SRRNE D SR

_—

o

T,

i T ——

T ———

THE CATHOLIC RECORD

DECEMBER 11, 1805,

\A MOTHER'S ~SACRIFICE

OR, WHO WAS GUILTY?

By Christine Faber, Authoress of ‘' Carroll
0'Donoghue.”

LIGHT
AHAC ™

1 information
wentert of Lire houseLoi

GIVER FREE ™ 4;

SUNLIGET

HOW TO
OBTAIN |/ . ), pur-
A COPY | chovrsofsg ges
bars of Suxi So. v
from (‘ eir p

CHA!’TER XXI. —CoNTINUED.

He gawe the paper to a gentleman
Lo pass to Margaret, and by the time
she had read’it, the writer, together
with his uncle, Nicholas Neville, was
disappearing through a private pass-
age.  And while Margaret looked, too
bewildered between the sudden, unac-
countable change in Madame Bernot's
physicial couditior, and her own sud-
den transition from sorrow to joy, to
know exactly how she ought to regard
’lowden, a dark-faced, heavy-bearded
man rushed in a state of wild excite-
ment after the lawyer. Overtaking
the latter on the threshold of the pass-
age he plucked frantically at his coat.
Plowden paused and turned, recog-
nizing in the Spanish-looking count-
enance one of the disputants on the
greatness”of Bertoni's mind, and to
whom he had spoken a day or two pre-
vious.

“Well," he asked
would you say to me ?"”
A ¥ “You told me,” was the reply in
uy ea'ly A husky tones, ‘“to wait and see if the
Al D e other great lawyer's mind would be so
. great uuder defeat. I went to see him
OV N SINUE 4uo 6 when they carried him out, but they
,v,ofﬂ'%'},;fﬁb‘ S told me he was a raving maniac— that
SELY & CO. | WEVIIVE | his mind was gone.

A softened, kindly look broke over
Plowden's face,
SLISHAENT MANUFACTURING | ‘‘And you, my friend,” he said,

E; s EH'._ E ““ what effect will this have upon you ?"”
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He bowed his head and spoke in
solemn, aud reverential tone, as if
suddenly inspired with some
leep, religious feeling.
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| TPlowden grasped his hand.
AND | “Iknow not who you are, my gnod
CUTION. |fellow, whence vou come, but
given me coul for my fat
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my right-doing has al
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omen of my own pardon.”’
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L R o A o “"‘I“‘!' Plowden looked back at the court-
vis), a8 b ) sch Flocution. | rooin to where Margaret stood, and
Her i 1 rantec of ¢ lent ) murmured, in tones audible alone to
4 e his uncle :
FREE — A cireular with course of stud *“Oh, Margaret Calvert! to you I
scipg el e e | owe having done what I did to day.’
2 152 i “(God bless hor!" respouded his
avr, JEROME'S COLLEGE ]lm'lw. and both turned and pursued
I ¥, ONT Iiil'll' way, not to the sunny streets,
; O Philosophical s iw:: to the rigorous guardianship of
Comuneyeinl Conrses 1 “Roquelare

Margaret had witnessed, though of
ouree without being able to hear, the
olloquy between Plowden aund the
strange man, and she had seen the
lawyer's lingering look toward herse!f

e { In her intense happiness she could well
| afford to have uo feeling but the most
ry | tender kindness for every oune, 1
e enity | Alter the first few moments of perplex
DRAW. { o f¢ , she wanted to rush to the
aring for | 1awy ind to assure him not only of
tifleat hex sent kind feelings, aund of the
i tom LA ' | prayers which she should constantls
1 : ffer for bim, but that the most tender
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| gvatitude and sisterly affection should
! sver linger round his very memory.
| Before, however, she could summon
i ge suliizient to cross the space
' sotween them, he had disappeared, and
[
{

ome of the court ofticers, including the
s g ulge, were pressing about Madame
YA R T RY ] A 5!_\_ | !Hi\ Jernot tender their congratulations,
X LAY i} \
Ay ¢ ! FAEY Y N o TEH ) and she was courteously informed that
| \ H
j LT ﬁ!"? 1) ':"‘v‘|-._..‘ \ out t
i\ | RUSRE, Hubert would be permitted to see her,
‘ ud that he now waited for that pux
43 1 a private room
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‘SLigl‘ / ! 1t his very voice shook as he
. - . 3
| arins My dear madam, be careful ; do
on your suddenly-acquired
V. B. tont ind J W Xy Fo O] gt
Catalogue address i ered with a smile
ROBINSON & JOHNEON, | ‘Nay, doctor; since Heaven ha
BELLEVILLE, ONT. | Vouchsated me two blessings in one

