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CLARA LESLIE.

A TALE OF OUR CWN TIMES.

cEAPTER Xiil.—Continued.

\When the Catholic world had aaticipated the re-
gurrectien, they were still ingering beside the
tomb ; and Clara weat to Catherine’s oratory,
and there, in the firm faith of ker heart laid dowa
the burdee of her =ma at the feet of him she
thought authortsed to give her absolution in the
pame of God ; aad as she threw herself into Ca-
therine's arms, wien she came out wilh flushed
cheeks, one could read in that sweet countenance
that God bad seec she was truly peoitent, and
givea peace, though far different indeed to that
rest of the soul after a real absolution, of which
Clara was as yet igncrant, And are there not
many bearts who will sull remember the throng

" that evening brought round the door of a certain
nursery of Catholic truth—z.e., Margaret Chapel
—zad the bright garlands of sweet flowers that
fair hands bed twined round the corona and
wotld-be chapcel; the beauliful camelias that
decked the altar; the rich white altar-cover,
witk its three cherubims; tze range of wax-
lights ; the white-robed cloir and clergy,—will
tkey aot remember the tanilling chorus of * Jesus
Chirist t5 risen to-day ! bursting from that band
of earpest hearts?  Will they not think of all
this, azd, strange to au Aoghcan mind stll wrap-
ped up in all this imitation, bless God with burst-
ing beart that all this now is lost for ever, and they
were cow tevelhuz 1o the reality they were then

rearing of and yearning after? Aad Clara ?
Ste telt like ore 10 a dream; ker voice swelled
1a the old Gregorian chaat, which, by tke way
she could not help feeling was not quite exulting
enough (as there did not happen to be especi!
psal;s for suck a service); joned again in the
pragers énce move intoped, aod the last hymnm,
aad the Hallelujak Chorus ; and thep, as she
passed cut of the door, there were happy groups
cosgratulating one agolber, and shaking bands
with teartul eyes ; and Mr. Wingfield came out
frem the other side-door, and his smile was pecu-
harly sweet as be gave her his hand scross the
raihag en passant, and said, ¢ A bappy Easter P
Thea Catbenioe came, agd Xlhzabeth, radiant
with delight ; apd there were words and looks
suck as KEaster-eve, and the excitement and
the excriement and mystery of an Anglican first
confession, ever produce. Lattle by httle the
crowd dispersed ; the carriages drove off: parties
by tero acd three still sauntered along the street ;
and at last the doors were closed, and Clara
breached home. Mildred’s Easter was only to
hezin the “oext day ; but there was plenty of
preparaticn tn the shape of greens apd fowers
gowg on, and she did damp Ciara’s bappy looks,
for she sympathised with them, Shall we tell,
as the finale, kow Clara koelt at the altar the
next morning early, with the two candles on the

-altar actually ht, and, mid figures bending quite
to earth in their prostrate adoratisn, communi.
cated from tae bands of Mr, Morris, and then
repaired to Catherige’s oratory for the thapks-
giving ? She stayed through the long morning
service at Doiglas’s church, and then faisted on
the zofa the moment she reached the room.—
Pretty cearly ali those glad forty days, which she
bad [ooked forward to, were spi ot in-doors. As-
ceusion-day she ventured out for the frst time.—
Whit-Sunday she was agaio allowed to see the
festive preparations she so much loved.
hesith was broked, and a long winter of cough
2ed wepkness was before ker. Poor Clara!

CHEAPTELR L1V.—ECCENTRICITIES.

# Poor wanderers! ye are aore distrast
To find the path whick Ohbrist hag bleas
Tracked by His saintly throng!
Lyrue Apostolita.

