" the week’s report, and hand it to my aunt.
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CATHOLIC CHRONICLE

THE DEBT OT FRIENDSHIP.

(From the French of Eogene de Mirgerie.)

When 1 entered colloae — 1t s near forty
rears since—1J had already a warn Iriendship, or
rather, a passionare affection for one of my young
comrades, Xavier de Zelther.,

Shall I tell you the origin of this juvenile pas-

- sion?

I.

T was vet an infant, 10 mv curse’s arm=, when ;

my father and mother died, almost simultaneously.
I bad, olas! neither s grandfather vor a grand-
mothber ; no brothers, no sisters, nothing that re-
sembled a family.

The distant relations to whose care my infancy

- was committed, never showed me much aftection.

I wou!d have been hanpy in the possession of
even a dog, that I could bave loved and caressed
—and I had 1t not.

When I was seven years old, T was sent to

. the boarding-school of Mr, Brindejone, which 1
' left five years later, to enter St. Louis col

lege.

Being of a very bashful disposition, [ was con
tmually tormented and laughed at by my school-
mates. Even the teachers, although I seldom
gave them occasion to punish me, seemed to take
pleasure 1 scoldiog me. If it was in the hope
of driving hasbfuloess out of me, they were cer-
tamly mistaken.

1 was therefore, as long as the week lasted, as
completely uphappy as a boy could be.

When Sunday came, my unhappiness did not
cease ; it merely changed its form. I then be-
came the prey, for twelve hours running, of the
most painful 3nd dire ¢ enpui.?

On Sunday morning, at vine o’clock precisely,
an old servant called for me at the Brindejonc
Boardiog-school.

I can see him now, this honest but terrible
Rigonert, with bis long, lank arms, not unlike 2
grasshopper’s legs, his spindle shanks, tha! re-
minded me of a pawr of stilts, his owhsh eyes and
crooked nose, Methioks T hear his drawling
voice, solemn and harsh, hike tne voice.of a
shenfi reading 2 death-warrant, 1 can even
hear the tinklipg noise of his watch.gnard, which
be bad a habit of shaking abstractediy, as the
jei'or does’ the bunch of keys haoging to his
belt.

Rugobert never smiled : be never spoke fo me
first, except in cases of urgent necessity. 'When
1 questioned him, s answers consisted invariahly
of the most discouraging monosvllables, He
conscientiously believed it his duty to hold me
by the hand f(rom the time we crossed Mr.
Brindejone’s gate, until we arrived at my aunt’s
door. When at last we reached the suburb Du
Roule—my aunt lived in that gay locahty—my
poor fingers were bruised as if they had been
crushed in a vaice.

My aunt, — L called her thus, ¢ reverent®
causa,’ for, m fact, she was only my cousin seven
or eight limes removed, — my aunt, then, Mrs.
Ledur, was not & bad-hearted woman, far from
it. She had even given proof of great genero
sity by providing lor the entire expenses of my
education, DBut she was as stiff as a Life
Guard, as cold aud serere as an old judge, aud,
above all—poor woman, 1t was not her fault ! -
she was frightfully wgly. When I commenced
studying mythology, I could not belp picturing to
myself Medusa’s head, or Nemesis, thie avenging
goddess, under aoy other features than those of
my aunt Ledur. .

It was, then, wnto ths dread presence that I
was conducted every Suuday morniog, by Rigo-
berts vice.like hand.

¢ Goad morning, aunt,’ I would say, falteringly,
bow do you do ¥ '

¢ It matters httle how I do,” she would reply,
almost invariably, and her voice seemed to me
both tbundering and screeching ; 1t is you, httle
boy, about whom T must mqure. How have
you behaved during these eight days?

My ouly answer was to draw from my pocket
As
a general thing, it was as satisfactery as could
be derired. For, thaok beaven, I have ever
been diligent ; and, perhaps as a compensation
for what I suffered at school, my teachers, who
liked me after sll, treated me kindly enough in
their reports, They knew, besides, before what
a Rbadamantus I had to appear weekly,and they
always gave me good marks.

~ Unfortunately, my Sunday judge could orly
be satisfied with ¢ very good.! If my report
baripened to be marked only ¢ good,” my aunt
knitted her brows, called me an idle drone and a
worthless scamp, and threatened me with crime-
pal prosecation. She quoted the names of the
most hardened villians, and ended by predicting
that I would end my days on the scaffold.

However, this examination ended, my aunt
resumed her natural voice, which was merely

creeching, and said, ¢ go acd play.” -
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Go and play—that was easy enough t. say !
But what kind of amusement could one find in
thns dullest of houses.

