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CHAPTER VI.-

CONTINUED,

Flizabeth stood on the lawn, and
looked after the carrviage as long as it |
was in sight ; and when it was no longer
in sight, she still gazed at the green
wail that had closed up behind it.
Perhaps she was thinking what a fine
thing it must be to drive in a pretty
carriage, and have gauzy dresses
trailing away behind one like clouds ;
or may he she was recallecting wh.lt
they had said to her, and how that
delicate, airy lady h'l(l kissed her on
the cheek, and l.mgl.o(l with tears in
her eyes.
While she gazed, deeply occupied
with whatever dream or thought she
was entertaining, the alders parted
again, and aman appeared, hesitating
whether to come forward, yet looking
at her as if he wished to speak
Elizabeth did not much like his looks,
but she advanced a step to see what
he wauted. No harm had ever
come to her there, and she had no
thought of fear. Besides, she would
have considered herself perfectly well
able to put this person to flight ; for his
slim, little figure and mean face were
by mno means calculated to inspire
either fear or respect.
Encouraged by her advance, the man
cams forward to meet her,
“My greandfather will soon be home,
if yvou want him,” she said directly,
holding aloof.

The stranzer did not want to see
him ; he morely wished to ask some

They we trivial questions,
but she answe -1«-1 them, keeping her
eyes fixed intently on him.  He wanted
to know what they raised there it it
was very cold in winter ; if it was very
hot in swnmer; if they had many
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visitors there ; if she was much ac-
quainted in Crichton ; it she had a
piano ; if she could play ;i she knew
any good music-teacher.  And perhaps
she had see Mr. Sthoninger ?

No, she had not s*en him.

“Oh! perhaps you have met him
without knowing, " the man said with
animation, in spite of an assumned cave
““Seems to me I saw him
come here this swmmer.  Don't you re
member a man whose bugzgy broke
down beyond there, and he came here
for a rope 27
The girl’s eyes brightened.  *“Oh!
that a music-teacher ?” she asked
*“Iis voice sounds like it, or like what
a music teacher's ought to be.  Yes, 1
remember him, e got on to the
wrong road driving up to Crichton,
turnced off here instead of going
straight on, and something broke. 1
rnn' him a rope, and he went away.”

‘Let me see ; there was somebody
elsa here at the same time, wasn't
there 2 he asked, with an air of trying
to recollect.  “* Wasn't there a woman
here getting things for the new con-
vent 7"

The disagreeable eagerness in her
stioner’s eyes chilled the girl 3 but
there seemed no reason why she should
not answar o insignificent a question.
She did so reluctantly.,  *“Yes, Mrs,
Macon was here.”

““ And her carriage was standing at
the door 2" he added, nodding.

fYSeems to me you're very much in
terested in our visitors, " said Elizabeth
abraptly, drawing herself up a little.

The man langhed.  “ Why, yes, in
these two.  Bat I won't ask you much
more. Only tell me one thing. Did
you see this Mr. Schominger come up to
the door, and go away from it ?"

“Isaw him come up, I didn't see
him go away,” she said.

The truth was that Miss Elizabeth
had admired this stranger exceedingly,
but had not wished him to suspeet it.
So instead of frankly looking after him
as he went out, she had turncd away,
with an air of immense indifference,
then rushed to the window to look when
she thought him at a safe distance.

1e38N055,

=

hen you didn’t see him when he
passed by the phacton that stood at the
step 27 pursued the questionoer.

She shook her head, and pursed her
lip out impatiently.
had a shawl over his arm when
ho came.  Did you notice whether he
had it when you saw  him
away 2" was the next question.

“Tdon’t know anything about it,”
she said shortly ; but recollected even
in speaking that she had said to her
self as she watched the strange gentle-
man going, ‘‘How does he hold his
shawl so that 1 can't see it?"

““Now, one more question, and 1
have done,” the stranger said.  His
weak, shuftling manner had quite dis-
appeared, and he was keen and busi-
ness-like.  *“ Was there anybody else
about the house who saw this man 2"

“Yes; grandfather was in  the
garden ; but he didu’t come near him."

“What part of the carden? In
sight of the door?"

“1 won't tell you another word ! she
exclaimed, tuarning away. ‘“And |
think you'a better go.”

