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cuarTER 1v.—Continwued.

Ai-, Leshie fooked grave, and another question
va: <;acted : Lhe font, where wasit to be placed?
¢ ha+ been geatly restored and scraped lrom 1ts
stutewaab, aad sltogether was a haandsome ob-
ect.  DMr, Leshe suggested it was a pity to bide
. zwsy uea? the door; but this was soon over-
ulzd 9y Douglas, whe picked up an old book of
Jomi.ies ir the wesiry, which had the Canons at
be end, aod proved .to every onme’s satistaction
Lat ine deor was the proper place, and that near
mus: be a peor-box.  Mr. Winghield under-
sok 1 sead down an appropriate drawing; so
a5 spotty pomt 00 was settled. They now
sa:n approacted the chancel, and Mr. Wing-
o5 a:ked what was to stand above the altar.—
‘lara. who w35 the person addressed, began an
Limzted aceotst of the beauty of some ilumi-
ated Commandments which had been ordered ;
wincs, she simply added, ® wil bpide wp all
1es< egapty mebes, and make 1t fook Jess bare.
he could cet, with all ber knewingness, decipher
ir. “ingfeld’s countenance a! ibis annouace-

- she ooly made out he was not as delighted
52 expected.  Alan’s face was quite intelligi-
-, ¢t was more dowpcast than ever,and be
viteced, salf (o bimself, something whick a
2-ve o5 glaoee from Mr. Wingfield siowed ius
nck zars bad again caught:

+ o, whea w.ll the tabernacle of the Liord of
ove, blazieg m jewelry, relurn to deck our
(ar:. insteas of the cold Judaism of the azcient
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Clara felt annoyed, and was greatly relieved
¢ azr father proposing to Uy the chast for the
X7 L: amSny ikemseives befors liey laft 1be
oo, Me. Wingtield earnestly jownsd wm ye-
123t 7 them to do it and waiked to the other
& = the church o eajoy it the better. Alap
iz2zsed te lake no notice ; but when the blend-
soicee had struck up, i beaubful harmoay,
arat words of the Denedwtus, oe seemed
s:ed and softened. It was a beautifuliy bar-
suised sngle ehant of Purcell's, m five parts,
= part entwiniag with the otier in endless suc-
sai01, aleays varying yet ever the same: and
¢ scacticed voices seemed as if one, so well
i+ z7ary word rested upon, and accemtuated to-
thzr. and medulaied to nse and tall at difler-
3 osorttons of the canticle exactly 1a unison.—
;22': clear tenor scemed 1o increase i beauty
2 every verse, and tge ecto of the roof to
v: o proicag i3 sweet noles. The chant was
st suited {0 Bts welascholy feelings, and Clara’s
e filed with tears as the fast verse almost
ozthed forth, it was so eoft and tenderly be-
¢:aingy came with a doudle cieaming (o her aow
1:9U0¢ Ay .
Ty give J1gA¢ to them lhat mitin davkoess
2 1 the shadow of deati, avd to guide our feet
1o ¢ e way of peace.
Fiis voice kingered on that closimg word, and
wis only when the fast ecas died away that the
asue burst forth, as i by commoun comsemt,
2 Cathole byma of efl ages, - (rory be to the
1tter, ant to the Soa,) &c.
¢ Thie is & treat I baye sot bad for a loog
2. zaid Mlr. WingGeld, wiea they all, in per-
; milence, Gad left the church aad took the way
122 Rectory. ¢4 cever beard a more excel-
sz apecimen of Asghean chasting. I thought
Lad quite lost @y taste for (hat sile, 1o my love
: the Gregoran chaet.’
Clara’s cheek glowed with delight. Tae sing-
: wag her bobby ; perbaps tzere was 2 little
rity unceasciously mized up with her pleasure.
anity, bow dost thou steal away the merit of
ctaps all our best aclions ! Toor vain man!
Just and asbes !—wherelore ast thow proud ¥
CHAPTER V.—CCMING TROUBLEZ,
‘They scught her balth by bower and he';
The ladye was na' found i'— Walier Seold,
. Whinggeld stayed to dizper, and conver-
top op different subjecls emgrossed the atten-
n of the whole party. Clara, bowever, seemed
itfesa, and at about nine o'clock stole out of the
sm. Lt was & beautiful moeclight might, aed
sdred and ber mother bad agreed to walk home
2, cccorted by Douglas aad DMr. Wingfeld,
1> was thewr gueat. An asimaied conversation
is begun between the laiter aad Mr. Lesiie,
ra. Selwys cccascnally joming ; and the hours
siz oo unperceived. Dlildred, busily occupied
er a farge frame near the table, was listeping
some undertone communtcations of Douglas’s,
¢ Alan seemed absorbed ig a book. Aa haur
wore must have goae by since Clara left the
om, when be rose, and asked Mildred where
2 could be.. The answer was, that she must
ve been tired and gone to her room ; but Alan
ought ke could see a half-smile on Mildred’s
2. He said nothing, however ; but presently,
perceived, stepped out oo the lawn, gaed the
clc entrance, and was soon at the door of Cla-
's room. The moonlight was streaming into
: voom -but- all- was sileat and empty.—
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-ploringly.