As we see sometimes water oozing from the

walls on thawy days, so did wearisomeness teem !

10 onze from every pore tn my aunt’s house, T
rannot imagine a barrack, an brspital, a work
bouse or a jail, with more desolating aspect than

this same house of my auvat presented.
The imnlease rooms seemed almast bare, with

their large wardrobes, secured with heavy locks, |

and the ol¢ arm-chairs upon which the hand of
nime had left its vnmistakable mark, giving an al-
most uoiform tint to their worn out gildings,
their round-headed brass nails, and their faded
tapestry desizas, There were also a few family
portraits, but they were huag up so lugh that
I could not recngnrze the subjects and distin-
guish the magistrale from the cfficer, or the latter
from the holy canon or the rosy clieeked dame,
except by getting upoo a table apd twisting my
head out of joint.

Yet the study of this uminteresting gallery
was one of the liveliest pleasures my aunt’s house
atiorded me. 1 bad uot a companion with whom
to play and romp ; not a toy with winch to while
away the loog hours ; not even a bird to listen
to, or a cat to tease.

My ooly amusement, then, consisted in the
contemplation of those pictures, which never
aroused the least interest 1o me ; or in wander-
Ing through the long suit ol rooms, computing
the number of cracked panes 1o Lhe sash-windaws,
and comparing it with that of the sound ones,
and asking n.yselfl with terror, whetlier my life
wouid always be the same, and 1f, when I would
be twenty years old, I would have this monoton.
ous ordeal to bear,nol every Surday, but per-
baps every day 10 the week.

Scme will object that the mototooy was 10~
terrupted by breakfiast and dinner — the true
criterton of hohdays, according ta certain school
bovs. Ifyou have a pice breakfast, an exrel.
lent dinoer, what do you care forthe rest.  You
digest the first while expecting the second, snd
the remembruoce of this ope will last you the
whole evening.

Untortunately, I had no more disposition for
gormandizing thao for idleness ; and nenther the
Ostende oysters, the stewed kidoeys, the ¢ pate,?
and tbe Chablis wioe, consumed at the mid day
meeal, nor the cuhnary tulent displayed 10 the
preparation ot supper—for we had no dinper but
a substantial supper at Mrs. Ledur’s—could
help me to bear the beavy burden of ennui, which
had I kcown them thep, would hire made me
thisk of certaia personages of Dante’s *Ta-
fierno ?

If, at least, there had been a garden at my
auat’s! For, [ dare not give that name toa
deep lot in which all sorts of weeds grewn
liberty and where were piled 10 disorder some
old rotten planks, a heap of bricks, two dilapi-
dated stove pipes, and wuader an old shed —poor
protection from the raip—the winter’s supply of
coal and wood.

Yer, such as it was, this lot aflorded nie some
means of diversion, and 1 contemnplated it with
mournful regret, when a persistent rain com
petied me to remain w doors a'l day.

il.

The year 1S28 is a memorable date 1n my
Iife.

A ledge dimided my aunt’s lot from the park
of the adjoining manston.  But tius hedge, seven
feet high, and very thick, was as great an nb—
stacle as a store wall for an eleven year old hike
me‘

In the summer all I rould see of the park was
the top of the Inglest chestnut trees.  But some-
times, in October, when the leaves had all (allen,
I could catch a ghimpse of the green sward, of
sapdy walks, of evergrecns and antums flowers.

Que bright spring day, [ was listening to the
gay carols of the birds in the green fohage of the
park ; through the thorny hedge there came a
sweet fragrance of violets which intoxicated me ;
I compared the slavery of my life to the freedom
of roaming through those shady walks, oo that
velvety sward which T knew to be sa near me,
and my heart grew heavy, aod I felt an irresisti-
ble fooging to peoetrate, othermise than in
thougbt, among the marvels nf this terrestrial
paradise. But how?

I noticed under the shed ay old wheel barrow ;
I bave already mentioned the firewood piled
there ; my plan was prergpily conceived.

¢ Ah P [ thought, * T chall carry out my aunt’s
wood oear the hedue, and pile it up in a sort of
pyramid, not ualike I added, wath Virgil still
fresh in my memory, ¢ 10 the tuneral pyre which
Dulo ascended to await death.’

No sooner sard than done, Ia less than two
hours mwy pile was constructed. I pulled the
wheelbarrow to the top and stood up on this
shaky crowning piece of my edifice.

