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h CLARA LESLIE.

- A TALE OF OUR OWN TIMES.

——

CHAPTER XVir.—Continued.

¢ Miss Lieslte,’ said Morris, more earnestly stills
¢ do uot dally with conviclion; hesitate ool
God’s grace cannot, must not, be trifled with.—
Do not fear what the worid can do or say.’

¢ do pot fear,’ replied Clara; ¢ God knows
how willingly I would dare anything were 1 sure
at was His wilt. T only fear mistaking my own
ardent teelings for the leadings of His Grace.”

<Then fear no more,” replied Mr. Morris;
¢ make up your mind now, and I will lead you
where your doubts will be faid at rest.”

They bad reached the front of Trinity Church
and he paused and {ooked eagerly for ber answer
in the fluctuating color that came and went in
her cheel. . .

¢Do not doubt any more ; ten minutes will
carry you where God’s priest will receiva you
icto the bosom of Cbrist’s Owne Church. Did
you but koow the rest and happiness pf those who
have exchanged the sham Catholicity you have
just left for the gloricus courts of Chrnist’s Ig-
maculate Spouse.’ ]

He thought she was yielding, and would have
led ber steps back; but she stopped hum with a
srddea effort, and said hastily, but firmly,

» No; il must ot be yet. I owe it to those
who have led me hitherto to pause hefore I take
such an awfal step. Good bye, Mr. Morris.;
somethiog tells me we shall meet again, and it
will be 1o, the bosom of our mighty Mother’—
and here she looked up lor one moment with a
faint smile — ¢ with Father Newman, and —
and—"? she could not go on; but she collected
herself “with an effort: ¢ Write to Alan, Mr,
Blorris, aod tell bim what bas bappened: tell
him to pray for me; and mow good bye.’

His eyes were full of tears, and she felt asf’
her beart would break. Ste’was parting with
one whom she loved 1 a different way to Mr.
‘Wingfeld, because she feared him tess.

Mr. Morris was far less of the Anglican,and
aimed more at being ke a Catholic priest ; and
Clara bad experienced s gentleness and tender-
pess in the confessional, so that his loss was 1o-
deed a heavy oue to her. She heard his gentle
¢+ God bless you !” feit the last long pressure of
bis band ; and dartiag across the New Road,
jooked not behind her as sbhe hurried up
tke Terrace, apd in an iostaut gained her own
room.

A few daps after, Clara was summozed to
Douglas’s study. It was 2a unusual call, and
ghe felt [orebadiag evd. HHe was standing by
the fire looking unusually stera, while Mildred,
with cheeks rather flushed, was sitting by his
side in silence.

¢ Ciara,’ said Douglas, as ske entered, *1s this
your handwniting 7’

Clara turned pale, for she icstantly recoguoised
a note to Mr. Morris, which she had missed some
weeks before. She saw that ali was discovered ;
and fortifying herselt with a silent prayer, calmly
acswered in the affirmative.

¢ And you have dared, Clara, in spite of my
express probibition,’ continued Douglas, in a
voice of deep 1ndignation, ¢ to run straight wn my
face, agd commeace that detestable system of
Romish confession and direction whick certamn
clergymen, traitors to the Church of England,
are attempting ‘to introduce clandeslinely wto
ber bosom, and which I told you I would never
suffer io my bouse.’ ,

¢Clara’s spirit was high. The extravagant
language 1a which Daouglas spoke made ber cool
and collected 10 a momeot; and all her efforts
could scarcely restraig the very slightest curl of
clomempt on her lip and in ker voice as she re-
alied, . 7 )

* Douglas, it 1s very easy to call names, and to
stigmalize as ©detestable’ what the Church of
England herself authorizes and always. As to
daring to do what you bave forbidden, if it is for
tke good of my soul, you know Our Lord Him-
self has said, * What shall it profit a man if he
ga the whole world, and lose his own soul ??
and He has declared that ¢ he that loveth father
or mother more than:Me is not. worthy-of Me.’
After all, Donglas, you are neither father nor
wother to me.’ . L U