Summer came on; July passed away; the
2ib of August arrived. ‘There was to be a
dinner-party i Osnaburgh Terrace, and Mors,
Temple came to sperd the afternoon with Clara,
for she koew she was not that day i a fit state
to veature out tn church, being confined (o the
bouse with a bad foot. She runmg at the door,
aod at cnce made her way into Clara’s room.—
It was at the very top of the house—a large
garret, rather diflerent from ber former ©den’ at
tze Recterj. Ervery thing was as siraple as pos-
sible. A small uncortained bed, at the bead of
which was fastened 2 picture of St. Frencis
d’Assisi, a little strip of bedside carpet, two or
three plain chairs, and a number of tables scat-
tered about the room,—these formed the whole
furoiture. Up m one corner was her oratory,

this time foll i sight, as ¢ the tiny screen’ was.

drawa amde. It was covered with green, the
Trisity color ; and the only thing to be seenupon
it was a very beaulifu! erucitix, surmounted by a
picture ot the ¢ Ecce Howmo.'! Raphael’s ¢ Vir-
gw and Cbud' bad been placed cover the chim-
‘oey-piece, and beneath 1t bung a picture of St.
Clara, which was crowned with a fresh garland

of .flowers. Cosin’s. ¢ Hours of . ‘Prayer’ .and {.

Sherlock’s ¢ Practical Christian’ had been banish-
ed to a bookcase in oce coroer of lherroqml,

But ber

whilst in their place lay the Breviary, whele and
entire (it was only the ¢ Horz’ that lived in
Clara’s pocket) Dr. Pusey’s version of the ¢ Pa-
radise ot the Christian Soul, a Garden of the
Sovl,y and two or.three other similar Catholic
books of devotion. Clara was sitting at a table
wear this oratery, close to the window, absorbed
once more in painting. Well as she bad al-
ways drawn, she was evidently mproved ; and
there was a devotional, almost santly expression
in the features of the old man over whom her
paint-brush was wandering, which she would in
vain have tried to produce some years before.

¢ Why, Clara, this is wonderful;) said Cathe-
rine playfully, as she examined her drawing.—
* You condesceading to paint on paper! I
think I have never seen you succeed in a saint
so well before.’

€1 wonder whether Alan will be ever lke
that 7 said Clara, sighing, as she pensively gave
tae finishing touches to the httle collar and
black babit that forms the dress of the Oratory
Fathers.

* He will bave a glorious saint for bis patron,’
said Catherie, ¢if St. Philip Neri is to be his
nursing father.’

¢ I thought he would uave becorne a Iassion-
1st,” said Clara; fapd | know not what has
seemed to attract me irresistibly towards the bis-
tory of St. Philip Ner: lately ; and then, all of a
sudden, I find Alan has entered his novitiate
long ago in the Oratory. Strange thngs bap-
pen scmetimes.’

¢ How does the window get on?’ said Cathe-
ripe ; for she never seemed to like Clara to talk
of Alan.

¢ One wmedailion 13 finished,” replied Clara,
ing and joining ber at the window ; ¢ but
does pot get on. 1 thick I must wait for one
moment of spiralion to impart a saint-like ex
pression to St. Mary Magdalene’s face. DBt
will you let me dress myself while you examine
it and the progress of my work, and then we
will have a long talk undisturbed before the com-
pany arrives. Ob, what a torment it is to dress
fer a party, and wear finery, and all that non.
sense.’

* You do not like weariog finery,’ replied Ca-
therine. ‘O Clara! one mortification of our
own will, ope obedience, be sure,is more ac-
ceptable to God than a hundred self-willed sa-
crifices,’

¢ Clara was sileat ; sbe slowly raised her eyes
and glanced at herself. ¢ Perhaps you are right.
I certainly do not like wearing all this ; and yet
I feel my old love of display alive within me,
which does like it. O Catherine! when will this
sell be conquered 7 when will this war cease 7—
How can such a soul as mine be fit for tha pres-
ence of God? I struggle on, but my mind
seems 8 chaos: I seem tomake no way. Obh,
surely scme mighty change must pass over the
soul before it appears before God! Death’s
work must be wonderful iv the whole atmosphere
of the soul to fit it for Heaven—for an eternal
contemplation of God in His awful purity and
loveliness.” ‘

*In other wards, it must pass through a state
of purgation,’ replied Catheriae,  or what the
Roman Cuurch calls Purgatory.)’

‘O Cathere, I long to believe :n Purgatory,’
said Clara earnestly ; ¢ but I suppoze ! must not.?
¢ Why not ?” said Catherige.