My eyes were dazzled by the novelty and
beauty of the sight that greeted them, Clumps
of maguficent rare trees,studded a veritable

I'meadow, through which meandered paths covered
with sand 2s fiee and brilliant as that of the sea
shore. Th= finest varieties of flowers here were

' grouped with artishe skill, there spread m tor-

ders, entwined m their tendrils the trunk of the

“maple trees, or mingled their brigat colors with

the snowy whiteness of marble steps lending to a

I sort of terrace. Violets, blue and white per

winkies, the delicate wild jacynths, the fragrant

May-lly, and even the huanble bell-fiawer, en-

amelled the soft, green grass with their varied

rtunts, I was deligbted.

But haw much greater my delight, when T
discovered, quite near by, a straddle on the
thirkest imb of a Judea tree, in full bloom, a
hittle boy of my age. [e smiled and said:

¢ Will you come 2ad play with me 7'

Without giving me time for reflection, he
crawled to the end of the imb and be-koned to
me to slep on the hedge, the tbick 2nd almost
matted foliage of which hardiy gave way under
my light weight. Then, he added:

¢ Catch hold of this branch, now of that lower
one ; now let yourself drap on the grass.’

I obeyed implicitly. My httle neighbor, as
a squircel, was on the gréund before me, one
second only, but just in time to catch me by the
hands, as slipping on the grass, I was about fall
g, and, ¢ horesco referens,’ macalating with
green my new clestaut-colored pantaloons.

I have said that I was bashfu!, but this hand
some boy was so amable, bis large blue eyes
were so gentle, and [ read 1n them so much de-
sire to please me, that T felt quite at home with
mim.

He asked me my nime.

¢ Cbarles,” T rephed.

* Aad T, Xavier. Who is vour papa ?

I made no reply.

¢ And your mamma ?
other side of the hedge ?

My eyes were filled with tears, T thougit
what a misfortune 1t was for me to have lost my
parents, and that, if Xavier lonked so amiahle
and gay, it was doubtless because he had a kiod
father ond food mother to love him, and oo aunt
Ledur to torment him.

I felt, however, that I must reply. T had,
besides, so great need of loving some one, that I
opened my heart fully to Xavier. T told tvm all
I keew about my ovarents. whom T had never
seen, and how miserable I felt at Mr, Brinde-
jonc’s. and what sad and monotonous Sundavs I
spent at my aunt’s. Finally, I told him how
much [ desired to have a friend.

i T will be your friend, Charles, if you wish,’
said Xavier, ‘I am very happy, and I would
like to share my happiness with somebody. Will
you be that snmebndy ?’

I embraced him, and thanked him wth all my
might, \

Xavier, in his turn, told me Ins story, |\

He was an only son, much beloved by his
parents, the Marquis and Darchioness de Zel-
ther. They usually spent the winter in their fine
hotel of faubourg du Roule, and the summer 0 a
magnificent chateau, in Touraine, on the pic—
turesque shores of the Linire. This year, how.
ever, to Xavier’s great regret, the faruily would
be detamned in Paris the whole summer by busi-
ness of iImportance.

Whilst thus exchanging cur confidences, we
were strolling arm mn arm, like two old friends,

‘ You must come to see me every Sunday,’ he
said.

*T will never dare ask my aunt,” T replied.

As T pronounced those two words, ¢ my aunt,’
[ suddenly remembered that it was nearly four
hours since T had left my much feared relative.
She must be very uneasy about me, and conse-
quently not a little angry. T trembled at this
thought. T explained the cause of my terror to
my new friend.

¢ I shall go with you,” be remarked, ¢ ta obtai
her forgiveness, and also, her permission to let us
see each other frequentiv?

Hurrying me along, Xavier then rao to ihe
hote), threw himself 1n his mother’s arm, and told
her how he had just made my acquaintance ; be
ended by asking permission Lo accompany me to
Mrs. Ledur’s house, te obtain my pardon from
that lady, aod make arrangements for our future
Sunday meetings.

Hi+ request was promptly granted, and we
hastened back to the Judea-tree, from which we
reached the bedge, thence the wood-p:le, and
from the wood pile the back lot. Harving sue—
cessfully performed these various feats, we went
wto the house to see my aunt.

She had had visitors, and had not eves no-
ticed mv-long absence,

Xavier made her a polite bow, and n a very
pleasant way, narrated what had happened.

¢ I hope, madam,’ he added, ¢ that you will per-
mit Charles to hecome rmy friend, and let us see
each other frequently, every Sunday, for exam-
le
P 1 expected my 2unt would say mo. When-
ever | bad asked ber anything she had always

Daes she live on the

-

i

given me a peremptory refusal, without a second’s
deliberation.