_approve of it." ' _ ‘
U 11 dod’t know,' saud she.-testatwgly aed

¢Clara!” said he, as ke approached the little
room next to it; but here agamm the mooalight
revealed the bed as yet undisturbed. He bad
ne wish for auy more company, and strolled out
10to tie shrubbery. It was satural for him to
follow tie windiag path that led to the gate of
the churchyard; aund it was equaliy natural to
lean on that gate, contemplating the gray walls
of the church, thrown into deep shadow by the
moon, which bad risen behind 1t. Suddenly he
thought he saw a pale light glimmering from the
chaacel window. He must be mistaken! but
no ! it was certainly there, lookiag like the soli-
{ary lamp he had seen many a tume gleammng at
nightfail from the wizdows of Catholic chapels—
the ever-burning Jamp of the sanctuary, which be
knew so well. 1t was very odd; and Le suddenly
threw bis legs over the gate, and quietly crossed
the churchyard. As be expected, the door of
the church was unlocked. Noiselessly he opea-
ed it, and closed it belnd him. Thea the mys-
tery was uaravelled. There was a solitary wax-
light staading oa the rickety old ratls, aad by it
koelt a figure in white, At that mowment she bad
laid down the book she had beeu bolding; ber
pands were clasped together on the rails, 2ad her
dark eyes raized ; and tbus motioniess, she looked,
to Alag's eyes, like the guardian angel of tbe
profuned and desolate shrine still lingering arouod
the ruiz of what once was so dear to God and
pim. He did aot disturb der ; but ghdiag to the
foot of the beaut:ful but mutilaled screen, knelt
dowa, and, hiding Lis face, was soon Mumseif ad.
sorbed in as deep, but far taore painful and Beart-
rending, reBections. He had parted two days
before with his best-loved companien and frend,
uncertain whether that friend was aot on he eve
of committ:ng what, to hus eeasilive coanscieace,
baunted him as perhaps a deadly sin. He had
accompanied that friend Lkrough 2li the stages of
ins progress to Catholic truth, and now saw tim-
self thrown, asit were, adrift to battle with a
cold systers, aad a colder world, which his warm
affections revoited from alone, upleas he could

make up his mnd to feliow bim izto a system.

from whick he shrusk as oze untried aad’ ua-
kaown, however powerfully he might feel himself
drawn towards t. ‘There was stiil a veil before
his ejes; he could aot fully see the absolute
daty of eatire submission to the Catholic Church ;
and, plunged in a sea of doubts azd conflicts, at
times it seemed impossible {o him to maiatain that
gaiety whick was expected {rom hir at bome.—
te longed lor some one to whois to unburden
himself.  Douglas would wot uaderstand him ; his
was a mind deeply imbued with strong High-
Church principles, but, at the same time, utterly
unable 1o understand the warnil arnd teader-
gess and depth of Catboiic fove apd devohion
which Alan hived sn. Clara, too—be felt that in
lime ske would grow into all that be could wish ;
but for the preseat she was aot formed encugh to
compretead amy oae’s longing for belp beyond
the Asglican system, winich Elled all the wants of
her soul, sumply because sbe bad never tasted of
anything else. e poured fortk &is whole soul
in prayer, aad, for the first tine for many a long
year, the guatdian sawct of the old buiding was
again invoked te intercede for a morshipper koeel-
tng at iis anciest shrine.  The old clock of the
tower awoke him from his meditations. So-
lemnly it rung out through the sdept cight, wila
a deep aad melancboly sound ; and Alaz, suddenly
roused, rose with a start, for the chime seewned
endiess ;—i1 mas just emdpight. The white
figure 2t the altar tarsed at the same moweat,
and Alap saw that be was discovered ; for ber
cheek became as palo 3s marble and (a2 candle
dropping (rom ber hand, no kgLt was feit but the
brilliant moon, still streaming e« at the chancal
window, e hastened to reassure ber by bis
voice, and io 2 momexnt Clara’s acms were round
his neck, and she was sobbing convulsively.