|day, surely 1 may testify my joy by
. . . using and showing the wonderful good
- " A 8 iul grooc
A neInp-a Ao | Y d
.’.35.'.1...1»1'111&/ Bllb&hc.o \.Olloge; ness of Ged,” and she went on leaning
pens up the way to a career of Indepen- | slightly on Margaret's arm
1 ¢ ! and suzree O young men| C + ! §
WO hy affording Shht pre ll"" She trembled, and walked unsteadily
ness e, | at first, but her step continued to be
I he rgest and hes dpped inf come firmer, until at length she could
| NTS ADMITTEL I ANY TIME. ‘ withdraw from her support, and walk
PavlanE BAdrERN, l'\!m:-' to the apartment iu which Ha

BELLEVILLE BUSINESS COpLRGE, |bert waited.
Bellevilie, Ont, ‘ A court ofticer opened the door for

: . g ‘ the party, and mother and son met as

574 NVORTHERN /7 4 ;lhn) had not met in nine long vears—
3 her arms around him, his form strained
to hersin a long, tender embrace. Then
Margaret gave way to the feelings of
v | her own overcharged heart — averting
{ her head, she cried for very joy. She
| was so happy that she was almost un-
| happy with a vague feeling that such
‘M\Ir:umiin:u'_\‘ happiness must be fol
lowed by some equally great calamity,

' Eiven the eyes of the court oflicer were

] VETALTARPAND APPRESS 1T THUS | 1 d
TALEAPRETALERRPRND APPRE - moist, and De. Durant saying to that
ofticial in an undertone :
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B""ﬁ’msw.“q/&:\ ‘: ‘“ Madame Bernot's state is a very
KVYL t v, | Unnatural one ; a reaction is sure to
s 'q L. 'y [follow, and it may cause her death,’
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o Without in the court-room, Mrs. Del-
tion, - A. Blanchara ¢ mar still lingered, uncertain whether
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good news to Louise, or to remain in
order to gratify her curiosity about
Madame Bernot ; which curiosity had
been raised to a white heat by the
peculiar beauty of the invalid, as well
as the wonderful change which had
been effected so suddenly in her physi-
ca! condition.

Eugene had learned that Hubert was
permitted to receive a visit from his
mother in the private room to which
the latter had adjourned, and when he
communicated that fact to his own
maternal parent, she joyously respond-
ed :

‘1t will not be amiss to follow with
our congratulations.” Her curiosity
to see more of Madame Bernot and her
desire to make a favorable impression
on Hubert by being among the first to
testify her joy at the sudden, happy
determination of his trial, made her
defiant enough to meet even that
“ odious Margaret Calvert.”

Eugene locked ruefully when he
heard the proposition : his finer feel-
ings revolted from intruding upon that
sacred meeting between mother and
son—but Mrs. Delmar seized his arm
and with brazen effrontery pushed
toward the door. It was half open,
and the position of the parties within
was disclosed.

Hubert had disengaged himself from
his mother’s arms to call Margaret, and
when she came, to pre:ent her to his
mother ag the angel who had guided
and assisted him through all the
troubled, fiery time ; and when Mrs,
Delmar and her son entered, he was
still holding Margaret’s hands, and

prompt of her virtues, her devotion,
Eugene tremblingly introduced his
mother, Madame DBernot elightly
smiled, and bowed to the fashionable
lady, who immediately went forward
to peur into Hubert's ear what she con
sidered a graceful and appropriate
little spec

The young

* man drew Margaret for-

', Mrs, Delmar, we must
thank you for your con-
together, fo

s been so intimat

shou articipate in my joys: and
thou not my cousin, she shall soon
hold a far nearer and dearer relation
to me,

Ie put his arm about her and drew
her to him, and M wret was fain to
hide her blushing face in her
hands.