When she glanced back again, the
man had disappeared. She fe 1t uneasy
and regretful.  Something was going
on which she did not understand, and it
seemed to her that she had done harm
in answering those questions.

‘1 wish 1 had gone into the house
when I saw the prying creature,” she
said to herself ; “*or I wish 1 had held
my tongue. He's got what he came
for, 1 can see that."

He had got what he came for, or
vory nearly.

““Shall I waylay the old man, and
question iim 2" he thought ; and con-
cluded not to. 1f he l\mm ﬂll\lhlll"

a

roing

fluences.

the world, The
mony,

The green boughs brushed him with ; ’ “A""-heu- she sighed, ' I'm weary
their tender leaves, as if they would |
have brushed away some cobwebs from
his sight, and opencd his eyes to the
peace and charity of the woods ; but he
was too much absorbed in one ignoble
pursuit to be accegsible to gentler in-
gsought was not to
uphold the law; what he felt was not that
charity to the many
males severity to the few a necessity.
His ul.p et was mon
dead in his heart with a coin over ¢
(5" o,

That evening Miss Ferrier and
Lawrence Gerald talked over their
matrimonial affairs quite freely, and
in the most business-like manner in
r discussed the cere-
the guests, the breakfast, and
the toilette, and Annette displayed her
lace dress.

What he s

and charity

“It is frightfully costly,”
priest's x-urpl:u(, You sce,

could get it, and not have it for me.

There was no time for that. The
but the wheat is
perfect, you see, and that vine is quite
1 shall wear a tulle

ferns are neutral ;

like a grape-vine.
veil.”

over her head.

lovely !” Lawrence exclaimed.
“lam glad you think so,

It had be

and clegance of every
him. He was still more

“And now,

folding carefully the b

must be reconciled to the Church.”
“I'have nothing against theChureh,
he said coolly.

urged, refusing to  smile.
many years? Not a few,
No priest w

ill marry us till you go.”

greatest hardihood, seeming
doubtful about the question.

Lawrence,
Annectte be

‘“Now,
sense, "

little sober.”
“That's a fact!”
rather ungallant emphasis,

She colored faintly. Her

carcless. ““ltisbe
she said ;

happy.”

enery
way he had when impatient.

“CWell,
Ninon, " he exelaime
matier over,
any transgressiens.
are plent)

“You will speak to F
about it ?" she asked eagerly.

He nodded.

“And now
said.  “*1 haven't heard you sing
an ag Is there anything new ?”

She seated herse
little piano,

more fond of her singing.

effort as a song {rom a bird.

‘The Sea's

“ere is
said.

what the sea answored.
what the quoestion was,

There ! 2o on.”

somebody else.
Aunnette sang :
0 Se
Th
Mysel

" she said, ** T trust youy
and has slipped
and all my tort
give th you to day.
Break off the foamy cable
I'hat holds me to the shore ;
For my path is to the castward
I can veturn no more
But ever while it sir
That pale and shinin
It pulls npon my hear y
Lill I wish that I were dead.’

Then the sea it sent it ripples
As fast az they conld run,

Aud they caught the bubbles of the wake,
And broke them one by one

And they tossed the froth in bunches
Away to left and rvight,

Till of all that foamy cable
But a frag lay in sight,

And on the cirveling waters
No clue was left to trace

Where the land beyond invisibly
Held its abiding place.

“But, oh 1" she cried, ** it follows
That ghostly, wavering line —
Like the floating of a garment
Drenched in the ehilly brine
Tt elings unto the rudder
Like adrowning, snowy hand ¢
And while it clings, my exiled heart
us backward to'the land.”
the sea rolled in its billows,
It rolled them to and {ro 4
And the fhating robe sank out of sight,
Aund the drowning hand let go,

“Oseat” she said, “ T trust you!
Now tell me, true and told,
If the new lite I am secking
Will be brighter than the old.
I am stitling for an orbit
Of o wider-sweeping ri
And there's laaghter inne somewhere,
And T have songs to sing
But life has held me like a vise
That never, never slips

he will tell it at the proper time."