¢0 Alan! Bow could you frighten me s0 !’ she
mucmured after a few mipules, w whick he
endeavourzd ia vein to sooike asd trazguilize
her.

¢1 did ot mean to (righten you, Clara; in-
deed, I do-not know how many kours I bave beea
here keepig wigils with you,” he replied ; ¢ but
really you must not do these kind of thiags ; you
wil make yourselt sli, and, besides, it is ast ex-
actly proper, Somebody might frigates jou in
good earaest at this late hour.’

¢ But bow could you get in Alan ¥ said Clara,
¢ { am sure I locked tte door behind me.’

"t No, you did mpot, my eweet one, said e ;

¢ for T found 1t open.’

¢ How stupid of me,’ said Clara. ¢I did oot
mean {0 stay so late ; but when once here, it was
so templing to hoger on. All is so still and
sifent and boly bere sow, O Alan, the mid-
night hours are the happiest moments of my
hfe ; don’t deprive me .of them,” she added im-

¢ But, Clara,’ be rephed, fare .you quite‘ right
in' doing all these kind of tpgs without your
fathér’s knowledge ? tor I am sure he nyould oot

toid his father, er any one else, when e tied
that cord round s waist, and let u eat iato his
flesh,

Alan almost sniled, and the thoughbt crossed
bim, ¢ Oh, for Catholic direction to guide such a
mind as tlis ! T am capable of 1t

¢Dear child said he, ¢ you sutely do not
mean to imitate all St. Simoa Styhtes did. It
15 oaly the few whom God leads by such pecuhar
ways ; they are pot meant for common
Christians. No confessor in the Church of Pome
would allow anything of tie sort writhout especial
leave.

¢ You are always talking about the Church of
Rome, Alan,’ said Clara; ‘but I do not heloog
to the Church of Rome. Iam an Aaglican ;
what is her authority to me ?

Alan almost ‘groaped aloud. ¢ Would that
you did, Clara,’ said he almost ucconsciously ;
‘such a mind as yours would pot then be allowed
to run waste at will, but would be pruaed and
teaded from wfancy iato the beautiful plaat
God Almighty tended it to be. But cowe,
be added, ‘let us be gowg bome, it is so very
fate.

Clara seemed to hesitate a moment ; but there
was ao help for it, aud closing the door, sbe teok
Ler brother’s arm, as they slowly beat their way
to the Rectory., They had wot goze a few
step before Alan. discovered the reason of her
reluctance. He glaoced at ber feet, and, as he’
bad suspected, they were bare. e said cothing
but could scarcely restrain a smile, though be
really began to fear the results of these ascetic
habits on ber kealibk. He scarcely knew haw
{o persuade her she was wroog, as he did pot
krow how deep the motive for them lay.

¢ So young, so maoceat ®® thought he; ¢ what
ains has this pure soul to expiate? Clara, ne
coatipued aloud, °itell me why you practice all
these austerities I’

€O Alan, said Ciara mournfully, ¢ cocld any
oae face that fearful doctrie ot post-baptismai

610, a4 pot attempt:to do away.Lhe stains coa-

tracted on one’s while robe of puriiy. [am so
tight-bearted ; and yet somelimes ! could re-
soive oever tosmile again. O Alan,lam teo
bappy. 1 am like the tyrant Polycrates—I fear
wy owa happiness,’

* Poor child,’ said Alan, tenderly; <azd so
your ingocen! mind Bas been Rarrowed up by
contemplating ¢ that fear{ul doctrine, as vou well
call i1, in all its naked loneliness, and lbere was
0o one near 10 tell you of the balm of Gilead
that grew bard by,—in the motheriy tenderness
of our Catholic mother.’

