled up above St. Psul’s, then
» high quarter of the towa, and where &
few houses had been erected in what
was thea » new and enlsrged style. On
the stoop of one of these patrician resi-
dences—to use & word that has sinee
eome mueh into wse—[ saw a fashion-
sbly-dressed man stending, pick his
teeth, with the ‘:‘ll of its -u:; had
nearly passed this person, w an ex-
slsmation from him, snd his calling my
mate by name, caused me to stop. It
was Rupert |

“ Marble, :b dear fellow, why, how
fare you ?” our old shipmate, de-
s the steps, with an indolent,
half-eo! half-eondescending manner;
extending his hend at the same time,
whick Moses received and shook heart-
ily. “ The sight of you reminds me of
old times and sslt water |”

“ Mr, Hardinge,” answered my mate,
who knew nothing of Rupert's defests
beyond his wans$ of appetite for the ses.
I'm heartily glad to fall in with you.
Do your father and handsome sister live
here ?”

“ Not they, old Moses,” answered
Rupert, still without casting his eyes on
me. “This is my own house, in
whieh I shall be very happy o see you,
and to make you acquainted with my
wife, who is also an old acquaintance of
yours—Miss Emily Merton, that was —
the deughter of Gemeral Merton of
the British army.”

“ Blast the British army | and blast
the British mavy, too |” oried Marble,
with more feeling than maamners. * But
for the last, eur old friend Miles here,
would now be a rieh man.”

“ Miles I” Rupert repeated, with an
astonishment that had more nature in
it than had been usual with him of late
years. “ This is true, theas, and  you
have not been lest at ses, Wallingtord?”

“] am living, as you may see, Mr.

sad glad of this opportunity
to inquire after your father and sister.”

“ Both are well, I thaak you ; the old
gentleman in partieular, will be de-
lighted to see you. He has felt your
misfortunes keenly, and did 4ll he could
to avert the sad affair about Clawbonny.
You know he could as well raise s mil-
lion, as raise five or ten thousand dol-
lars ; and poor Luoy is still a |minor,
and eaa only toueh her income, the sav-
ings of which were insufficient just
then. We did all we oceuld, I can ss-
sure you, Wallingford ; but I was about
commencing housekeeping, and was in
want of cash at the moment, and you
know how i¢ is under such circum-
stances. Poor Clawbonny ! I was ex-
ceedingly sorry when I heard of it;
though they ssy this Mr. Daggett, your
successor, is going to do wonders with
it—a oapitalist, they tell me, and able
to carry out all his plans.”

“] am glad Clawbonny has fallen into
good hands, since it has passed out of
mine. Good evening, Mr. Hardinge, I
shall take an early opportunity to find
your father, and to learn the particu-
lars.”

“Yes ; he'll be exceedingly glad to
see you, |Wallingford ; and I'm sure it
will always afford me pleasure to aid
you, in sny way I can. I fear it must
be very low water withyou ?”’

% If having nothing to meet a balance
of some twemsy or thirty thousand dol-
lars of unpaid debs is what you call low
water, the tide is out of my pocket, cer-

SAVED BY A LITTLE SCHOOL
GIRL '

(FOUNDED ON FAOT)

Rev. Richard W, Alexander in the Missionary

It had been snowiog off and on for
nearly » week, and the children had
made the air resound with gleeful cries.
Boys were dragging sleds, and on hilly
streets, it was all your life was worth to
get out of the way of the “coasters,”
who came rushing down the slopes like
whirlwinds, dashing into whatever ua-
lucky thing happened to be on the cross-
ing. Police were vigilant, but who can
get shead of the “small boy?” Snow-
balls were flying, and even the young
feminine contingent were on their
skates, and did uot disdsin to throw »
snowball or two from their mittened
hands.

I psused s moment to smile at the
merriment of & youthful crowd such as 1
have described one morning, when my
sttention was sttracted to two little
girls who were standing spart; one with
s worried expression of countensmoce,
the other evidently trying to persuade
or console her.