Well, Xavier was so charming, his manner
was so respectful, and, at the same time, so tn-
embarrassed, that the young orator gained imme-
diately Mrs, Ledur’s favor, '

¢ Willmgly, my young geotleman,’ sbe repled,
aod ber voice was woaderfully softened. ¢ My
nephew could not be in better company than
yours, and lose sometling of lis awkwardo:ss
and stifaess of manner”’

To he briel, let me say that Xavier became
iy best, my only friend.  With lun, joy eotered
into my life, and, what 1s more 1ocredible, into
m=v aunt’s hause,

Ween Xavier was there with me, a whole
afiernonon, these large rooms, which T bad al
ways thounght so gloomy and sad, appeared to me
as full of light and lite, as the park itself,

Even, if we bad done npothing but walk
through those rooms ; my friend telling me how
kind tus father and mother were, or describing
the beauties of their castle of Val-Thibault, T,
listening or amusing him, in ny turn, with all
sor{s of stories about my boaring schoul, in
which he seemed to take a lisely interest—to
my astonishment, for every thing connected with
Mr. Brindejonc’s eslablishment seemed to me
horribly unpleasant—eren, I say, if we had bad
no other recreation than these fammliar chats,
it was a happioess which changed my whole ex-
1stence.

In truth, when T say that whatever came from
Mr. Brindejone’s was unpleasant to me, I only
speak of the perind that preceded my acquaint-
ance with Navier: for, after tius, [ gathered
sufficient strength on Sunday,to last me the
whole week. However painful my trials from
Monday morniog to Saturday eveming, I bore
themn with courage, for I remembered that no
thina covld prevent tu>, o0 the coming Sunday,
from spending the whole day in company of
my friend.

Then, he had such funoy ideas, my gocd
Xavier ! He was always ready with some new
game. Sametunes we would play at lide-and-
seek, discaverinz wnumerahle and hitherto un
known nooks in the whole house, from the back
lot, to the old garret, wher: the rats bad long
remated 1n undisturbed possession. Then he
weuld invent stories— his vein was inexhauslible
in this respect—in which intervened as ¢ dramatss
personz, the old pictures, formerly so umnterest-
g, but to which, thanks to Xavier, I was be-
comiag strangely attached. But the back lot
offered him the best material for a variety of
amusements, in which bis lively imagination, bis
skill, his daring, which approached rasbness, s
obliging and invariably gay disposition were dis-
plaved under the best advantage.

Meanwhile, the summer was passed and we
were fast approaching the month of October. T
have said that Xavier’s parents were detained in
Paris that yeas, by imnortant business. His re-
aret at not going to Val Thibault was tempered
by the thought that we would not be separated
at the commencement of our friendship,

On the last Sunday but one, 10 September, 1
had scarcely arrived at my auols, when I ran
over to Navier’s. Taking him by the arm, with
that inportant air s2 readily a<sumed by boys of
our age—we lad scarcely completed our twvelfth
year—T told him [ had just learned that T must
enter the Lous-le Grand College.

1 shall orly go out once every twa weeks,’
saul 1, quite sadly ; ¢ and what is waorse, it ap-
pears that I must spead rae of those {wo days of
liberty, at one of my uncles’ who lives at Cour-
bevrie,and who wishes to relieve my aunt of part
of the trouble oceasioned by the poor orphan.’

Xavier, here had one of ikose impulses, worthy
of a loving and sympathiziog beart like hig,
which I coold pever forget, evenif 1 were to
live a hundred years.

* Well " he exclaimed, *T too, will go to
Lows-le-Girand college. We can then see each
other every day, which will be betler than on
Sundays only.

¢ But your parents, will they consent 7’

tOb ) be replied, with a roguish smile ; ¢ papa
always does what wmamma wishes, and mamma
does all T wish.”

Xavier was, in fact, a spoilt ctild, but cne of
those children so hapmly gifted, that if ooe suc-
ceeds somelimes mn spoiling their temper, one
seldom succeeds iz spoiling thewr mind, and never
their beart  Nothing had beea spoiled 1o Xavier.
His parents, it 13 true, gratified all bis wishes,
but he rever wished anylhing unreasonable.