*O Clara P said Mildred sorrowfully; and
Douglas sternly replied, -

‘Istand'm the place of both te you, Clara;
even the law of the land gives me 'this power
over you il you are of age. Andas to your

making a martyr of yourselr, and quoting.texts of |
Scripture, only wnittea for those ages of persecu-:
tion, (o nie, because I do not choose you to lose-
your character whilst you remain in my house-by:
runcing after clergymen whose sole; aim 18 to un-’

dermine: the Church'of Eogland, and secretly to
carry them™over to. Popery, :hke: Mc. Morris,—
because I do ot choose you’ to soil ‘your mind
b5 telliag all your secrets and ‘the'secr
family to men of, this. kind—Jesuuts 1a disguise—
- really,Clara; one could smile. at your girlish ex
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travagance and love of naotoriety, were (t not for
the:ystem of deception you have been carrying
on.

¢ As to the deception, Douglas, rephed Clara,
¢ you yourself bave forced it upou me. God
kaows [ bave hated it enough. God knows T
was loth enough to begin it. And as to my
mnd bemg soiled by any more contact with Mr.
Morris, you may rest satisfied ; fur he has left
London ; be is now a Catholic.’

‘I am very glad to hear 1t,’ rephed Douglas;
¢ just what be ought to have dome long ago. 1
expected such covduet from himj; but Dlr.
Wingfield— It seems you are not contented
with oue confessor, he continued sarcastically ;
¢ you must have two. Really we are coming to
a pretly pass, A fine serpent 1o the grass I have
been receiving into my house ; he deserves to be
exposed in the public papers for bis sly villany !’
He began paciog angrilly the room, regardless of
an moploring look from Mildred. Clara felt her
advanlage and said nothing. She only looked
quietly and calmly at her brother; for she had
0o temptation to be angry. In a momeat he re-
stated bimselt. ¢ Clara,’ said ke, ¢ I have given
you every confidence. You have betrayed that
confidence ; yet if you will give me a written
promise that you will never agaie go to coofes-
sion, you may stll have all the liberty you have
terto bad ; if not, I forbid you ever to enter
Margaret Chapel again, and whenever you leave
this house, it must be either witk Mildred or my-
sell,. You wil sot like this; I oaly ask your
siuqz’ple written promise. Ave you ready to give
it ?

¢ Douglas,” rephied Clara firmly, ¢ the bodst of
this country is that she allows full liberty of con-
science to every one. Why should we alone be
deprived of what every one else possesses?  Are
you consisteat ?’

¢I am not bere to argue with you, Clara,’ re-
phied Douglas. ¢ I wish for your answer, ¢ Yes'
or ¢ No, that I may take my measvres accord-
ingly. Wil you give the promise I require ?*

¢ No, Douglas; I never will repled Clara
firmly ; and she rose from her seat. Her pale
cheek kindled and her dark eye fashed as she
spoke in calm, turilling lones ; ¢ I have knowa
too loug the inestimable blessing of confession
lo give np what has been the means in God’s
hands ot imparting His hight and His love to my
soul. On tbe contrary, I forewarn you that
whesever I can possibly find an opportumiy, and
I teel that I require it, I will seek from God’s
priest the exercise of that power which was
solemaly given to you aod every clergyman of
the Church of BEngland at their ordination, and
which is the sole appointed means whereby we
may cbtain the remission of sin.’

¢ Then you may leave the room,” was the cold
reply ; and she instantly obeyed.

_CH.APTEB XVIIL.—~EOME TRIALS.

% When our heads are bowed with woe,

When ocr bitter tesra o'erflow,

‘When we mourn the loss, the desr, —
Gracious Son of Mary, hear,

Thou the pain, the grief hast knowe,
Though the sin was not Thine cwa;
Thou hast shed the human tear,—
Graclous Son of Mary, hear,”
Mitman

