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THE MEDAL,
OR THE
ISFLUENCE OF EARLY IMPRESSIONS.
BY F. M.
(f‘rom the Catkolic Standard.)

Tn 2 small witlage of one of the southern pro-
sinces of France lived the widow Marie Laval,
who bad an only son, whose tender iofancy called
forth all those cares and anxieties which usually
§i1 the maternal bosom. Day by day the gener-
ous nature of the child developed itself, and the
early sweetness of 1ts disposition soothed the
Jbor of bis poor mother and gave her hope of
baving in ber old days one whose tenderness
would smooth the decliniog path of ber life, and
on whom she might conpfidently rest when no
longer able to contend with that world whose
troubles were already wearyiog ber, Maris
Laval was a pious woman, and nooe ip the ril-
lage was more noted for the pure and Christian
observance of the religious teachings of the good
curate, who watched over the inhabitants of the
little. vitlage with that solicitude which notes the
true miister of God.  The ltile Pierre was
marked with all the vivacity common to child-
hood, and with mare than the intelligence that
commonly belongs to that period of hfe. Fre-
quent were his lively and eccentric sallies that
astonisbed and delighted the villagers, and which
turnished the culendar of the village marvels
with many avecdotes to delight the rustic circles
of bis pative wvillage.

His mother’s heart plowed with maternal
pnde—the only pride kuown to bher—as she
listened to the praise and admiration which daily,
and on every side, greeted her boy ; though oftea
the tear which joy had summoned to her eye
was driven back by the doubt lest Pierre was
rash, or that some of his hvely (reaks might not
be altogether such as should demand commenda-
tion. Tenderly and fondly as a wother only
feels, she watched over bis blooming ycuh,
snd carefully as a Christian mother she ostilled
into his bosom those principles of religion which
correctly direct the actiops of lite aud fit the soul
for that fight to regions destined [or its lasting
und joyful repose.

The curate ot the village, who bad early
panifested a great degree of tnterest in the
welfare of Pierre, imparted to bim the rudiments
of education, and found (be only reward he
songht for his labor in the rapid scvancement of
bis pupil. The pride which the boy felt in the
superiority shown by him 10 rustic sports, was
pot a hitle increased, when he bebeld bis com-
papions, less favored by a cultivated mind, re-
ceiving bis opinions as the declarations of an
oracle. In fact, the labors of the curate and
their successful results, were begioning to arouse
a suspicion that they were turned from their le-
gitimate object, and instead of begelling that
modesty which usually marks the acquisition of
knowledge, were arousing in youug Pierre an
inordiate pride snd spint ot self-sufficiency.

Pierre’s course of hfe Sowed on 1n an almost
tnvaried chansel, until be bad complited his
eighteenth year, when events which had changed -
the destiny of a great nation, were zbout 1o
take bum trom scenes and mauners of hife which
had otberwise probably been allotted tn him.

The French revoluticn bad broken out, and
although for n time its fierce operations were
confined to the metropalis, yet ils progress was
watched with a deep interest in all parts of
France, 'The discussion of those principles
which bad caused it, bad not been confined to
Paris.  In fact the revolution in America, which
bad afforded so many occasions to gratify the
national pride by the chivalrous conduct of the
sons of France, had also by 11s successful ter-
mination, and the political happiness which it was
said ta have ¢nerced on Americans, attracted a
significant attention to those ‘principles upun
which it was foundel, acd which appear to be
congenal to that spirit of hberty and 1odepen-
dence, 80 natural to the bosom of mam.

It 15 unnecessary to speak bere of the pro-
gress of that movement, of those enormities which
atteaded the early part of 1ts career and aroused
at once the terror and pity of the good. Re-
hgion was for a while subverted, and infidelity
pervadad all classes of society.

. The wars in ‘which Fraoce was at this time
1avolved, rendered 1t necessary to resort to the
conscription, and among the earhest of the pro-
Vidces vitited was that -in which our hero lived.
Like most Frenchmen the glory of a soldier’s
Iite bad often - formed the subject of -Prerre’s
thoughte; and when we add to this consideration
the daring and adveoturous clisracter of the
young man, it -will not surprise usif Pierre felt.
but little ‘apprebension at.. the prospect of being:
tradsferred to'that mode:of life which would ap-
peer 56 well suited for’ him. * *Tis true that the’
thoughts of parting from'bis affectionate mothér,
the kind curate, and. all those friends who ap=
peared inseparably connected with every re-
membrance of ‘pleasure, and all the joys of Ins

boyhaod and bis early manbood,
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-n‘-vou-ld fit ns !rand -!-hrat light and gay temperament which had

breast with pain, and for a while change the ' endeared him to hiz companions had fled. He

course of his thoughts.
for a military life came with a renewed force as

Bt his predilections  no longer maislained his accustomed respect to

lis superiors, and wag so regardless of disciplive,

often as pews arrived of another one of those ] that for some breach of it he was sentericed to a
many victories which were covering the arms of !