I knew them both by sight. One wes
s little convert I bad baptized with her
parents two years before. The other
was o 's daughter, who
smiled confidently st “the priest.”

“What is the matter?” Isaid, as I
walked over to them.

“Beatrioe is in trouble, Father,” seid
the elder of the two girls. “ Her uncle
is dying and her mother says he has not
been $o ohurch for eighteen years, and
she must get all the prayers she can for
his conversion, as his wifeis not a Oath-
olie and wen’t listen to snyone who
wants to send for » priest.”

“Why, Beatrice,” I said, ‘“don’t you
know I will be glad to visit your unele!
Where does he live?”

“Don't go, Father,” said Beatrice in
slarm. Nobody in the house will let

ou in] Oh, they are awfully bigoted !

hey said they would never speak $o us
after we were baptized, and they did
keep it up for ever so long; but mother
ssid not to mind, but to pray for them
and never to mention religion! Bus I
loved Unecle John; he was 50 jolly and so
kind!” And two big tears rolled down
her cheeks. '

“Don’t ory, Bestrice,”” ssld Martha,
her little friend. “We'll just pray to
the Bacred Heart for his conversion!
I'll go round snd ask every one I know
to say ;our little prayer—for him,
‘Sacred Heart of Jesue, I place my truss
in Thee!’ You know it, Father?”

Of course, I kmew it! And I had
often seen ite efficacy! I encouraged
the little apostle, and she ran off toward
the sehool-house, while I walked slowly
along the street with Beatrice, seeking
for more particulars about the sick
man.

I learned that her uncle had married
» :non—-Catholic wife eighteen years be-
fore, and had gradually grown careless
and never went to chureh. His mother,
who lived with him, also beesme remiss
in her religious duties, and never was
seen in s Oatholic church. When I
proposed calling as it were by acecident,
Beatrice at once grew fearful, lest I
should meet with rebuff, or even insult.
Of course, this would {not deter me, but
1 did not wish to distress the little girl.
I only demsnded her uncle’s address,
and when she pleaded with me not to
expose myself to dissppointment, I only
said, “All right.” .

We parted. Bestrice went off toward
the school building, where Martha had
already arrived, and enlisted the aym-
pathy and prayers of the good Sister-
teacher, who promised she would have
the uncle prayed for before the conveat
altar. Then Martha and Beatrice, into
whom she infused some of her own hope-
ful zeal, lighted a ruby lamp before the
picture of the Sacred Heart and, with
crowd of little school girls, began a
Novena—just one round of their beads
—saying their favorite aspiration on
each: “Sacred Heart of Jesus, I place
my trust in Thee!”

They told me afterwards (those who
listened) that the intense fexrvor of these
little children would put to the blush
older and more enlightened minds!

In the meantime, I had called at the
add of Beatrice’s uncle, and was

tainly. But I shall not despair; I am
young, and have a noble, manly profes-
sion.”

“ Yes, I dare say you'll do remarkably
well, Wallingford,” Rupert answered, in
s patronizing manper. You were al-
ways an enterprising fellow ; and one
need have no great concern for you. It
would hardly be delicate to ask you to
see Mrs. Hardinge, just as you are—not
but you appear uncommonly well in
your roundabout, but I know precisely
how it is with young men when there
are ladies in the case ; and Emily is a
little over-refined, perhaps.”

“Yet, Mrs. Hardinge has seen me
oftea in » roundabout, and passed hours
in my company, when I have been
dreseed just as I am at this moment.”

“Ay, at sea. One gets used to every-
thing at sea. Good evening; I'll bear
you in mind, Wallingford, and may do
something for you. Iam intimate with
the heads of all the principal mercantile
houses, and shall bear you in mind, cer-
tainly. Good evening, Wallingford. A
word with you, Marble, before we part.”