And when my songs ll’ 8
Itsmote me on the lips,

which sometimes

each

she owned :
““but I had a purpose in making it so.
I shall never wear it but once, and
some day or other it will go to trim a
I ordered
the pattern to that end, as m,allv as |

She threw the cloud of misty lace
“Why, Annette, it makes you look

" she re-
sponded dryly, and took it off again.
Lawrence was seated on a tabouret
in Annette’s own sitting-room, which
no one e¢lse was allowed to enter dur-
ing these last days of her maiden life.
n newly furnished after her
own improved taste, and the luxury
thing pleased
]il"v‘l\“(l to see

her so well in harmony with it. He
was beginning to find her interesting,
espoeially as he found her indifferent

and a little commanding toward him.
Lawrence,” she said,
utiful Alencon
flounce, *“you have some little pre-
paration to make. You Kknow you

“The Church has something against
vou, and it is a serious matter,” she
Yo
haven't been to confession for—how
certainly.

ST suppose a minister wouldn't do ?”
remarked the young man, with the
mildly

don't talk non-
ed. ‘“*When one
is going to be married, one feels a

he assented, with

gentle
earnestness v’ oht have touched one less
inning a new life,”
Cand if it were not well be-
gun, I'm afraid we should not be

The young man straightened him-
self up, and gave his moustache an
stic twist with both hands — a

anything bur a lecture,
“ T think the
and see it I can rake up
I dare say there

. Chevreuse

ing m2 somsething,” he
or

If at the exquisite
well pleased to be asked.
Here was one way in which she could
delight him, for he grew more and
Annette’s
was a graceful igure at the piano, and
she had the gift of looking pretty
while singing. Her delicate and ex-
pressive face reflected every light and
shade in the songs she sang, and the
music flowed from herlips with as little

Answer,’" che

Lawrence settled himself into a high
backed chair. SWell, let us hear
Only it might
be more intelligible if one first knew
and who the
questioner, and why he didn't ask

f failure and of °t
Alul I fain woull i«
1f this is all of life,
Thy billows rock like 1
here babes are I.n‘

And luv roe l\m
Is the tenderest I know.

Then the sea rose hizh, and shook her,
As she called upon its nane,

Till the lite within her wavered,
Aud went out like a flame,

And stranger voices vead the Word,
And sang the parting hymi

As they dropped her o'er the ulnp 3 side
Intothe waters dim,

And the rocking oce
I8 silent ones mnong,
With all her laughters pri

And all her songs ungung

n drew her down

There was silence for a little while
when the song ended ; then Lawrence
exclaimed, with irritation, ** \WWhat sets
people out to write such things? The
whole world wants to be cheered and
amused, and yet some writers seem to
take delight in making everything as
gloomy as they are. Why, can’t
people keep their blues to themselves ?”
The singer shrugged her shoulders,
‘““You mistake, I think. I always
fancy that melancholy writing proves
a gay writer. Don’t you know that
sC luml compositions are nearly always
didactic and doleful? When I was
fifteen years old, and as gay as a lark,
I used to write jeremiads at school, and
make myself and all the girls er
enjoyed it.  When a subject is too sore,
you don’c touch it, and silence proves
more than speech.”

Lawrence kept the promise he had
made, though he put its fulfilinent off
as long as possible. The morning be-
fore his wedding day he was at early
Mass, and, when Mass was over, went
into I'. Chevreuse's confessional. It
would seem that he had not succeeded
in **raking up "many transgressions,
for ten minutes sufficed for the first
confession he had made in fifreen years.
But when he came out, his face was
very pale, and he lingered in the
' every one else had
left,  Glancing in from the sacristy,
after his thanksgiving. I. Chevreuse
him prostrate before the altar,
with his lips pressed to the dusty step
where many an humble communicant
had knelt, and heard him repeat lowly,
CLnter not into judgment with thy
servant ; for no one living shall be
justificd inthy sight.”

The priest looked at him a moment
with fatherly love and satisfaction,
then softly withdrew.

The spiritual affairs of her future
husband attended to, toilet, decoration,
ceremony, reception, all planned and
arranged by one brain and one pair of
hands, Annette had still to school and
persuade her mother to a proper be-
havior. She the daughter, had con-
quered Crichton.  They no longer
laughed at nor criticised her, and were
in a fair way to go to the opposite ex
treme, and regard her as an authority
on all subjects. For the Crichtonians
had the merit of believing that good

e come out of Nazaveth, and could
become enthusiastic over what they
conceived to be an original genius
victoriously asserting its independence
of a low origin and of discouraging
circumstances.