For the worldly woman who looked
on the scene, through the false smile
she forced to her lips, through the
false expression she forced to her eyves,
ir glitter
and rage might not be seen ; through
the false words she forced herself to
speak, could be discerned and heavd,
the Litterness which struggled up from
her heart.

d
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joyous

that the

it, or had they done so, to
Madame Be

Care

'not was too recently

a purely spiritual atmozphere tou
stand )

rage and malice w
more than ever to erush that
Margaret Calvert.’

Eugene, owing to his sister's
the

But
counfidence, partly comprehended

feelings which raged in his mother’s
heart, and having slipped Louise's
missive into Margaret's hand with a
whispered :
** Read that when you have leisure,
Delmar on his arm, and
y to kave her finigh he
smitking adieus, through which h
forced c<mile shone sickeningly fal
hurried her out.
How different was the g hom

from the comi

Madamo
ble to i

in her own
ied by M

the wonderful cure,

The

hearted, f

sarvan warm
thful domestics who bhad
sympathized with their master

trouble, who had bhorne fears and
anxieties on his acconnt as if they hac
been their own — now rejoiced as if
some  wonderful good fortune had
befallen themselves. Even Kreble's
excitement, not unmixed with terror,
when she beheld Madame Bernot rise,
had caught the joyous infection of
those about her, though she did not
quite understand the cause of such
sudden and boisterous joy, and she
was exclaiming  with a  stronger
Teutonic accent than ever.

‘“Mein Gott ! das is all wonderful

She was undecided whether to re-
main lest Madame Bernot might re
quire her attendance, or to accompany
the help, now that the court room was
being rapidly cleared, but Madame,
herself, having at length disappearcd,
she decided on the latter course.

The streets through which the
domestics passed on their homeward
way. resounded with their voices, and
in the very car which they entered,
was heard above the rattling of the
vehicle such fragments as :

‘Is wonderful about Madame Ber-
not !’

‘" Something always
Hubert would get off !

It was a judgment of God on the
blackguard.” The last remark from
Hannah Moore, in reference to Ber-
toni's sudden illness. ‘“1 wonder
what they'll do with Mr. Plowden
now, -

‘tSure I keep thinking all the time
that 1 saw his uncle somewhere be-
fore, "—from Rosie the chambermaid.

The car stopped for them to alight,
and when Samuel Lewis had gallantly
assisted John McNamee to help the
ladies out, Hannah Moore said in a

Berr

told Mr.

moe

very confidential manner :

pouring out what his full heart wcould |
] mng

| never expected to behold

Margaret |
tely connected with |
that it is but just she |

{one could scarcely
| had

of disappeintment |

The lovers were too happy (o notice |

| particular
| pared, and sparkiing in the hands of

| Clare ; and deli
{and fai

!
“ Rosie, there's after saying that she I Leard her fall.

thinks she saw Mr., Plowden's uncle
before, and maybe she has—and now
that everything's come out, I'll make a
few explanations myself ; but not till
to-night, when we're having a scciable
glass together. ;

At which the pompous head-waiter
condescended to bring his fat hand
down no Miss Mcore's shoulder, in
token of approval, and Mr. Samuel
Lewis said, ‘‘good, good,” after the
manper in which they cry, ‘‘ hear,
hear,” at political speeches.

At home, each hastened to his, or
her respective duties, and never was
work doue so easily or so quickly.

They looked for a visit from Madame
Bernot, but Miss Calvert alone came to
them, shortly after the arrival of the
carriage. She came to them looking
radiant with happiness, and crying
from very joy while she thanked them.
The warm hearted domestics wept also.

She announced to them that Madame
Bernot would remain in her room, as
she had always done, until Hubert's
fate should be definitely decided, and
she requested them’ to pray for his
speedy release ; then she-lightly as
cended to meet Father Germain, to
whom a messenger had been des-
patched with the wonderful news, and
the result of which was that the good
priest came himself to see Madame,
and to tender his congratulations.

The radiant expression of Margaret’s
face told him all, before she had
uttered a word, and he exterded his
hand, saying with deep emotion :

““Thank God, my child, for He has
been very, very good.”