I smiled bitterly, and walked proudly
from before Rupert’s door. Little did I
know then that Lucy was seated within
thirty feet of me, listeming tc Andrew
Drewett's conversation and humor. Of
the mood in whieh she waa listening, I
shall have occasion to speak presently.
As for Marble, when he overtook me, I
wae informed that Rupert had stopped
him in order to ascertain our address ; &
pieee of condescension for which I had
not the grace to be thankful.

TO BE CONTINUED

OQur intentions give all the value to
our most insignificant acts ; by doing
them for God, by offering them to Him,
we imtroduce into them a Divine ele-
ment; God, in acoepting them, renders
them, in a measure, worthy of Himself.

Remember that thou art living, not
among angels, but among men, who can
not be here below without failings. Do
pnot then womder if frail mortals err or
fail; but wonder at this, that, whilst
thyself thou hast many failings which
others must bear, thon darest sometimes
feel indignant at those of others,

met politely by some lady, who looked
sskanee at my Roman collar, and said
she was very sorry, but that s casual
visitor, or even a friend, was positively
forbidden by the doctor, the sick man
was so very low. Absolute quiet was
ordered!

I had only to take my \leave, but be-
fore doing so I firmly declared I would
call again; that I was a Catholic priest,
and that I was sure if the sick man
knew of my coming he would see me.
The lady thought not! but took my
telephone number, and, when I said I
would call again, shrugged her shoulders
and told me she was afraid I would be
again disappointed.

Urging the point was of no use, I
could see, although something told me
the man wanted the priest, but the in-
spiration gave me no means of getting to
his presence. Oh, the terrible doubt
and suspense of salvation to those who
have forgotten God in their best years |

I saw Beatrice the next day, and her
distress was evident. She was grieved
that I had been rebuffed, and grieved
because she said her uncle would surely
die. The Novena was going on at
sehool moat fervently after school hours,
and her mother had joined it at home,
for this was her favorite brother. She,
too, was debarred from the sickroom, on
the plea that absolute quite was
ordered. ,Only his wife was permitted
to see him a few minutes each day. [(I
had met her when I called) Time was
passing. No encouragement came from
the sickroom. The Novena was nearly
over, and the patient was gradually
growing worse.  Every Cathelic friend
seemed to be interested, and the good
Sisters had added their prayers to those
of the little girls. At last the Novena
was concluded, and no sign of answered
prayer appeared, when Beatrice's
mother suddenly arrived at the rectory.

“Father Alexander,” she said, “the
doctors suy my brother has a last chance
in sn operation. The ambulance will
be at his home at 10 o'clock, and he will
be taken to the hospitall’”

Here was a providence of God! At
the hospital I might approach him. I
quickly put on my coat and set out for
the hospital. I found the surgeons ex-

peoting the patient, snd I inquired
what hope there was. The answer was,
“Little but always » chance,”

I stated the man was » Catholie, and
requested them to tell him the truth
and to sey » priest was walting for him,

The ambulance arrived, esnd the
g::-hnt. slmost “in extremis,” put to

In less than an hour one of the
surgeons came to me, saying the pntlm
was most anxious to see me, I lost
s moment, and when I srrived at the
beside the poor msn feebly stretched
out his weak hand to welcome me.

“Ob, Father!” he said, “how is it that
God has brought you to me? If you
only knew how [ have prayed to see s
priest, but no one st home would listen
to me! They said I must not be excited!
Geod knows my worst terror was to die
without seeing a priest after eighteen
years of neglect! "

I soothed him, and beard his confes-
sion, and gave bim the last sacraments,
His pesce and relief were indiscribable.
I told him of his little niece, Beatrice,
and the Novena to the Sacred Heart,
and taught bim the aspirstion, “ Sacred
Heart of Jesus, I place my trust in

He sald it over and over with
deep devotion and ,n&ltule.