Bat the mother was, and ever would
be to them, a subject of quenchless
mirth. Her sayings and doings, and
the mortification she inflicted on her
daughter, were an endless source of
amusement to them,

‘“Now, do keep quiet this once,
mamma, ' Anunatte begged pathetically.
““You know [ shall not be able to hover
about and set people to rights when
they quiz you. You will have to take
care of yourself,  Don't trust anybody,
and don’t quarrel with anybody.”

For once the mother was disposed to
vield entire obedience. She had be
gun to assume that mournful face
which, according to Thackeray, all
women seem to think appropriate at a
weddin and there was far more
danger of her being inarvticulate and
sobbing than of her showing either
pugilism or loquacity.

“I'msare Isha't feel mueh like say-
ing anything to ;m\'\ml\' when [ sce
my only daughter getting married
before my eyes,” .~!|J ~1|1 reproach
fully.

“CSuppose yousaw your only daugh-
ter growing into an old maid beft
your eyes, mamma,” said Aunnette,
laughing, and patting her mother on
the shoulder. “ Would you like that
any better ?"

““Well,” Mrs. Ferrier
suppose you may as well be mar
now you've had the fuss of g
ready. Al T care about isyour happi-
ness, though you may not believe it.
I'm no scholar, and I know people
laugh at ma : but that doasn’t prevent
my having feclings. You deserve to
be happy, Annette, for you have been
a good child to me, and you were
never ashamad of me, thouzh you have
tried harl to make melike other folks.
I couldn’t be anything but what T am ;

a greater fool ot myself than I was be-

been such a burden to you, and I'm

This was Mrs. Ferrier's first confes

the heart.

The outside world,
and grew distant.
whom she could depend on,
one on earth whom she could always
sure of,
mother

tirely detached from hers.

“Don’ ( talk of being grateful to me,
mamma,” she said tmmnluusly. ST b
lieve, after all,

kind "’

soe people get married behind the
door, as if they were ashamed of them-
selves,
and it may as well bs somet
common.”

and confidentially than they had for a
long time ; and the mother appeared
to greater advantage than ever hefore,
more dignified, more quiet.
pushed a footstool to the sofa, and, sit-

and when T have tried, I've only made
fore. Buat for all that, T'm sorry I've
grateful to you for standing by me.”

sion of any sense of her own short-
comings, or of her daughter’s trials on
her accomnt, and it touched Annette to

that she had
striven to please and win, faded away
Here was one
the only
be

Whatever she might be, her
could not be estranged from
her, and could not have an interest en-

you were nearer right

than I was ; and I have far more reason
to be ashamed of myself than of you.
I have been straining every nerve to

|
% and to reach ends that were nothing |
| when
trouble.  Suill, it is easier to go on
than to turn back, and we may
take a little
have taken much pains to get. 1'm
sorry I undertook this miserable busi-
ness of
me. A quiet
been far better,

reached. It isn't worth the |
as well
pains to keep what we,

a show-wedding. It disgusts
marria would have
But since it is under-
en, | want it to be a success of its

““Oh ! as to that,” Mus.
‘1 like the wedding.

Foerrier said,
I don't like to

You don't marry every day,

hing un-

They were conversing more gently

Annette

ting on it, leaned on her mother's lap.
¢e8till, Ido not like a showy mar-
riage," she said. *‘‘It may do for two
young things who have parents and
friends on both sides to take all the care,
while they dream away the time, and
have nothing to do or think of but
imagine a beautiful future. For seri-
ous, thougzhtful people, I think the less
parade and staring and hurly-burly
there is, the better. But then, that
quiet way throws the two very much
alone together, and obliges them to
talk the matter over; and Lawrence
and I would find it a bore. We are
neither of us very sentimental.”
She spoke gently enough, but thore
was a faint touch of bitterness in her
voice that the mother’s ear detected.
I don’t know why he shouldn’t like
to talk the matter over with you,” she
began, Kind! to anger; but An-
nette stopped her.