¢ I bave beard of o balm,’ said she earnestiy;
‘and, Alan, she conticued, ber heart beating
fast wite the effort, # I huve beard that it is to be
bad ic the Lnglican Church. Ob, woat wouid I
give for it. Can it be true 7’ ,

*Do you mean confession, Clara 7 saqured
Alss.

Clara oniy pressed cioser to ber brother’s
side, aad the one word  yes’ which brealied per
long pent tp secret, eveninte Alan’s ear, was
pronoucced as if ske were afraid the very mcon-
light asd the silent dead woeunld betray it; and
thea she waited breathlessly for the apswer.

¢ figd so you, too, Clara dearest, bave kad
part in that longhng after s closer waik with
God, sod a bhigber degree of pecfection with
which God bas silentiy beea leavenng far and
wide our sland-bome,’ replied be, How woa-
derfully God works ! touching bearts here snd
there, so far apart from oan: arnother, at
one apd the same time, with I quickering
grace.’

¢Itis all well, said Clara, *for these woo
gerer face what sip is: but when, cay by day,
the cataiogue ts examined and summed ep, it isa
toad whicl sometimes seems insupportable. O
Alan !’ sne coat:nued, suddenly stopping, shud-
dering, aad biding ker face in both bands, ¢ what
a dreadful thought,—* For every tdle word we
shall bave to give an account tn toe day of iudg-
meat !* and wroog feelings, wrobg actiolls, wrocg
words—they are tnnumerable as the sand of the
sea. What then must the idie ones be

¢ Ard do you thiok such penance can wipe out
sich a load of siz, Clara dearest ¥’ vaud Alan.

¢ Wipe it out, Alan —they were now stand-
g by tne churcbyard gate, and she leaned ber
spread hands 2n it, and buried her face j—F the
penance ttseif is full of sin. I once thought T
could scon attain perfection ; but it is like
moueting some inaccessitde range of hills; mo
sooner s one accent gamed than another spreads
before you, and tie work is endless: and not
oaly that, bat when you think Fou have attained
your aim, you all of a sudden seem exactly where
you were before. 1 long:to be punified from s,

Q!

but I caonot get rid of it, and I know zot where
‘}to tura.’ _

¢ And do you think you can purify yourself, my
dearest-Clara ” said- Alau, ¢ There is’but One
who can answer your {ongings, and there is but
one place where we shall at least be pelectly.

pure.’
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Clara looked up.

. “It1s strapge to bear you say so, Alan,’ said
ishe ; ¢ this is just what papa says ; but I thought |
it was only ¥vangelicals who talked in that way, |

tard who thought perfection uaattainable n this |
| world,

Tins s what makes me think =0 of con- |
fession. I think 1t must be suck a help to per-|
fection. The very shame of telling one’s fauits |
would make one keep out of them.

¢ You think potinng of the strengthening grace
of absolution,’ rephed Alan,

Clara seemed puzzled. This was above her.
She bad no idea of the Sacrament of penance as
yet. Confession must be practised to prove to
the soul that it is not the mere humau shame of
telling one’s faults that will punfy her, but the
power of those mystical words of abeolation to
impart peace and parden and aew vigour, to run
on cheerfully iu the bard read of perfection.—
She remaiced silent for some time; then, pursu-
ing the train of hier owa thoughts, continued,

¢ And pow, Alan, can you understand my long-
wg for a nucoery ?  There, in fasty and vigils,
aad [ours and prayers, one could hope to attain
what ose caonotl i this every-day world.’

* There are great thoughts of tounding Sister-
bond of Charity 10 connexion with the Anglican
Chureh,’ said Alan musingly.

¢ Ob, but tbat will not do for me,” caid Clara
eageriy, ¢1Ishout] lLave quite eaough to do in
purtlying my own soul, without miading those ot
others, ! could uot be a Sister of Charity.’

¢ Eoor Clara,’ said Alan smiling, ® we ehall see
Fou end your day: among the nuns of the Moty
Sepulchre at New 11ail, 1 suppose.