Madame Bernot received him stand-
she whom he had never beheld
out of her invalid chair, and whom he
out of it
until inclosed by her coftin.  He broke
forth involuntarily into a psalm, ex

tolling the wonderful goodness of Ged :
1 Madame and M ret bowed their
s and reveren joined him

I'hen he made particular inquiries
about her physical state — she suffered
no pain, she was free from all weak
ness and tremor, and as she sat ina
chair similar to the one he occupiced,
save for the appearance which her
white merino robe gave her, and the
spiritualized expression of

her face,
imagine that she
heen confined to her chair for
nearly nine long years
not forgotten their old habit; occa-
siopally they turned to the pictured
head of the Saviour, and when Father
Germain at length tock his leave, it
was with a feeling, priest as he ws
akin to awe :
been in the

for he knew that he had
presence of a saint — a
saint on whom the Divine zeal
already set, for he clearly foresaw that
her heavenly reward was not far dis-
tant. But he bad not spcken of that
to M ret— he cculd not be
a shadow on the girl's happiness.
The social glass over wi

ich Hanuah
Moorethzd promiscd to make her own
explanations, was pre
thos: for whom it was intended.
Goodly slices of cake accompanied it,
and every one was eating and sipping,
and waitii®g with maunifest interest for
the promised tale.
‘*Mind you, it's not
Miss Moore, smoothing out her glosay
apron fresh from the iron, and settli
the stiff cuffs on her wrists, ‘¢ it's only
to let you all understand why I'm fee!
ing so badly about poor Mr. Frederick,
as I always used to call him, how
it was that vune to konew
about him,

nuch,"” said

and

s0 much

“* Once I was
vhile, and
who didn'c
ing me on he

accidently of

out of a place a good
ing with a sister-in
uch care about hav-
and when I heard
e lady wanting a

n

strong girl on her I went to see
about it [ found she would
take me on own terr my heart

joy. That lady was M
ate indeed she
* and sweet as an  angc
wasn't there long before I knew she
carried a breaking heart in her bosom :
and it used to make my own heart
weak to see the way she'd be cryin’' to
hersell when her son and her brother
would be away,

danced for

1 thought she was a widow, and so
did the rest of the help, and we used to
wonder among ourselves how long her
husband was dead, and at what age
she was married, for she looked so
young to have a son, a young man,
We used to call him Mr. Fredevick, and
though he was always kind and polite,
and though we couldn't but admire his
handsome looks, there was something
about him that used to make us kind of
frightened of him. We thought it
might be because he was so much with
his uncle — and he was dark and
strange enough, heaven knows !

““ T used sometimes to overhear the
mother and son, talking ;: she would
ask him to give up something, and he'd
get into a passicn and swear that he
never would : and then she'd fall to
crying and he'd rush out.

‘' Things *went on that way for a
good while, and one day he came up to
his mother in a great hurry. Iwasin
a closet in the next room tolding away
clothes. 1 couldn’t make out evurf—
thing they were saying, and I thought
it would be mean to try to listen, so I
went on with my work : but I couldn't
help hearing enough to know what it
was about,

‘‘He wanted to accept some place
that had been offered to him — he said
it would give him power, and place
him just where he wanted to be. But
his mother begged and entreated
him not to take it, because
if he did he would have to
give up his religion. She might
as well speak to the wall—he wouldn't
listen to her he wouldn't listen to
anything but his own hot passion, and
when he rushed out as he always did,

Her eyes had |

I went in to her, and
' picked her up, and brought her to, and
after a little, seeing I suppose how my
heart ached for her, she told me every-
thing about herself, and how she feared
that her son would yet murder either
Cecil Clare, or his father, and that was
the reason she was constantly praying
him to give up his wishing for revenge.
She asked me not to tell anybody what
she had been saying to me, for she
didn't want people to know the facts
about her son's birth, and I promised
to keep everything secret. After that
she wanted me near her all the time,
and Mr. Frederick and Mr. Neville
knew that she had told me the secrets
about herself, but seeing that she
thought me so faithful like, and was
so fond of me, I suppose they didn't
much mind. I said before that Mr.
Neville, the brother, was a queer man:
he was a ventoquist— "

* Veuntriloquist !" interrupted the
pompous headwaiter, but Miss Moore,
heedless of the interruption, continued :