kS f\m\. mamma, there must be an
md put to all this,” she said firmly.
““ And since there is no other way, let
me tell you the true story of my en
gagement.  You scem to think that
Ll\\'lx‘!l‘ o was ve l‘\' {l].\i-ﬂl\'f ) “(‘I me,
and that he has made a g >ul hl in,
and ought to be eful. Well, per
haps a part of the | is 11'11.- ; but the
first is not. I've got to humiliate my
self to tell you; but you will never
cease to reproach him unless I do.” A
burning .»Iush suffused her face, and
she shrank as if with a physical p.in.
* Lawrence knew perfectly well that 1
liked him before he ever paid the
izhtest attention tome ; and when h
n to tollow me ever so little, I en
couraged him in a manner that must
have been almost coaxing., He knew
that I was to be had for the asking.
Of course, I wasn't aware of this,
mamma. Girls do such things, like
simpletons, and think nobody under-
stands them ; and perhaps they do not
undersiand themselves, [ am sure
that Lawrence was certain of me be-
fore T hal the least idea what my own
feelings were. 1 knew 1 liked him,
but I never thought how. [ was ton
romantic to come down to realities.  OF
course, he had a contempt for me—he
couldn't help it—though I didn’t de
sarve it 3 for while he thought, Isup-
pose, that T was trying to win him for
my husband, T was only worshipping
him as superior and beyond all other
men. If girls could only know how
plainly they show their feeclings, or
rather, if théy would only restrain and
deny their feelings a little, they would
save themselves much contempt that
they deserve, and much that they do
not wwve.  So you see, mainma,
I,t\\wnu' might at any time, if you
reproach him, turn and say that I was
the one who sought him, and say what
is halt true, too. I didn't mean to,
but I did it for all that. Now, of
course, it is dilferent, and he really
wants to marry me. Ile is more
anxious than I am, indeed. DBut the
aid about the whole matter the
When T think of it, I could

»

less

bett

throw myself into the fire.”
“CWell, well, dear, don't think about
ly,

, then,” the mother urged soothing
startled hy ths ]1'1<~i,m in Anne
face. ‘It doesn’t make much differ-
ence who begins, so long as both are
willing. And now, don't torment
yourself any more, child. You're
always breaking your heart because
yvou have done something that isn't
quite up to your own notions. And I
tell you, Annette, T wouldn't u\(h\n" )
you for twenty Honora Pembrokes

Annette leaned on her mother’s
hosom, and igned herself with a
feeling of sweet rest and comfort to be
petted and caressed, without eriticising
either mmar or logic. Ilow mean
and harsh all such criticisms seemed to
her when brought to check and chill a
loving heart!

“* Mamma,” she whispered, after a
while, ““I almost wish that we were
back in the little cabin again. 1 can
just faintly remember your rocking
me to sleep there, and it seems to me
that T was happier then than ever
since.”

“Yes,"” Mrs. Ferrier sighed, ‘“‘we
were happier then than we are now
but we shouldu't be happy to go back
toit. 1 should feel as if 1 were crawl-
ing head-foremost into a hole in the
ground. We didn't know how happy
we were then, and we don’t know how
happy we are now, I suppose. So let's
make the best of it all.”

Tue wedding proved to be, as the
bride had desired, a success of its kind.
The day was perfect, no mishap
occurred, and everybody whom
the family had notinvited invited them-
selves as spectators. Policemen were
needed to keep the way clear to the
church door when the bridal party
arrived, and the heavens seemed to rain
flowers on them wherever they went,

Seeing Mr. Gerald bend his hand-
some head,and whisper smilingly to the

suitable to the occasion. But this
what he said: “ Annette, we draw
batter than the giraffe.  Why hadn't
we thought to charge ten cents a
head 27
Her eyes had been fixed on the
lighted altar, just visible, and she did
not look at him as she replied,
“Lawrence, we are in the presence of
God, and this is a sacrament. Make
an act ol contrition, or you will com-
mit a sacrilege "
And then the music of the organ
saught them up, and the rest was like
a dream.
““ How touching it is to see a young
girl give herself away with such per-
fect confidence,” romarked Mr. Sales,
who was much impressed by the splen-
dor of the bride.
“Give herself away !" growled Dr.
Porson in return. **She is throwing
herself away.”
TO BE CONTINUED
A SR
A PROTESTANT SAVAHTS EU-
LOGY OF ST. THOMAS
AQUINAS.