Every one may imagine that conversations
such as the one detailed in the foregoing chapter
did not coatribute to the peace of the household
o Osnaburgh Terrace. They were cot however
repeated. Douglas kept up his severe face,
spoke little when Clara was in the room, and
was often closeted with Mrs. Selwyn, who bap-
pened to be staying in tbe house. Clara at-
tempted to bebave as usual whea she came 1ato
the drawiog room ; but finding that ber presence
oaly lawd a restramnt upon every oce, she confined
berself much to her own room, and there pursued
her usual employments, The only diference was
that she never went out alone, and regularly
every morning accompanied Mildred to the dis-
trict Church, instead of sometimes escaping early
in the morniag to her favorie chapel. She had
written an account of what happened to Mr.
Wingfield, asked s advice, and enclosed it 1o

.Catherine Temple, telling her it was out of her

power to come and see her. She had taken the
opportumty of every ope's bemng out to slip this
into the post. She hed hoped “for an answer to
ber note before Sunday; and accordiagly on
Saturday aiternoon & well-ksowa koock at her
door announced Catberine Temple. Clara was
busy et ber window, aad flew to meet her. " She
locked pale and baggard; but there was an ug-
natural brightness m ber large eye that almost
alarmed Catherine. .A. few days bad made a'vast
change. o S

< ¢ Dear Clara,’ said she tenderly, fyou look so
e .

Do I'!’she rephed; ¢ but [ am wonderfully
well, considerng. Have you brought me an an-
swer from Mr, Wingfield? - -

- Catherine ‘produced a small-uote from her
pocket, mith the ~well-known'“tiny seal and ii-

[.» . Clara bastily opeuvedit, aad
t - i o '
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was soon abserbed ; winle Catherige walked to
the window to contemplate the medallica.  She
read as follows :—

¢ My dearest Child,—I was very sorry to hear
of the new troubles that are come upen you;
but you have been fong prepared for a discovery
of this sort, I think I would yield as far as the
Daily Service is concerned ; vou can always ac-
company Mrs. Leslie to Church. Guoing to
Margaret Chiapel, after all, 1s only one of the
luxuries of religion,—it 13 not au essential, As
to H. C., I wouid tell my brother that you can-
not give up any thing which is of so much good
to your soul ; and if he does uot wish you to go
to Margaret Chapel, I would go to any other
church where there 13 weekly Communion. You
have already expressed your determioation with
regard to confession ; I would say no more on
that subject. I do not expect to ben Towa
till the Eve of the Purification, I shall then
bope to see you agam at Mrs. Temple’s as usual,
if you can manage to be there; 1f you cannot,
you must let me know. I take tlus opportunity
of sending you the books I promised you. You
will fiad the Preface to the new volume of Ser-
mons Mr. Keble has brought out very interest-
ing ; also the sermon in which I have puta
mark,—¢ Seekect thou great things for thyseif?
Seek them not” &c. We live in dangerous
times,—times of sarrow and anguish of beart;it
beloves us to beware well wnat we do. One
false s'ep may be fatal to our etermal happioess:
and, ob, what will be our feelings 1t we wake up
at the last Great Day, and fiod that unconsciously
we bave been living in a state of mortal sin f—
God bless you and guide you, my dearest chid,
preserve you from any rash step.

Ever, in Him,
¢ Your most affe-tionate F—,
‘{C.R. W2

‘Do you like my St. Mary Magdalen 7
said she, as she folded up the note and stood by
her friend. . _

Catherine turaed to fock at her. Taere was
a famnt smuile, so faint and so sad, on ler features
that it only heigitened the melancholy lustre of
her eyes ; and Catherine’s eyes filled with tears,
for she could not help seeing ta the beautiful fea-
tures and uptorned eyes of resigned sorrow 1n the
medallion a reflection as it were, of Clara’s pale
countenance, '

¢ Dearest Clara,’ said she, ¢it s beautiful.—
You improve daily. But you could rot have
done that umless you had been in a sad mood
yourself.!

1 don’t kanow how I did it replied Clara.—
¢I caught that expression ome night, I dou

know bow. I fouad it done ia the maraing.’

¢ Are you become a somnambulist, my poor
child,’ repiied Catherne surveying in pity anc
sorrow the sweet sad face before her.

*No; Iam aware Idid 1t} replied Clara ;
‘ but my thoughts were far away at the time.—
My guardian angel must have guided my brush ;
I did oot do 1i. - But here, read this sete, Ca-
therine ; we must not waste tine over my pamt-
ing. I kope ao one knows you are here.