“ And he used to be trying to teach
his nephew the same bad trick.  Sure
it was him that bid me speak that time
to day whon we were all startled by the
strange voice from the crowd : myself
was frightened as well as the rest, for [
couldn't think what would bring him
there. Well, at last, the poor gentle
creature was dying, and "though I've
seen Mr, I'rederick at her bedside cry
like a child, yet he wouldn't promise
her even then that he'd give up wish
ing for therevenge. Shemade meswear
with the prayer-book in my hands that
I'd never tell what I kunew about her
son; and 1 took the oath with Mr.
Frederick and Mr. Noville looking on

‘¢ Perhaps you will meet him some-
time with another name, Hannah,’ she
said to me, ‘and it you do, don’t speak

to him tiill he speaks to you first, for
fear people ht find out.’

‘And 1 promised, though I think

ut her up to make me prom

, lest I'd be claiming acquaint

ance with him when he wouldnu't w
me to
“* Well, she died—that is nearly five
years ago—and I was in and out of
place till I engaged with )
Sure en 1, I met Mr. Irede
with another name—wasn't he t
Charles Plowden that examir
on the first go-off, and didn't m
stand still, when I v by hi
he knew me ! thought of al
distracti gs then — Iy
the murder
and the Cecil Ci

woman 1

EHAY

~ that
Clare,
d

sions Mr
the
it have veng

way

the wor 1 stand between
and it. Aud when I saw him
Mr. Hubert, |

¢ o tell all I kuew, but my oath
i to his dead mother held me back. 1

think he was afraid of me, for, if you
rememb
sudden,

““But the first thing

puzzled me y

2y, he dropped the case kind of

that
! 3 the beggar that came
acre once—tne neggar that
wanted to tell you all
night that Miss Calve:
from the ball. 1w
much of it, if you recollect, but I had

rasous for that. The beggar was Mr
Neville—1I knew him at once, in spite
of his old, ragged dre and he knew

Losie
about on the
came howme ill

uldn't let her make

by my look that Id for ke put his
finger to his lips, u ) Rosie
| He asked questions ab Dex
! not and Mr. Hubert and lver
ihz;t he asked them in a car y
that one wouidn't | h
about, and Rosi I
thought ms: y h r
:*r'l<\ H secre wWolr

and |

aoor

n ¢l for he
out ; and nld
A V & King ut it te
auy one, with y 1 some wav, by
ing my word to the dead. That wa
betfore we were examined, and th 3
when we were examined, and I knew

that Mr. Plowden was just Mr. Freder
ick Clare, and nobody else, T couldn't
help but think that Mr. Neville visited
this heuse so that he might help his
nephew by finding out all he could
about the Bernots: and I felt bitter
toward them both tobe tryine to brine
trouble into a noble family. 5 3

“Twouldn’s let Rosie tell vou about
it, as she wanted to do, nor make
much of it, because at that time Mr.
F'rederick used to come here so friendly-
!ilu', and I was afraid it you got talk-
ing about the circumstance it might
make mischief in some way, 0 I ir;wt
shut up everything in my own heart.
But I had very queer thoughts, especi-
ally after Mr, Huobert's arrest, when
Mr. Frederick was so attentive to Miss
Calvert. I used to think sometimes
that if Mr. Hubert did muder Cvci‘l
Clare, Mr. Irederick would try to
bring Mr. Hubert to justice for havine
taken the vengeance out of his 0\\';
l@nds : and that perhaps all his friend-
liness was only on purpose to get all
the clews he could.

I knew he was
sharp, and I always thought he was
cruel from the way he used to repulse

his mother’s entreatics. But he has
proved himself brave and noble for
once ; perhaps it is owing to his
mother’s prayers in Heaven for him—
and, anyway, I'm sorry  for him
[}?lh‘ night, for I'm afeared its round
his own neck the halter will be at
last, ™