“Dear little girl!” he said, “her faith
has saved her unele ! Tell her so!”

I left soon with great sonsolation, bid-
ding him to rest sll he could until the
operation was over. It was to take
plsce next merning. I weat from the
hospital to the home of the little girl,
where I found her little friend, Martha.
Both were quite jubilant over the fact
that the patient had, by » most astonish-
ing turn of events, gone to the hospital.
When I told them he had made his
pesce with God and had received the
sacraments, the whole family wept with

Y.

“Surely!” eried Beatrice, “this is the
snswer to our Novena! Oh, who can
help trusting to the dear Sacred Heart
of our Lord!”

And was it not surely a prayer
granted ? No wonder this plous family
rejoiced. All joined once more in the
devotions before the picture of the
Sacred Heart, where the ruby lamp
still burned! But it was more a prayer
of thanksgiving.

At the request of the family I said
Mass next morning for “Beatrice’s
uncle,” and as soon as possible made
ready to go to the hospital.

It was 11 o'clock before I arrived at
the hospital. But too late to speak to
him again !

The wan was dead! He had not suffi-
clent vitality to stand the operation !
He seemed to have been brought to the
hospital for one purpose only—his
eternal salvation !

The Sacred Heart had listened to the
prayers of a little child !

GENERALINTENTION FOR
MAY

R e )
RECOMMENDED AND BLESSED
BY HIS HOLINESS PIUS X.

—

CLERICAL AND RELIGIOUS VOCATIONS

The belief that each man and woman
has a special vocation is an inference
from the fact that God loves each one
with a special love. “Yes, I have loved
thee,” He says to each of us through
Jeremiah (xxxi, 3), “with an everlasting
love, therefore have I drawn thee, tak-
ing pity on thee.,”” Now, as no two of us
are identically the same, God must
have, from all eternity, bestowed upon
each of us » specialty never to be dupli-
cated till the day of doom.

Deep and most consoling though this
great truth is to all of us, since it re-
minds us that God does not treat each
of us as merely one of a vast crowd, but
as simgle and unique in the eye of His
boundless love, yet no general rules can
be laid down and no universally practi-
lal suggestions can be made for any
vocations except those which imply en-
trance into the clerical or the religious
state. The reason is that all other
special callings lack that stability
which is an essential element in the
clerical or the religious vocation. All
other vocations—and these comprise the
last majority of mankind—depend
largely onicircumstances and may there-
fore vary throughout the course of a
long life. The great mass of humanity
has its calling determined by its en-
vironment for the time being. The
only general advice that can be safely
given in this case is to be faithful to the
duty of the hoar, to strive always to
accept God's holy will by prayer and
correspond with p t grace. If
this be done faithfully, each one's
special vocation will develop itself, even
though, as very frequently happens, the
individual may not realize, except in
retrospective view, what are the special
designs of God apon him.

What distinguishes the clerical and
religious vocation from all others is, on
the part of each individual, the deliber-
ate choice of a permanent state of life
which he does not intend to change so
long as he is a wayfarer on earth.
Stability, then, as we said above, that
stability which the great Founder of
Western monasticism, St. Benedict made
the first of the three vows in his Order,

Trying Time
on the Kidneys

No wonder there is so much back-
ache in the spring, so much fatigue and
lassitude from poison-laden systems.
The accumulated winter poisons must
be swept from the body. The kidneys
make every effort to purify the blood,
but the changing temperature of spring
plays havoe with them. Congestion
follows, the kidneys fail in their work
and there are backache, headache, tired
feelings, and too often serious develop-
ments.

You can help the kidneys wonderfully
by using Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver
Pille, In a few hours the backache will
disappear, and a little patient treatment
will restore the saetivity of kidneys,
liver and bowels and thoroughly purify
the blood.

No medicine is so satisfuctory as a
means of removing the cause of chronio
and acute indigestion, constipation and
kidney and liver derangements,