France with an imperishable laurel and throwmng
around her banoers that hight of military glory,
which time can never dim, and that shall forever
excite the wonder of the world,

The cfficers to whom was allotted the duty of
enzolling conseripts arnved m the litlle village
in which Pierre lived. The work went ateadily
on, and Pierre with others was called on to take
bis chance for the army. The lots were drawn
and the heart of Pierre bounded with joy aa be
found that he had been enrolled, aod be looked
witn wonder on the joyful visages of maoy of
those who liud escaped his fortune, so great was
bis 1dea of the noble career and the glorious ex-
citement of a soldier's life.  Pierre started
rapidly for his cottage to make the necessary
preparatioos for his departure, but 23 he drew
within sight of it, somebow his heart beat more
slawly, and tus foot lost its elasticity, It was
now that Pierre was to taste of sorrow ; a bun-
dred painful thoughts flaw rapidly through ins

_excited brain, 1o all of which his mother appear-

ed stricken with sorrow at the loss of hm. In
vain be endeavored, with a desperate exertion,
to change the current of his feelings by calling
to his mind that he was about to enter on a
glorious career ; 1n vain he tried to fancy him
self returning from the wars covered with honor
and titles, and the joy with winch his mother
wanld meet bim in the day of his pride. Bat
stll be could see, he could feel nothing, but the
grief of that mother to whom he was so tenderly
attached. As be reached his docr he stopped
before entering, aod sitting down, be buried his
face in tus hands 20d gave bimself up to the hbit-
ter reflections that were overpowering him.

Who shall describe the agony which filled the
beart of Marie when she learned, from her pale
and weeping sop, the misfortune that had fallen
on her. For a long time Pierre’s endeavors to
comfort and alleviate her sorrows were truilless
But what kis filial exeruons could not accom-
plish, she sought from Heaven, and the prayers
which she addressed to the Great Consoler were
not uaheard.

'The day of departure arrived, and Prerre was
about to jomm his companions and as the roll of
the drum broke the stilloess of the village,
Pierre knelt aud besought the blessiag of his
parent. With an aching heart she turned her
streaming eyes to heaven, and praved the Fa
ther to watch and guard her son. Then taking
from her neck one of those small religious

medals, bearing an image of the Blessed Virgir, !

sbe gave it to bim aod besought him 8s often a3
be looked upon 1t, to remember those religious
principles she bad so often taught bim in the -
pocent days of bis childhood. As Pierre took
it, he rend aloud, with fervor, the short, sweet
oraper with which the medal was encircled :
¢ Mary, concerved without sin, pray for vs.’

Pierre jewed bis comrades. The scene was
one of wterest. Here might be seea same
family group, the head of which was taking what
was felt to he, and perbaps sadly true, a lasting
farewell. Others, reekless in their feelings, ¢end
bound to thewr early home by no tender tes,
were manifesting a wild aod hall joyous excite-
ment, which contrasted strangely and even pain-
fally with the groups to which we have re-
ferred,

We will pass over tle early part of Pierre’s
mihlary hfe, nor will it be necessary to oofe the
despondency which preyed upon m as often as
he thought ot kis mother. New scenes, new
modes of life, and the turmoil and the dangers of
the camp, gradually brought mith them pew feel-
ings.

gSome years have elapsed from the time of his
departure, when a great and painful chioge
might have been observed w Pier;e. Constant
intercourse with those who were devoid of reli-
gion, and who had substitated for it a blind be-
lief m tatality, had doue much to weaken tbe re—
hgtous faith of Prerre. He heard constantly the
most sophistical reasons advanced to sustain this
horrid doctrine, and olten found it diffieull to
combat them ; he was shut out from ihose who
might have confirmed his waveriog faith, and we
must acknowledge, that these bad teachers often
fovad a strong advocate in that buman pride,
which gratified its possessor by wducing bim to.
believe that in differing from so many of bis
{eilow creatares, be was evincing a superior
koowledge. As might be expected, Pierre was
a brave soldier. 'Was a breach to be entered,
who 50 brave as Pierre? Who was first in the
forlorn hope7 Pierre. He was the pride of
‘bis regiment, and his comrades looked upon bis
‘rapid promoticn as  seltled guestion. Proud as

be was of ‘praise, and ‘honored ‘as he was, yet

Pierre was not happy. Pierre had grown m—
fidel, and the great consolation in all troubles

was wanting. He grew gloomy and irritable,

punishment, that had for him bo other severity
than the humiliation it was about to inflict.