Here, what Xavier desired was compacatively
reasonable. Eor, as much as there may be said
agaiost a college education, Xavier, brought up
at home, by parenis who were not Christians,
and wno would have chosen teachers of their
way of thinking, ran more nsks of remaizing
1ignorant and becomng sceptical and corrupt,
than he would in the college atmospbere, where
gaod and evil live side by side. At enllege,
there were some chances at least, that Xavier,
with s happy dispostion, would follow good

rather than evil ; at Louis-le-Grand, particular-
ly, where my aunt knew that there was an excel-
lent almoner. Madame De Zelther was deeply
t grieved at Xavier's proposition.  She finally ac-
}'qmesced, however, and it was determined that

i we should eater college, together, on the follow-
Ling
-]

week.
] I

! The year 1828 1s memorable for me for an
event of still greater \mportance than the con-
quest of a triend as Navier. It was duriog that
year that [ learned to love God.

Whea on entermg college T found myeelf under
the spinitual direction ot the Abbe Yrap, the
almaner of Louis-le-Grand, I may say that I dud
not know Gad.

I had learned my catechism at Mr, Brinde-
jonc’s, but pretty much as { bad learped arith-
metic and geography—as one learns a tedious
lesson. Nobody had ever spoken to me of God
1o such & manner as to penetrate my youthful
mind, and above all, my soul, with some sertous
idea of that Great Being; never had 1 beea
taught to love Him.

Alas! it is on their mother’s koee that Chrise
tian children hear for the first time, and learn to
lisp the elemeats of religion. I had never knowa
the hanpiness of sitting on such sacred knees?
My aunt, a worthy Christian witbal, but neither
very enlightencd nor very fervent, was satisfied
if my weekly reperts bore the remark ¢ very
good’ under the head of ¢ Religious Instruction.’
The thought never eatered her mind to question
me for the purpose of ascertaiming whether T
understood what was taught me, whether I
realized that, from the humble belief in and
courageous practice of those doctrines, depended
my happiness in life.

Abbe Yran’s principle was that friendship 18
the key of lLiearts. Whenever a new scholar
entered college, Lhe good almorer’s first care was
to become his triend. Ile sought to gamn s
corfidence, 1o make hun catch a ghmpse of the
beauty of religion, of the strength and consola-
tion 1t brings with it. Alas! even at twelve
vears of age, who s there who does not need to
be comforted.

Unless the child who saw this venerable priest
for the first tune, had had already his mind or
trs heart eorrupted, he was conquered. The
Abbe had succeeded in his prelimwary opera-
tions, he had a hold on that soul, and was not
long winoing 1ty aflection—love begets love.

Words cannot express how mach he was be-
loved, this pood Father Yran. Every one re.
spected brm 5 aad, strange to say, I have neveér
heard, even our worse college boys urge against
him the reproach so seldomn spared to the most
Upious priesi : ¢ He 15 following his trade, he is
pawd to preach all this to us,’ elc.

As for me, 1 have already said that T bad not
been spoiled with too much tenderness ; save my
friend Navier, noboady bad ever spoken a loving
word to me. 1 fell an easy prey to the zeal of
the good almoager.

[ shall never forget my first interview with
this holy man.  Methinks I see him now, meet-
ing me at the door of his room, taking me kindly
by the hand, aod raking me sit near him on a
sofa. He kissed me as a father would his child,
and addressed me a few questions, to wlich 1
replied unresistingly, for 1 felt thal they came
from a loving heart,

¢ Poor cild /' he repeated frequently as T tald
him the sad ueglect in wiich bad passed my
early infancy,

He was evidently moved by iy recital of my
intimacy with Xavier; and, when he learned
that my friend had rensuaced the unlimited tree-
dom and many comforts of home, for the restraimnt
and confioement of college-life, merely to be
with ma, he exclaimed ;

¢ He is a noble bearted child, and God will ngt
let im perish.?

He questioned me on my religious knowledge,
and discovered easily that it was very meagre,
and not at all of that kind mentioned by Bossuet,
which ‘ turns to love” He thea remarked with
a kind smile :

! We shall learn over our catechism, my dear
fr;e_m,!. and we shall, avove all, learn to make use
of it. ' '

[ did got quite understand what he meant by
this, but my heart was so well taken with him,
that T was delighted at the thought of ageing
often a man so good and amrable.

I became one of the most constant visitors of -
our desr A'moner, during play hours; and [ may
say that whilst he aever gave me lessons, pro-
perly speaking, during these ioterviews, he taught
me religion. [ learned to love it, to attach my- .
sell to it, as the ceater of all thing=, and to make
it the rule of my acts and of my judgment.

Great had been my happiness when in the ~
midst of my loneliness, Xavier bad oftered. bime :
seif to me, and had peopled with his friendshsp, -
the dreary sohitude of my heart. But bow much- "

greater when, thanks to good Father Yran, 1 -
‘koew Gad aod His religion; when 1 felt,as .-