¢ Mrs. Selwyn does,’ replied Catherine, *]
bave been talking to her this half bour 10 the
drawing-room ; aud I believe I bave won her
heart, and made her think me one of the most
wise conductors of youcg ladies she ever saw.—
Stbe even begged me to go and reason you mto
compliance apd sober-mindeiiness.’

Clara could not laugh, — she could scarcely
smile ; and she seated herself i silent thought
while Catberioe perused the note.

¢ Luxuries of religion!” repeated Catherine ;
and then weat cu reading.

¢ We have not many luxuries,” rephed Clara,
sadly ; ‘it iz well if we have even the bare
bones.’

Catherine’s color heightened as she falded the
note and returned 1t to Clara,

‘ Mortal sip " said she; ¢Does Mr. Wing-
fied thiok that such men as Father Newmar will
wake up and find]themselves]in mortal sin 7—that
they were not following the call of God? He
says indeed well that we live ia daogerous times,
when one false step may be fatal to our.eternal
bappiness.” 1. S

¢ But he forgets there are two sides of the
question,’ wterrupted Clara. ¢ He does not seem
to take 1 cousideration that 1t is possible any
doubts can be the work of God.’ - ’

¢ So that is the packet I have brought here ?’
sard Catherne. after & moment’s pause, .in which
¢ one flash of glad surprise’ was ber answer to-
Clara’s speech.
I thiok Mr. Wingfield is mistaken :n tbiokiog
that will settle your mind ; tt will only completely
puzzle you. ,

¢ What will settle it, then, Catkerine ?’ replied

Clara, raising hec now anxious look te Catber-

ine’s face, "

An expression of the-i_l;#s’lt beaitiful peace.

crossed Catherine’s face.:  Clara coutd not but
remark 1t ;' for her brow, almest ever since:she
bad koowa ler; had wora an'expression of pain
aod anxiety. All that was now past ; she seem.

¢ 1 bave read tbat Preface, and’

ed at rest, and she stooped and kissed Clara,
with a low whisper that weat to Clara’s beart.

* There 1s but ooe way, dearest Clara; —
prayer wall settle «t. Pray to be guided aright
aod, ke the wise men from the East, you wil
ba guided to where the yeung Child lay with
Mary His Motuer, to adore in grateful, ardent
love.’

Ciara would have asked more; but she koew
from Catherine’s manner that ‘it was useless to
ask any thing about berself ; — she received
all the secrets of others but never told her
owz,

-¢ But, Catherine, she replied, ¢ Mr. Wing-
field says that praying to bave these doubts taken
from me—if they are a temptation—is the very
way to strengthen the temptation. He requires
me to crush them at once.’

tNo, Clara,” replied Catherine warmiy. —
¢ such prayer never never could be wrong: your
own sense will tell you so. DBut we must not
talk of these tbngs; I have oo fear but thal
you will ultimately be led aright. To talk of
something else,—bow would you like to go iato
the country with Hlrs, Selwyn 2

¢ O Catherine, they are not going to send me
to Ashton-le-Marg—away from Londoo—away
from Me. Wingneld —with our own beautiful St.
Wilfrid’s w the bauds of strangers. Oh, I could
not hear it !’

¢ Aud yet I bebieve it would be the very besi
thing for you,’ replied Catherine ; ¢ asd so 1 told
Mrs. Selwya.’

* O Catherice, bow could you!” exclaimed
Clara. ¢No weekly Communioa! no Daly
Service ! not a person to speak to; a regular
Evaugelical in desr papa’s place! What
should I do there?’ and she hid her facein her
haods. '

* There iz a Iigh-Churehr clergyman within
five miles,” rephied Catherine, ¢ where I think you

would get weekly Communion, and there are
Wedaesday and Friday prayers at St. Wiifrid’s.
Besides, dear Clara, you would have your liberty
there. DMrs. Selwya would be kind, I am cer-
tan, if you managed her ; and there would be no
Mr. Wisgfield totear. To me it would be such
a sweet joy to revisit St. Wilfrid’s and my fa-
ther’s grave.