¢ 1 thought zhat, 2nd the Tovocation of Saints,
replied Clara, ¢ were the two doctrines so corm-
pletely forbidden in the Articles, we could not
get out of the difficuity. Not that I do not
very often most earnestly repeat that touching
convertation, * Sancta Maria, Mater Dei, ora
pro nobis, peccatoribus, nunc et in hora mortis
nostra,” though 1 keow Mr. Winghield would
scold did he kaow it.’

*You seem a most obstreperous child,’ said
Catherine.’

¢ And yet, Catherine, this is another thing 1o
which 1 capnot feel T am domg wrong. I feel
1 am wrong in discheying him in other things,
but mot in thie. DBut to return to the doctrines
of Purgatory, Catherioe ; there is one thing in
it { canoot get over. IHow can it be that the
state of the soul is aat deciled at the moment of
death 2’

¢ That 1s oot the doctrine of the Romau
Chureh, Clara,’ replied Catheriue ; ¢ that is some
Protestant misunderstanding.’

t How ? said Clara, surprized. ¢Is it mot n
kind of second state of trial, like this worla 7—
So I have always been taught.’

¢ Catholics believe, replied Cathersne, ¢that
at the moment of death the soul appears 1 the
presence of God, and there its good and evil
actions are exammed ; judgment is pronounced,
and it it is condemned to hell, the demons take
possession of it ; 1t it1s saved, it for the most
part has to expiate smaller faults in the fire of
Purgatory, before st passes into the regions of
the blest.’ . .

Clara sat musing. :

¢ Tts good and evid actions

£Is-
tins

examined—ah !—’
weighed m the balazce! O Catherine, bow'

termble! And if the good actions do not out-
weigh the evil ones, that soul is lest eternally!
How bave I laid awake at mght and thought
ever this—and it issuch a terrible thought! I
bave 70 good works; my evi! ones are infinite.
How wili my good works over outweigh my
sms? O Catherine! I bave passed sleepless-
nights over this question, and I cannot upravel it
—allis so dark and intricate. So, then, only
only those who will one day attan Heaven are
admitted to Purgatory. I must thik about it;
it cannot enter my mind yet. I dare say T shall
lie awake to-night.’

¢ Are your meditations made at night, dear
cinld 7

¢ [t has always been my bappy tume,’ replied
Clara, ‘even i my young days—my days ot
earthly bappmess. The hours [ spent at mid-
night out of bed in reciting Offices were the
bappiest of the day; and now that 1 cannot
sleep at mght, 1 lie io bed and rouse. My win-
dows are concocted at night,and the patterns
for iy embroidery, and all those litile pictures,
too ; they pass oge by one before me in the dark.
If 1 have some new idea in my mind, I think
and thigk, tll 1t assumes a tangible form, or it
incorperates itsell . my belief, I thisk neariy
all my Creed bas bees adopted, bit by mit, doring
those mid night bours.

Catberige stroked down the glowy locks com
passionately.

¢ [t is sad to hate to work one’s way to truth,
to be one’s owan guide to the Catholic faith.?

¢ But God las guided me also,” replied Clara.
‘How 1 can trace His Hand, teachmg me to
lore Him, teaching we what His love i3, from
the moment He began takiog from me what I
was absorbed 1a before! I was, just what papa
used 10 tell me I was (and I did oot believe)
*absorbed :a poetic imaginations aboct samts and
angels; thinking T knew what the iove of God
was; and 1 was quite insensible to ¢, ad un-
aware even of what it meant. No wonder he
felt a lack iu me, and used to thiok me shallow ;
and pow I date my first learniog to love Him
from that terrible stroke which took everything
from e at once, Tt bas made me jealous of
spendiog my thoughts on saiuts and angels.—
Sometimes I scarcely dare even think of meeting
dear papa himself in Heaven, [ long so that my
whole soul may be rapt in Lhe thought af meeting
Hiig, the Lord of Sain's, our Love, our Jay,
the Vision of Beauty and Punty.

Clara’s couatenance hghted up nto one of ber
old bright, alinost ecstatic, looks, and Catherine
bent orer it, and londly kissed her forehead.