¢ No; T will get some one to found an Angli-
cae nupcery exacliy fike them,’ rephed Clara.—
* (0 Alan, how bappy must be their life, I could
aimost find 1t in my heartto be a Trappiste—
that wosderful order that never speak.’

Alap heaved a icng, long, deep sigh,and turned
awmay.

¢ Alag, weat 15 tze matter!
in that way 7'

¢ You make methink of my friend De Grey,
Clara,” be replied, ' He used once to speak in
that way.’

¢ Aad has anything tappeoed, Alan, to make
you sigh over bun. s be i 7’ asked Clara, who
well koew the aame.

¢ Not il 1 body,’ said Alan mournfully ; ¢ but,
Clara, I amn now aloae in the world, He was to
baye been received, the day I left Oxford, wto
the Charch of Rome.’

Clara was struck éumb; a
tirough ber heart.

¢ Apd Rir, Newnaz, Alan !’ said she.

:Prere i not a doubt, Clara, on the mind of
any <ze who bas acguamntance with him, as to
what ke is very sibortly about to do. What has
happesed iz oniy lee firsi shock of the mighty
earihquake whick will shake us to our very
faundanioas.’

¢ But at is ali over, then” said Clara after a
long pause ; ¢ every ove will follow Mr. New-
mag. Ope fesis comething like DMoore ig s
¢ Banguet-ba!l Dleserted’—as «f there was nothing
feft for it but to prepare to follow.

¢ Ail will oot foliowr,” -ephed Alan; ¢ many
will et make a stand.  DMazy wil draw back
aud be frightened. others wili press on.’

Ee psused. Clara looked steadily at bim.

¢ Aad you, Alan ¥

He again turaed away.

* | kpow gothing, Clara,’ saaid he 1z a voice of
anguisk. ¢ So far 1 will tell you, and thea you
must ask no more.  [fuch depeads upon these
two months of quiet I am {o spend bere.,’ He
clasped kis bands cver his forebead, and went on
rapidly s ¢ I bave refused to see De Grey agam
til they are over, and even then only under coa-
ditiocs. He goe: immediately to begin liz no-
rinate with the ['asstonists m London. 1 have
givea up readiog ; prayer must now cut the koot
I cannot voravel, I have put myseif inte God’s
Hunds, and whither He willa me to go, thither
I 2w ready to follow, Clara, you will oot for-
get to pray for me.’

It was the first Gme such 2 request had cross-
ed Alan’s lips to his sister, and she counld only
answer by ber tears. Xie went on:

It w1l be a sad blow for Douglas and Mil-
dred on thewr marriage, for I should think all
must be decided before the end of October ; and

Why do you sigh

sudden pang shot

Aagels for their wedding day ;- but of it is to be
God’s Will be done.’ '

¢And papa, Alan/’ sad Clara; ¢ dear, dear
papa !’ '

¢ Do not speak of it,’ said Alan, quickly, <1
canaot face it yet. (God spare me this angmsh.’

He clagped his baods, and remained some
‘minutes absoibed in prayer, while Clara wept
unrestrainedly.  They -weither - could say more,
and, as if by one consent, moved on through (be
shrubbery towards the bouse.” -The moon bad.
travezsed the - beavens, and now thiew the door.
‘by Which they were to enter in:the shade, while
it Huminated the front windows of :the drawing

1 believe they have settled St. Michael and All |.

MNo.
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tened, and they walked round the house, to eater
by the glass windows on the lawn. ‘Chey were
still open, and a light was i the library, which
adjoined the drawing room.

“ Papa is still up,” wlispered Ciara, ¢ finishing
his sermon.’ '