She stopped suddenly, and threw her
apron over her head : then, finding
her emotion becoming too powert'ur
she begged the company to excuse he.r:
and retiring to her room she indulged
in a hearty fit of crying, after wl;,ich
she said her beads for the real murder-
er of Cecil Clare,

t 1) ner ne

Co—.
The remainder of the help, iy g
ence to Miss Moore's sorrowfu| fe,
retired aleo, when they had exc|
a few brief comments on the tale and
offered some conjectures as t, ’whv
““Mr. Frederick " had changeq |
name to Charles Plowden, . 5
In Madame Bernot's room theye was
taking place, a sweet, happy commuypy.
ion of two pure hearts ; tho iptep.
change of a confidence to which the
angels might have listened. Theye
was 1o hesitation now in pouring into
Madame's ear the tale of Ler own, and
Hubert's love—how the crime Which
he had supposed rested on his soul haq
prevented the utterance of a word of
lover-like affection, and Madame ey,
to the kneeling girl, and wound her
arms about her, and answercd :
‘“In the past, when I fancied thera
would be a union belween you ang
Maurice, because of his passionate
affection for you, I little dreamed that
it would be Hubert who should at |a.
possess such a treasure.”’
Aud still holding the beautiful head
close to her, she continued to g
soltly, of the past :
““When, over Maurice's cofiin, | es
torted from you and Hubert the prom
ise pever to speak of how my ho
his death, I did it because I thought ;
would help more surely to eradics
any ravcor which might remain
Hubert's heart, and because 1 thoyo
it would seem like a more complete |
giveness of Maurice's murdere:
when I ghut myself from the
world and sought to die to a
spiritual things, I did it as a s
to be offered for Maurice's
know that he died unshriven,
garel ; that no priest administ
him the last vites, though I have
to believe that his life, up to

efer
eling 8,
langed

al

happy time, was pure avd blar
[t was that which made me fie
give his murderer, and pray tha
would send m i i

wny thing, only to
dered boy. e sent them, ar
taken them away as suddenly a
t me with them I thir

¢ has been :'l:.l;'«-_}. val
hat my son has been pardoned
turned to the pictw

Her eycs

ic expression, |
the realizat

she saw

and Margaret littl
to the mental vision of the
saint was presented something of
e which is permitted
1; ard when
girl bestowed her goond
s with wuch the 1
of reverence asthat with wh
was wont to piay in the chu

In her room, for the first tim
she had  hurriedly thrust it
pocket, Margaret thought of th
i ich Delmar had given |
she drew it forth to read.

She was too happy to be afivct
the ki e of the calumnis
society had heaped upon her, and
was 0o generous ncei to paid
me Y, and even, in some mea
to love, the writer for the fr
penitence which wera so
touchingly, expressed.

She auswered in

dwellers,

wled

nkness

simpiy, i

her own

gentle way — penning words wi
must rivet the goed influence tl
Eugene had begun already to «

upon his wayward sister, and whi
must assure her not only of Ma
el ‘givences, but of her s
ud, havi

wur

aitection :

the n
Iher

dazzli

thought

2o him t ur f
€¢ hlm to pour 1o

f
Delmars, a painful scene had occur
oned by a weman's temper, al
ene, appalled, listened to, aud
locked at his mother, as if she had be
suddenly transformed into some totally
unkuown being. She tore through
the parlors like omne half-crazed, vent
ing bitter reproaches equally on the
Bernots, and on her son and daughter

Louise having replied to the news
which Mrs, Delmar so indignantly com
municated on her return from the
court, that she rejoiced at Hubert and
Margaret’s happiness, it flamed int
fiercer five, the rage which already
burned so fariously in her mother's
breast.

Like every other maniac she ouly
darted her wrath on the very kindness
that would have soothed her back tc
reason aund calmness, Louise, in
obedience to a sign from her brother,
controlling, by an effort, her desire to
retort to the false accusations of hei
mother, forced herself to answer
quietly, how just and nobly Hubert
Bernot had acted, and how unnatural
it was to suppose that his heart could
be won at will. But the frantic woman
was only made worse by the attempted
justification ; aud, at last, Eugene,
with such a look of pain in his face as
perhaps had been there never before,
drew his sister's arm within his own
fmd led her from the room, while the
irate woman, having continued to
storm until her passion had somewhat
spent itself, ordered the carriage, and
driving to one of her numerous fash-
ionable confidants, relieved herself by
reviving all the calumnies about Mar-
garet Calvert, and complaining of her
son’s and daughter’s want of sympathy
with her own unhappy feelings.

‘llubert Bernot no longer occupied
{ his old cell ; and that fivst night on
{ Which he was free with a freedom no

| prince of earth could have given, one