A regard, however, for his former exemplary
conduct and his constant gallantry, induced the
commander of his regiment to pardon him. But
Dierre felt disgraced by the sentence, and as the
regiment was on the eve of an undertakiog
which was deemed desperate, Pierre resolved
that it should be his last, and that on the field
he would at the same time end his life aod re-
trieve bis character.

The enzagement was, as expected, of the
most sanguwinary character.  Pierre was n the
foremost ranks. The dead and wounded fell
aroucd him as the regiment advanced, and more
than once the advancing column wavered uader
the deadly fire of the enemy, but the voice of
Pierre 1o its mad excitement, was heard above
the din of battle, and that voice which, 1o many
an action had cheered bis droopmg comrades,
was not beard m vain, The noble conduct of
Pierre on tkat bloody day, reasserted, if neces-
sary, the justness of his claim to the uile of
¢ the brave Pierre,” which his comrades had long
before coaferred on him. At last the epemy
were routed, and as the ery of victory burst jrom
the conquercrs, Pierra tell, desperately wounded.
He was carried to the hospital, and there for a
loog time bis life was despaired of.

Pierre’s regiment bad taken up its line of
march, and Pierre had taken, as be believed, a
last farewell of his companions. Left amoog a
few strangers, and racked with pain, bis mind
was filled with the most torturing reflections,—
He was oae day thinking vpon his late disgrace.
At any time, tbis was a most pamnful sibject, but
more so now, wheo his mind was weakeped by
long sickoess, and lts feelings rendered most
painfully acute. The very departure of his regi-
mernt, necessary as it was, be looked upon as an
abandonment of him as one disgraced. His life
had become burdensome to bim, and the resolu-
tion which he hal formed upen the eve of his
last engagement, again possessed bim. Regard-
less of s old religious trainmg, forgetful of the
happiness with which it had surrounded him, the
wretched Pierre, determined to manifest his be-
lief in fatalism by a very consistent display of
the tendency of that belief. Pierre was about
to become a suicide. By same meens or other
be became possessed of » weapon, and when left
to himself, he determined to end his wretched
beiog. He did not look long tor an:wccasion.
Raising tnmself, as well as he was sble, from his
pallet, he was tearing open the bosom of his
shirt, when his band became entangled in a cord,
and as he was rudely disepgaging his band, the
cord broke, and he held the medal, which his
tender mother bad placed around bis neck upon
his departure from home. He paused for 8 mo-
ment but that rause was the salvation of Pierre.
He thought of his mother and of his partmg from
bér. He beheld her again with tearful eyes,
prayiog Heaven to guard and protect him. And
remorse wrung his heart as he reflected how he
bad disregarded her last admontion to remember
the religious principles she had taught him-m his
youth, His heart softened and teuder feehngs
made it throb with the same pulse it bad knowa
io his better and happier days. In fancy, he
once ~gan hved through the days of bis moocence,
his mother, and the good otd curate, the simple-
bearted friends of bis youth all stood betore bim,
and he felt be migbt again be bappy. He looked
upon the medal and almost mechancally read the
words which it bore : ¢ Mary, conceived without
sin prey for us.’ Again he reverted to the time
when be koelt at his mother’s feet and received
ber blessing, aud the old feehng overcoming him,
he cried out with fervor: ¢ Mary, cooceived
without sin, pray for us’ Tears streamed from
hus eyes, as the influence of his early religious
impressions gradually stole over him and trem-
bled witb horror as he considered the dreadful
fate, from which he had escaped. He began
now to oe more cheerful, and the gloom which
had oppressed him gradually disappeared before
the light that was breaking upon bhim. His now
trangul mind helped to advance rapudly bis cure,
and in about a month he was able to rejon his
regiment., 'The desperate hravery he had shown
and the great service he had. rendered, in the
engagement to which we bave referred, did not
g0 upsoticed by his supertors. e was received
with joy by Iis old companions, end 1t was e
marked with satisfaction that he had recovered
his former cheerfulness of spirite. Prerre was
promoted for his conduct 1o the last action, and
what 1s rare upon such oceastons, there was no
envy expressed by his less fortunate comrades, so
much’ was be beloved by them,; We shall not
follow him further through kis military career,
nor stop to tell how be advanced .from step to
step, until be had attaned an exalted ravk in the
army, Btt we may remark that-he has been

frequently seen to pore over the medal, espe-
cially before a buttle.