Clara thought for some time. ‘Iam glad you
bave told.ime, Catherine,” said she ; ¢ I cannot be
more miserable than I shall be here, and perbaps
it will be well for me to be employed. Here, my
visiting the poor is cut short for ever. God's
Will be dooe,’ added she, with a melancholy al-
most apathy ; ¢ whatever 1t may be, 1 must be
wretched wherever I am.’

¢ Dear Clara,’ sail Catheriue, her eyes fiiling,
: do not say so.’ ‘

¢ () Catherine,’ exclaimed Clara ; ¢ you know
got what 1t- 18 to pass mights, whole mights,in
tears, to have doubts haunting every moment of
devotion, and to strive t2 quench them with the
dreadiul feeling upon you that you are resisting
the Voice of God. Sometimes I cannot do it.—
I feel as if I must tell Mr. Wingheld that I re-
call my promise. Wheu | am reading the Buible
passages cross my path, like a flash of lightning,
that I never saw, or passed over as inexplicable
before ; and the explanation of the Church of
Rome seems the ouly one that takes it in all its
fulloess. I caonot bear to hear people talking of
copes, and crosses aed embroidery,and architec-
ture, as if that would fill the beart. I could not
bave lived all this tume had [ not believed that we
were in a transilion state; and now that hope
seems vanishing. From the commonest book and
the ve.test commonplace remark, all seemed to
tell oue tale, to spezk te one end, te my mind,—
Macaulay has done me a world of harm; he has
told me home-truths about the Church of Eng-
fand ; and that poor Douglas thinks it 13 the best
book in the world for me to read. Catherine, I
canpot stand tins much longer ; I shall be ili.’

¢t That is why I wish you to go mto the coun-
try, and change the scene, Clara dearest,’ replied
Catherine ; ¢ you would bave other rucollections
there, other occupations ; your mind would have
time to settle dowa 1ato its usual equilibrium.”

¢ Otber recoliections P replied Clara; ¢ yes, of
Alan. Shall I not thiok of that last bitter scene
that dreadful night after poor papa’s death; when
Alan tore himself away.?  Ab, now'] feel all'he
suffered. And then my own papa’s-grave—that
beautiful coped tomb beneath the ‘chancel-wall—
his smile in death. O Catnerie, they loved me,
they loved me: but they are” both gone!’ and
Clare bid her face e her hands; and sobbed con-
vulsively. B R

Catherine tried to

comfort her.. ‘She wept

former calm apathetic state ; but she was
ed to whatever might happen. = .. ‘
- $I can’t go to communion, said &he at last,
+'s0 it'is no_use. making a fuss ‘about'it, I must
see Mr. Wingfietd'before 1320 again." It 19700’
use wriing lo b, -be. does;;not-answer me, I-
must see bim wheobe comes'to Town.l: ~z ' .o

resign-

'~ Catherine promiSed to come'and see* ber: very
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with ber, for sbe felt for her-far more ‘than. Clara |:
suspected even. At last she ‘sank back 1nto her|'j

Mo, 10,

——

soon again ; had ancther talk with Mys. Sefwyn
as she passed the drawing-room ; and then lete
the honse. Mrs. Selwyn was to remain a few
weeks longer m London; buta new circum-
stance brought things to a crisis, and hastened
ber departure. The Eve of the Purification
came ; the wateh over Clara’s movements bad
been 2 hillle relaxed, as she had not had any oc-
casion for transgressing orders. ln the after-
ncon she put un her walking tbings; ond quietly
slipped out of the house. She generally passed
the aflterzoon in ber own room, and she boped
ber absence would remain undiscovered., With
trembling steps she hurried into Albany street ; it
was only when she had turned the corner of the
New Road and reached Harley Street that she
felt beyond purswt.  Mr. Wingfield was waiting
for ber, and Catherne Temple, as-usual, absent-
ed berself. He received her much as uspal ; but
on seeing her pale aad downcast looks his coug-
lenance changed, and she turped away and sighed
deeply. Sho saw that be bad read her mind, aad
that he had seen that her doubts were anything
but quieted ; but she was in one of those apa-
thetic moods which cannot weep, nay, can
scarcely feel, and with a dull load of sorrow
pressiog on her heart she stood before him, with-
out uttering = syllavle, her eyes cast down, and
feeling hke a culprit before hig judge.