¢1 should fear all that worshipping ¢f Saigts
aad tbe Blessed Virgin that the Boman Church
author:zes,” she added, ¢it would be ac almost
izsarrmountable difficulty to rae.

Catherine’s countenance altsred.

¢ You would net, if you had experienced the
elficacy and wisdom of it, dearest Clara, <aid
sbe earpesily.

¢ It seems to me puttiog the Blessed Virgin
and the Salats in the place of our Blessed Lord,’
continized Clara, ¢ makiing them almost owmai
present.’

¢ It 13 not rather,” replied Catherine, ¥ cn jour
part, lowering the idea of our Blessed Lord’s
Diviniy into something of the place where Ca-
tholics put our DBlessed Lady, and the other
samts of God, who are ever lLiving absorbed in
Him? How can weimagine what ibe wnter-
course of the invisible world must be? Do an-
gels converse together in words? It seems to
me like a portion of the same uabelief (hat would
assert that our Blessed Lord’s gloriied Hemaan-
ity caonot be in Heaven and 1o rullions of places
on earth at the same time. Do you thwk that
our guardian aogels are not ever in the presence
of God, ever coaversing igeffably with Him,
though occupied in guarding usupon earth! Do
they take time to traverse the regions of im-
mensity, hke we poor mortals? Surely, surely,
we bave very little intercourse with the uanseen
world in comparison with those, our favored bre-
thren, who are allowed all this expanding of their
spiritual nature towards the wouderful world that
surrounds us.

¢ Why do you call them Catholics, Cathe-
rine ?* said Clara.

¢ I am accustomed to the title,” replied Cathe-
rine evasively ; ¢ you koow they will oot accept
of anp other,and I bave constant intercourse
with them. B

¢ Is it not very daogerous for you, Catherine ?°
asked Clara. )

Catberine paused : it seemed 2 pamfol ques-
tion. At last she sud:

¢ God will give me pgrace to do His Will. 1
could not choose. He placed me in my present
situation.’ '

*I never could yet understand,’ said Ciara,
¢ bow people cas leave tte English Chburch on
any grounds but feeling. 'We bave the Succes-
sion—even Roman Catholics themselves allowed
this—therefore we bave the Sacraments. I never
could understand people’s doubting the Sacra-
ments of the English-Church. - And: then noth-

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 23, 1866.

i

ing remaias but the superior privileges to be ob-
taimed in the Church of Rome; and surely this
15 a0 ground wherefore we are 1o leave a situa-
tion 1 which God has placed us,’

¢ Certainly not,” said Catherine; ¢but for
truth’s sake, dearest Clara, I caunot let you con-
tinue so much o error. Catholics do not allow
we have orders ; their theologians say it 13 very
doubtful—all but certain that we bave aot; and
whenever a clergyman like Newman, and others
who become Romaa Catholics, wish to be priests,
they are re-ordaiaed, altbough 1t is a doctrine of
the Church that Holy Orders cannot be given
twice without sacrilege. DBesides this, there s
the question ol jurisdiction, tbe effect of
which is to prove that, even if we had the Suc-
cession, our priesis would have no power to ab-
solve. 1 say all thus, dear child, because I don’t
see that it helps us i trying to do the Will of
God to take false interpretations of Catholic doc-
trine. I thiok we cught to know exactly what
they say they belizve, and then answer it ; now
our controversary contents itself with staling our
views of ther faitk, 2nd then replying, and this
is an easy victory.’

¢ But, then, it se2ms to me,” continued Clara,
¢as if it were oot our business to sudge, God
has placed guides over cne. I stay i the Angli-
can Church on Br. Wingheld’s authorty.

¢ And what woulc you do if Mr. Wingfield
were to die? 1 o uct think be will she added,
perceiving that Clarz winced at the very word
¢ I coly nake ti:e suppesition.’

¢ T don’t know,” ssid Clara 5 *perhaps I should
get another who thicks exactly like him—whom
T thought he would approve,’

Catherine was sieat. She was sittmg at
Clara’s frame, going oa with her embroidery, while
Clara sat on a looistool at her feet—her favorite
place,—and she beot over the work. At last
she said, in ber guiet, sublime toses,—

¢ T thizk we must all beware, our personal
love to our direcrors biind our eyes to she truta,
A Catholic’s guide must not be one man,—that
were a seclarias spirit 1adeed,—but the Cburch.’