The death has just been chronicled of
Rudolph von Thering, in Germany, at
the ripe age of seventy-four, professor of
jurisprudence at the University of Got

tingen, a man widely known for his pro-
found learning, and no lessestimated for
his upright character. Hestood in the
foremost rani in his domain of science,
and enjoyed an almost universal repu-

tation. He has I~H no equal in his
profound knowledze of Roman Law,

and the greatest of-his works, **Spirit
of the Roman Law,” has not only seen
many German edidons, but it has been
translated in several languages. He
had the happy gift, not only of writ

ing for his compe but also of at

trac .m_ a wider cirele of readers, by a

popuk le of treating questions of
political economy, n: public .lwl\.nm\
tration, « Thus his cssay, *‘The
Sty for Right,” may almost be

13 A1 known is his ““Jurisprud
ence of every-day life;” and in the

second edition of this work ha passes a
enlogy on the Doctor Angelicus, which,
as coming from one of the first Pro

testant scholars of the day, is most
<-1ik'yiu; to Catholics, and must give
those outside the Church occasion to
reflect.  Professor Thering savs: 4l
have made to this second edition an
appendix, which is mostly due to a dis

cussion I had about this work with W

Hohot (a well-known Catholic priest
and writer), who has assisted me with
many valuable references of Catholie
ie literature,  ITe has proved to me
by citations from the works of Thomas
Aquinas,that thisgreat manhad already
completed and aceurately mastered the
practical and social, as well as the
historical momen tum of ethics.  Hohofi
blames me, and T must confess to a
certain ignorance on my part ;but this
blame must attach with far greater
weight to thiose modern philosophers
and Protestant theologians who have
neglected to profit by the grand ideas
of this writer. How was it possible
that such truths, once uttered, could
ba allowed to fall into oblivion by Pro-
testant science ?  From what vagaries
it might have saved itself! On my
part, I must say that perhaps I would
not have written this book had T been
acquainted with the works of Thomas
Aquinas, for the fundamental ideas
which I had at heart have already been
sat forth by this colossal thinker with
perfect clearness and ample details.
Catholic ethics have continued to be
based upon his foundation. If my
present work is to have any success,
stch suceess will show itself by the fact
of Protestant science availing itself of
the works of Catholic theological
writers ; and he who neglects the in-
formation he may gain from an ad-
versary only damages himself, —
Liverpool Catholic Times.

-
Your Influencs.

The Angelus,

That is a subtle something over
which you cannot always have con-
trol.  You may guard the words you
are to speak, or you may speak words
different from those you at first in-
tended, or you may leave them un-
spoken.  But not so with the silent in-
fluence that goes out from you that
may proceed from the expression of
your countenance, from a simple look,
a nod of the head, amotion of the hand,
the sound even of your footsteps.

Consciously or unconsciously, you
are all the time speaking in this silent
but powerful manner.  And the speech
you thus make, which we call influence,
may effect others for their best welfare
or their ruin. He who steps into a
saloon or indulges daily in moderate
use of the drinks, who uses profane
words or other impure ¢peech, whose
conduct of life is on a lower moral
plane, whether he wishes to do so or
nof, influences others to do the things he
does.  That man movingin respectable
society and a practical Christian who
visits a drinking place, by his con-
duct invites others to do so. He says
to them in unspoken words, but words
they know how to interpret. ‘‘There
is no danger here.” The young lady
who indulges in the fashionable van-
ities of the world, says to her compan-
ions, in words alike unspoken, ‘‘There
is no harm in these things; no hurt
can come from them to the religious
well-being of the soul.”

These things being true, it is of the
highest importance for one's own good,
as well as for the good of others, that
our influence be always pure and good,
healthful and uplifting. And to be so
it must be guarded as the best in-
terests of our life are guarded.
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brids, as they entered the church,

please people who care nothing for me,

making some very lover-like speech

sentimental folks fancied that he was

Blow, blow! That disagreeabla casarrh
can be cured by taking Hood's Sarsaparilla,
the constitutional remedy.

Keep Minard's Liniment in the House
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