“Sit down, saud he, for that he saw that sie
trembled ; and then be leaned his head on his
band, aod sighed agaio and agaim. He seemed
at a loss what to say,
| *tA.re you going into the couotry ?* said he at
ast.

_ ‘It you thuwk I ought,she replied hestat-
ingly-

¢ Why, what else can you do? was the ah-
rupt agswer.

All tins was not encouraging,
heart sunk more and more.

¢ When did you go'? continued he.

. ¢ Mrs. Selwyn thinks of leaving in a week or
two, replied Clara, *unless, as [ thmk very
likely, my coming here without leave ig found
gut,, and 1 am seat off at a mowment’s warg-
ing.

¢ They do not, then, know you are ? re-
plied Mr. Wingfield. ' d oute re

¢ No,’ was the sad, short rejoinder.

How different was all this from the eager
blushing looks and timid delight with which
Clara used to await the now-dreaded Mr. Wiag-
field, and the kiod smile and affectionate words
with which ber evideat awe was percetved and
encouraged ! There was another long pause.

Have youread any of those books I sent
you ¥ said Me. Wingfield, at fast.

Clara answered in the affirmative.

¢ Did you not like Mr. Kebles Preface 7’ was
the next question.

Clara hesitated.

*Do you ‘not find it conclusive ' he conti-
nued.

She made an eflort,

‘It is above me. Itis a train of reasoning
which requires the utmost stretch of mind to
grasp. ltseemsto me so obscure. How can
it be intended to guide the ignorant and wnlearn-
ed ? for as such I must rank myself. There are
millions who koow even less then I do; how can
such a piece of subtle reasoniog be even com-
prekended by them? The Church of Rome, on
the contrary, seems to me so plain and consst-
ent in all its ways, so par excellence the gude
of tbe poor and igaorant / : '

¢ She defines pleaty of thinps which t
gl}:rch Catholic neverydeﬂned,’ sagid Mr., Wingf
eld. '

¢ Because there was no need for it replied
Clara. ‘It seems to me as if she defized Trag-
substantiation w the sixteenth ceatury just as she
did the doctrine of the Trinity in the fourth—
because it was attacked by hereties,” If no ope
had attacked the doctrine, the faith of the Church
would have remained undefined, as it was before.
-The doctrive of the Trinity s as kttle defined in
the Bible as the doctrme of Transubstantiation
or Purgatory. o L
¢ But do yon not " know,’ replied M, "Wing-
field, ¢ that the Council of Trent has ‘oo 'claims
to being a general Council, like .the Council of
Nice ? Tbere thewhole Catholic* world was
‘assembled ; at Trent but a very.small jortion,—
One was the voice of the Catholic Church; which -
‘wé all bow to ;-the other- merely. the voice ot . -
one branch, and an erriog branch, of that Catlio-
vy 3

Poar Clara’s

!ié-C\hl.l_i'b»h I3 (
¢ But how am I to know that ? ;Ee’phedﬁlara.
¢ Roman Catholies.say the Council of Teeiit was
the Voice of Christ’s Catholic'Chureb:*Just.
‘imagine’ thie depth of Tresearch needed to*déters>-' :
miue even that ove simple question . 37 <t v
. ¢The moreyreason, why .yon should iremain’
where God. has:placed.you, and; trust_ the . teachs" -
ing ‘of your' Mother,! Feplied M Wingheld:. vy "
i T%annot .;ru;tiher;’_vqéﬁlujegl(CIé'Fé‘,‘;e‘iFia?étly:;-‘ :
£alle , teaches . iothing, 'or.else ; she, teaches con-
-traries. ; The5Church - of {Rome; alones’ teaches:
‘the Bible m allfits fuloessi : Day byp:dif:it breaks
R han it L i‘eqmgg?” =
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