Clara answered uot. Catheripe bad wakened
up a traiu of thoughts which haunted her night
after pight, and roused suspiciops which every
word of ber friend oow served to strengthen.—
Things which passed usheeded before now seem-
ed a confimation of her thoughts, apd never could
tkat speech be effsced from ber memory. Ca-
therine sat silent too ; and at last, looking at her
watch, asked Clara whether she had said Vespers.

¢ St. Clara’s second Vesoers,” said Clara, smil-
mg. ¢ Never mind iis not bewng ip the Anglican
Calendar. 1 must suy the Vespers of my own
saiot. Besides the * Commune Virgioum' 11 so
beauriful ;* and she clasped her pet Hora be-
tween her hands, exclaiming, * Veni, electa mea, et
posum ic te thorum weam, Aleluia f— Aileluia !
— Afllelnia " she repeated, going towards the
oratory, ughting the candles beside the crucifix
and pulling down the blinds, so as to throw a
double hight on the beautifully modelled crucifix.

Caitherine waiched her round the room. She,
too, bad passed through the furaace of affliction,
and there beea sternly tavght Cathelic truth:
she, too, had had ber 1dols shattered in a day;
and she felt in her mmost heart that the day
wherein Clara’s coofidence in her Anglican posi-
t:on would be shaken to its foundations was near
at band ; aod when she thanked God that she
was, as it were, placed near her, to kelp the frad,
tender plant through the storm of doubl that
awaited ber.  Ard then their two sweet voices
alternately recited psalm, antiphon, and versicle :
and Clara’s face Iighted up mto an expression of
radiant bappiness, and Catherine’s became more
calmly trusting, though still wora and sad. They
had scarcely finished when Mildred’s voice at the
door, in its sweet, joyous accents, was heard
summoning Clara isto the drawing-room.

CHAPTER XV.—A DINNER-PARTY.
 Uh that they knew what faith can work,
What Sacruments can do!
What simple love i3 like, on fire,
{n hearta abioived and true I*
Falher Faber,
Ciara and Mrs. Temple bad kardly entered the
room before there was a knock at the door, and
tbe Flenorable M¢. Courtnay was anpounced.—
A minnte after, Mr. Wiogfield and Mr. Morris
made thesr appearacee, and Clara ran out to wel-
come Ehzabeth Dilton. They bad just un-
cloaked, and were eatering the drawing-room,
when the last guests arrived n the shape of a
Mr. Mervile asd s sister, the former apparent-
ly one of the nicest-lookmg * young clergymen
Clara bad ever set ber eyes on. He turced out,

however, to be older tban he looked, and that"

betore dinner was over Clara found out that Mrs
Merville was abroad for bealth, and he was ob-
liged very shartly to follow her. Miss Merville
was an old friend of Mildred’s, and Mr., Court-
nay was a young man Whom' Clara also socon
found out had met Dlr. Merville abroad. There
was much taik duriog dinaer about public affairs,

the general to pic of fhe'day; and Mr. Mer-
ville won Clara’s. beart- at,.once by mentioning | -
that a-{etter he bad received from Parrs said that
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the French expected young Louis Napoleon to
be in time proclaimed Emperor, and then to see
the restoration of the Bourbons in (he person of
Henrt Cing. e then began a description of a
Benediction bhe had seen from Lue Quirinal io
Rome ; tbe people following the Pope’s carriage
tn crowds, kneeling i his path, and almost mad
with excitement, till they had got tbe Holy Fa-
ther out into the balcony to bless them as they
filled the square with thewr acclamations, Clara
listened with ghstening eyes, and even Douglas
relaxed, as le went on contrastiug this with the
precipitate flight of ¢ the people’s idal” behind the
Bayarian mimster’s carriage. Mr. Wing-
field seemed shocked at this, and declared «t was
a pusillanimous desertion of hls post, which M.
Morris seemed as shocked at his sayrog. M.
Courtnay, who had accompanied Clara down to
dinger, in vain attempled (o engage ber attention
and at last found himself condemned to ut in
silence and hsten to what was going on. The
ladies soon retired to the drawiug-reom, and
when there were loud in their prases of Mr.
Merville.