Upon the conelusion of one of his rzost sue-
cessful campaigos, be visited bis mo’her, for the
first time since he left ber, a weeping couscript.
How shall we describe the joy of that meeting?
Materoal joy hke maternal sorrow, beggars the
power of description.  Shortly atter this wisit, be
retired from the army, and his t eart has bounded
with gratitude as often as he has refated the
terrible tate he escaped, by baving tbe force of
true religion and the good teaching of his youth,
revived by means of THE MEDAL,

THE UNFORGIVEN SISTER.

Tt was a pretty sceve in the rich parlor that
winter afterpoon. A little pirl with shining
golder curls, and radiznt eyes tn which gleamed
a2 world of love and beauty, sat upon a richly—
embroidered cushion, which she had throwa from
tne sofa. In her lap she held a little dog, and
by ber side lay a wreath of bright bot-bouse
flowers, With these latter she was decking the
bright silver collar worn around the neck of the
former, wmith many a crow of delight as the little
dog snapped playfully at the flowers, alternately

looking wistfully into the face of his little mis-
tress.

Yet at that moment the door opened, and one
made ber appearance therem who did oot see the
beauty of the pieture. Her first exclamation
was: ¢ Why, Minnie/ you naughty, naughty
girl!  What are vou doing ¥’

The supshive was gone from the child’s face
in an mstant. She jumped hurriedly vp from her
seat on 1he cushion, with a look of sorrow and
fright on her tace, while tbe little dog scampered
beneath the sofa, aud stood peeping timidly
forth,

Little Minoie bad nat suspected, until that
momeat, that the bauquet that she had taken be-
longed to her sister ; and eveo then she did not
koosw bow rare and costly it was; although she
kaew that she had done somethiog wroog, and
felt very sorry for it. So, after starding timdly
a momernt in the ceotre of the room, where she
had risen from the cushion, she approached the
other, and said: ¢ Dear sister Edith, you will
oot be angry with me, will you? Plense for-
give me. | did not mean to do wrong.’
¢ No, Minnte,’ was the reply of the other,¢I
sball not forgive you ! Indeed you have been
very paughty, and I do oot love you !’

Not love her ! Not lave that frail, beautiful
bud, the pride and light of the house? Ab,
Edith Somerville ! less than buman you must be,
to stand there, and say that, with those beseech-
mg, tearful eyes upturned to yours.

But Edith was very much vexed just then,
and heeded not the pleading look that she drove
away from the sinfess httle face. She was too
much takeo up with thioking of ber bouguet.—
Tt was one just seat from the green house, and
which she was to wear at a grand ball that even-
ing. So she bent angrily down to the floor, and
commenced gathering up the flowers, finally
catching hold of the little dog’s leg, and pulling
bim roughly from hs hidiog place beneath the
sofa, to get those which were in his collar.

* Please don’t hurt my dog!” said the little
Minnie, with tremulous ip, ¢ He has done no-
thing naugbty.’

‘Phough said in the kindest of tones, this still
further irritated Edith, and she replied sharply :
¢ Go into the nursery. You are very naughty,
and I do oot lore you.’

Mnnie tried to say something more ; but the
swelliog in her throat choked her, and she went
sileatly from the presence of her sister Edith, to
cry bitterly at her thoughtless act, and ber sis-
ter’s cruel rebuke.

Meanwhile Edith busied herselt m preparing
for the ball. At last she was ready, and then
grouped the flowers together in her bosom, not
without noticing that the Igveliest bud was
crushed and brokea.

At the garden gate, just as she was stepping
into the carriage, she heard a pleading voice be-
hind her, and, lookiog back, saw little Mianie
stapding balf~way down the walk, the bright De-
cember mcon shiming full and radiantly down
upon ber, She md run out bare-headed, to ask
again for ber proud suter’s forgiveness. Very
pretty, she losked 10 the mooohght, ber bright
hair sparkling its sofi beams,

¢ Please, Edith,’ said the timid voice——* please
say you forgive me before you go., I am se
sorry.” '

Who but one bent on gratifying her owa plea~
sure st all hazards, could have withstood this
second appeal 7 Yet so will pride and . self love
‘harden even the least obdurate hearls uuless re-
‘)gion sheds 1ts peaceful and benigoant influence,
here, to counteract the haleful wickeduess of .the

‘former. ‘Although her beart softened a Iittle as

she 'saw:the:frail. ¢bild standieg just.the other,
side of the gate, yet she thought 1t would oot do

to show mster feelings now, after lhe spectacle
of the alternoon, and thought, mareover, a little

disciplive was geedful ; so she only said : ¢ There..
there ; run into the house, Mimnie. You'll catch
cold. Don’t worry me now about my forgive~
vess. You've been very naughty, and I don’
thiok you have had time to repeat properly.’