Alan folded her in his arms, and Lissed her
with more than bis wval tenderness, and Clara
glided up stairs.  Alan could not ¢lesp,—it was
seldom he slept well now,—and be remained out-
side, walking oo the lawa., DPresently he ap-
proached the window of the library, and looked
at the scene within. It was a small room,
lighted by one lamp, which stood on the table;
round ithe walls, up to the very ceiling, were
ranged books, from the large folios at the bot-
tom, to the smaller ones that aderned the top -
shelves. The well-known ladder, with its pretty
carpeting, which seemed inseparable from Clara
and lher peregrinations round the library, stood
full in view ; Dlildred’s frame had been removed
into this room, and stood close by ke window ;
Dounglas’s flute lay carelessly upon it; 2 favorite
footstool of Clara’s was standing near,—all spoke
to lus heart of the calm domestic happiness that
reigned within. At the table sat Mr, Leslie,
still with the pen in his hand, is back turned to
the window, =0 that Alan could only see the oui-
line of s tall figure beading over iis wnting.—
Alan’s heart sunk within him as be thought of tae
sorrow he was about to bring into that bappy
circle ; and as he looked at the library-steps, be
almost reproached himsell with the active part
he bad taken the year before in initatiug Clara
into all the mysteries which might now bring
upon her, very scon, the nights of sleepless anguisE
that he was enduricg. But that evenisg’s coa-
versation had shown him too plainly the bard of
God working silently on her pure and entbusias-
tic mind to bring it to Himself, to ailow bim to
dwell long on this reproachful feelinz. e paced
up and dowa in sience; all that his wounded
heart could utter was, ¢ Thy will be done.) He
fancied be heard a voice, and agais approached
tae window, Mr. Lestie bad put up his papers,
and gow, kneeling by the table, was pouring out
bis soul 1o prayer to God,—so earnestly and ab-
sorbedly, that unconsciously he nrayed aloud.—
His baads were jowed, and his arms rested oa
the table ; his eyes were raised fixedly to beaven,
and the snow-white bair waving rcuad the bald
bead gave 1t almost the appearance of a balo of
glory resting round the head of one of the old
Samts at prayer. Alan gazed till his eyes were
dim ; but when words of earnest entreaty for
bimself and his wster fell from his aged lips,
especially that God would lead them into *¢ali
truth, and not suffer them to be led away by any
thing that was contrary te s Divine Will) iz
was more than ue could bear. He mastered
himself with an effort: ¢ (God hear thee, and our
Blessed Lady intercede for thee, iny fatber !* ke
marmured ; and ghded noiseless into the house,
he gamed the door of his room unperceived, It
adjoined Clara’s. He stood for a moment, and
thought he beard a atified sob. He opened tae
door, It was Clara, ndeed. She was in bed,
but trywg 1o vain to stifie an agony of weeping.
Few but a convert cin appreciate the almost
heart-broken feeling that crossed Alan's heart as
he again tried to soothe the agitated girl.

1 could pot sleep, Alan ; | could oxly lie sulj

j aod cry,~and pray for you,’ said sie, wken she

recogaised him.

Adan could but mingle his tears with hers; Te
Was quite overceme,

* My father is praying for us below,’ he said ;
“le little knows how much I need s prayers;
but 1t is cowafort to thigk that such iervent intec-
cessions are ascending for one. D:carest Clasa,
cannot this comfort you 7’

Clara looked up, and almest smiled.

¢1f ye be without chastizemeat, then are ye
bastards, and not sons.’ I am comloried, Alan.

Her words were balm.

 This 1s a vigil, ndeed, Clara,’ said he ; ¢aad
now your guarcian angel will perhaps be a better
comforter than I.

He left ber, and she soon fell into aa agitated
slumber. It was Clara’s first night of sorrow.

CHAPTER VI, ~— THE FEAST OF $T. MICHAZL.
" “Thon hast taken her in gladzesa
From the altar's holy shrine.
Ob, remember, in ber sadness,
Ste is thine, and only. thine!” =
0ld Song.
The Sun bad risen bigh ere Clara awoke;
tired out; she bad at last slept. She quickly
arose with a feeling of self-reproach ;. but the
church-bells had begun to ring before breakfast
wae over. Alan bad already eaten hig, .and
walked out,  tired of waiting,’ as Mrs, Wallis
said. - Mr. Leslie had been as late ag hisrgaugh-
ter, and he now came forth from his room:with a
large needle in his hand, putting in the fast stitch®

‘to bis finished sermon, in its neat black leathern

case.. . Clara, in ber pretty white mushg. dress,
wth its piok - ribbons,- and - the httle: white-and- -
piok;roses that, garnished her light bunnet, was
waiting at tbe door, parasol and eross-emblagon- -

room on-tke otber side of the house,’ Tt was fas-.
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ed Bible and prayer-book in;hand. - “She gurvey- -
. - .. RN 1 - :‘L:.‘J Uo7 ‘

caslt
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