* What a ringing laugh,’ exclaimed Elizabeth
Daliton ; it does one’s heart good to hear it.!

*I1 congratulate you, Emily, said Mildred,
placing her hand playfully on Miss Merville’s
shouider ; ¢ 1 did not Lnow your brother was such
a mce person.

¢ He is a general favorite,’ rephied Miss Mer-
ville, smiling.

¢ 1 do not wonder at it,” observed Mrs. Lem-
ple; ¢ be has such a fuad of anecdote and cater-
tatament.’

Clara was perfectly silent for ouce, but she
thought she bad never seen a sweeter counten-
ance or more engaging manners. As to lis voice
aad laugh, they were urresistible ; they were so
mqsxcal, and yet so merry and gentle, though
quite a contrast to Mr. Wingfields. When the
gentlemen came up, they found ihe two young
ladies seated at the table, their work thrown
aside, and their heads beat over oue book, while
the tliree others were gathered round the fire 1n
close conversation, Mr., Morris was the first to
appear, and two pair of sparkling eyes were tn-
stantly turned up to him with an expression of
affectionate respect, as be kindly asked what they
were reading.  Clara turned up the back of the
book, and answered, smuling,

*From Osford to Rome ?

¢ Do you like the book 7’ asked Mr. Morsis.

¢] fancy it must be just what would happea,’
replied Clara ; ¢ Do you not thiak so, Mr. Mor-
ris ¥ she addec, tunidly.

I-‘(.;[ should rather doubt 1t in some cases,” be re-
plied. :

¢ I was only thioking of myself,’ replied Clara H
¢ I fancy it ts just what I should do and feel were
I ta leave the Anglican Church.’

‘But they say Mr. Newman is disconteant-
ed,’ observed Elizabeth appealing to Mr. Mor-
ris.

¢Ishould pot thick 1t lkely, was the quiet
reply ; ¢ he bas not acted as though be were dis-
contenled.’

¢ How I should like to have heard ks sermon
fast Feast of the Circumcision,’ said Clara, 1n an
uader tone, slyly looking up m Mr, Morris's
face j ‘ but when [ mentioned even a thought of
it to Douglas, be told me if I went out of lus
touse on such an erracd, I should aever come
back to it again.

Mr. Wingfield, as my readers kuow, bad quick
ears, and Clara’s wounting colour betrayed that
she perceived that iz bad beard her speech ; for
be was just passing at the moment, and hal®
turned round his head.

¢ Catberine went to bear it,’ observed Eliza-
beth; ¢ but you know they say there 15 madness
inf his, family, and that he has not escaped a touch
ot it.

Clara even forgot Mr. Wingfields presence
w the iodignant, O Elizabeth !’ that escaped
har.  Mr, Morris actually Jaughed outright, and
Mr. Wingfield turaed round and said,

¢ Do they say so, Miss Dalios, I ceally
thivk it is very probable. Perhaps « is the only
way of accounting for his leaving the Church of
England.! '

Clara’s colour mounted high, and she became
serious. Her heart would oot let her think Mr.
Wingfield was right, and yet he was such very
high autbority. Meaatime, Mr. Morris was ex-
amiaing Clara’s work., It was a piecé of the
very finest cambric, beautifully embroidered o
satin stitch. Elizabeth’s was less intricate ; it
was merely a piece of lnea with one of Pugin’s
Patterns in red and blue cotlon commenced upon
it. S

¢Is this a corporal you are working, Miss
Leslie ?” be asked. - Clara seemed 'to wish to
bnde it away, but Elizabed wickedly unfolded the
delicate performance, and displayed some.alegin®
little red crosses in the middle and corders; and
round the edge a legend in Gothic letters raised
upon the finestlinen,. : [ e T

¢This is Clara’s ¢ chef d'eavre,’ * cried she 3
¢ can‘you read:the legend 7 - ' ¢ - . '
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