. *Aod with these heartless words, she stepped:
into the carriage, the footman closed tie daor,
and away they rattled down the streat.

Edub did not bave the pleasant time that sbe
anticipated. Somehow, 2 little mooun'it face in
the gravelled walk constantly appeared between
her and the brilliant caruscations of light that
fasbed on all sides in the ball room ; and a little
childish voice, full of piteous, tender pleading,
seemed to ceaselessly ring in her ears, and drowe,
the music that swelled arsund her on all sides:

When at last the ball began to draw towarda:
its close, Edith halled it with delight, inasmuch
as it would enable her to forgive and kiss the:
Ittle sister to whom she had refused that boon a
few bours previous, But she soon recollected,
wflh a pang, that she had promised to go home-
with ber auot, Lady Hanbury, to Kew. after the.
b_a”. aod stay a couple of days. How loag a:
time that seemed. How far off mas the propitia-.
tion thus placed, -

Edith spent rwo miserably restless days at thie
bhaouse of ber aunt, and then started to seek azain
the shelter of ber own roof. She pansea an
wstant at the gate, almost dreading 1o go in, yet
could not tell why, She knocked at the door
eervously, yet Hope all the time whispered that
Miaate would be the firat to bear the poise. But
0o. Where could she be? Where the little
form that usually bounded to meet the elder
sster 7 All silent. No one to meet her. Even
the kitten, that usually frisked about ber in such
Joy, bardly noticed her ; now merely raising ats
head, and openiag ils great, yellow eyes,as it lay
on the lounge, Woasshe so great a crimmal,
then? Ah, Low the conscience lashes the sou)
when o wrong action has been done. Pocr
Edith suffered ensugh then to bave been spared.
the great retribution that was to follow, if )t haé,
not been otherwise ardesned,

Edith atill stood 10 the centre of the room,
listening to the whispering of that dreadful fore-.
boding, when another opened, and her mother
stepped an'tly anross the threshold,
¢Ab, Edith " she said, startiog at the unex-
pected sight, and a soft smie plaving over fea-
tﬁres thathiooked wan and careworn ; ‘} am glad
that you have come. We were jus ing:
send far you,’ st going to
¢ Why? almost gasped she. 7 —_
is. Minnie ;o P 'l anythumg
¢ Minnee is very ill. The doctor says her hfe
bangs on a very slender thread. She has the
brain fever.’
¢ Ob, bow monstrous my wickedness seems to
me now. Let me see her at once, and ask her
forgixeness for—
¢ Alas it would be useless. She kasows po
one, and understands nothing that is said to her?
* But I muct see her.’

* Not now, when you are so discomposed.—
Everything must be very quiet around her.?

‘But how long bas she been ill? inquired
Edith, in an unsteady voice.

* She was takeo the very night you went away;
We missed her shortly sfter you had gane, and
could not find her for a long time. At last she
was discavered quite by accident, sitting 1n the
arbour near the gare, sound asleep, She bad
been crying about somethwng, we thought; but
she was so sleepy we did not question her, snd in
the moroing she was out of her mind. She keeps
cootually calling for you, and beseeching your
torgiveness for something she has doge.’

¢ My forgiveness !’ groaned the uahappy Edith..
¢It is I who should ask bers. Aa she sat down:
in the arbour on that cold night, and went to:
sleep.  Oh, how shall I ever forgive myself />

Tlien, with maoy a groan and flood of tears,
Edlth told her mother the story, sparing herself
in no particular.

* You did very wrong, Edith,” was all the mo-.
ther said, sithough her Leart was sorely tried.
¢ She ia very sensitive, and the least thiog affects’
her. Her wrong was at most a negative one,
and yours a positive. If she should never re
cover, you——’ .

¢ Never recover I” screamed Edith, ¢ But she
musi\.I I should

* Nay, my daughter,” smd the mother, calml
¢ Do not add impiety to your sins, 'She'ls 1 t{:
hands of a bigher Power than we. If He wills,
it, she may still remain with us ; 1f not, she will
only have gone where ske will have escaped a:
great deal of sin an suffering.’ :

Edith went to the bedside, and passiopately’
repeated little Minme’s -name, coupling its fer
vent utterance with a piteous appeal for forgives.
Dess; but the tones awakened no response:save
a vacaot stare of the large biue ‘eyes, now io
.blank 1n the fever of deliium. ~Tlien, a moment
Jater, the lips moved, and. said : ¢ Sweet. sister,
Edith, please forgive me. * ¥ou do love me, 1f I
was naughty * o

All that dreary night and the next dey, Edith




