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CHAPTER Xii.~—FESTINE, TARDR.
1y, theu dost asetkz 132 bear: thoz Caurch o
Rome,

By tby unweacied waich azd vari:d ronnd
f service in thy Sevionrs holy home!

I cannot walk the city's sultry stoeets,

But your wide perek izvitea to atill retrests,
Where passion’s thirst is calmed, and care’s unthank-

iz! glosm.”
Futher Newmaun.

The coor was thrown open &t this moment by
the foolman, and a pompous * Yes, miss,’ having
followed Clara’s questics whether Mrs. Temple
was af Lome, and extracted a smule {rom both the
friencs, she rau up siairs without being announc-
2d, aed 0 an instant had softiy onened tke door
of tue drawng-recin and put ber face playfully
tnrougin. Howerver, slie seemed io bave discov-
ered someihing withip, for sbe as quickly drew it
pack, and turced round to Elizabetd, who follow-
ed a httle less quickly thao berselt, with sucl: an
aftered expression, that she could not help ex-
tfaimisg,

 Whaat's the watter, Ciara 7

‘ Somrebody’s tiere, whispered Clara, coiormg
high between exciiemest aed surprise ; ¢ some.
body ma long black kind of habit.’

The door was geatly opened al the moment,
and Mrs, Cewnple, haif smniling ai Clare’s ex-
cuzes, assured hes she was pot wtruding, acd led
Ler in. _

Tie ‘somebody (c the long black kind of
dab:it’ rose as -they estered; s white heart was
sewn on his breasi, and h2 wore sandals instead
of shces.  [le was vetay, fair haired, with  mild
biue ejes, aud, ochwilinniending ks foreign dress,

evidentiy Eaghsh.

brs. Temple mtroduced tum instantly as Fa-
ther Raymond, and Clara thought there was a
peculiar expression in her manner as she added,
' This s wy friend, Miss Leshe.

Father Raymond did pot seem wfected with
stiffness ; for he bowed with so sweet a smile and
such gracefu! kiodvess and digoity, that Clara’s
beart was won alinost before bie opened s mouth,
1bongh she could scarcely make cut whetier his
manner was same pecvhar interest o herself, or
bis own indwelling Caoristian chanty, Her heart
beat lugh, and stie scarcely knew bow to answer
the {ew words be addressed 0 her. How inany
times had she losged to tee a Catholic priest !—
and, for the first wine in ber 4ife, there was one
belore her, There was & mixture of awa and
curfosity and imlerest in ber feelings; but when
be rose to tzke hius jeave, which te did almost
immeciately, and she hod caught the last glimpse
ot bis figure dowa the street, nothing seemed left
but ¢ ghmpse of vague cerrement de ceur,—a
sense of vacuum and longing which she could
scarcely defiae.

¢ Cztherine, dear Catherine,’ said she earcestly
ay Hirs, Temple re-eutered the room, ¢ who s
1hat priest §’

¢ He s a Passonist Fatier,” ssié Mre, Tem-
ple ; ¢ he came to see my aunt tins mormmng.’

£ A passiomst I replied Clara. Is he a coa-
vert 7

“Yes, my cear Clara, replied Dlrs. Tewn-
ple, “and hiz peme wa: once Mr. De Grey, |
believe—’

* D2 Grey ! interrupted Clarz, 1w a tope of
Jeep feelng. ¢ Ah, something toid me it was
brm.  Oh, that T bad but known it. He must
bhave recogmsed my name. Catherize,’ she added
¢ shall you see hin again P

1 donot think so, repiied Drs, Temple ;
* be coly came just o see wy auat, and he may
be off to any part of the country, or eveu the
world, at any moment. But wby Clara? Do
you know tm 2

¢ O Catherine,” she replied, ¢ ke was my bro-
thes Alan’s Oxford {riend—the one who taught
bim to love Catholic truth. {le jouned the
Church of Rome three months before he did.’

¢ And do you think it would bave done you
any good to have known it ¥ said Mrs. Temple,
smiling and looking at Charles’s flushed cheeks,
end sparkling eves ; ¢ would he bave helped to
bave made you wore thau calm and recoliected
my dear child? )

Clara heaved a long sigh.

¢ No,’ said she after a momeat; ‘1t has been
all. arranged for the best. I doo’t think M.
‘Wingfield would have liked me to bave bad auny
1atercourse with him, aad I could not bave asked
after Alan ; it would have done no good.” "She
remawmed silent a moment, then looked. around
the room. ¢ Where is Elizabeth, Catherine ?’

¢ I think she is goue to her room,’ rephied Mrs.
Temple. ¢Perhaps she thought we wanted to be
alope. : o S -

¢ She'is always kind,’ said Ciara; and, draw-
g a little stool close to Mrs. Temple’s clair,

s
“

she sat.down ‘at her feet, and laid her hoad down:

i ber lap, while'the fornier- [ooked ' tenderly at

to o
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i
|
i

ber, and stroked down the little bit of wer bair
that could be seen beneath ber cap.

¢ What 18 this nun like coiffure for? said she
playfulls.

*Oh P rephed Ciara, colormg 2nd laughing

'—¢ I want to take my bornet off whea I go io

the poor people so I wear tins dress in tie
morping, and thon in the evening I put on ail my

finery, and make the agreeable to DMildred’s |
{ smart company.’

Here a fit of coughing stopped Clara.

¢ You know, Clara, you really ought not to be
out this raw day with that cough,’ said DMrs.
Teple aoxiously.

¢ It really does not burt me to go out,” repiied
Clara, the moment she could speak; ¢if I gire
in once, I shall pever be let go to church, per-
baps be shut up till smniner ; and then what il
my poor people do

¢ Clara, Clara,’ sard Mrs. Temple, ¢ you will
be ill; and then Lent will be here, snd you
will be allewed ocly once a week not to eat
meat.’

¢ O Catberine,” said Ciara, *once a week!
But, really, do not let me waste cur time in talk-
ing about my cougl ; I came here to koow wien
Fou expect Mr, Wingfield in town, I do so
want Lo see bim,’

¢ What, again !’ said Mrs. Tempie, laughing ;
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wly, it was bat last week you saw hin, and Fou |
know ke does not come to towa oftener than!

once a montb,
Clara sighed deeply.

¢1 am not good to-day, Catierine, I beheve,’!

said she, after a pause ; “imny head is runcing oa
that Mr. De Grey, or Father—wbat 2—Eay-
mond, 1 think, rou called ham ? I could aot be
afraid of Zim.)

¢ You mean you are afraid of NMr. Wingheld,)
sald Mrs, Tempie. ¢ Ithought you bad got over
that.

¢1 get overit for a little while; and then ke
gives me one of s dry looks, or he writes- me
a note a little less affectionate than usuaf, and
then I am as frnghtened as ever. I do so fear to
wtrude upon him, he hias so much to do; and as
it is, Mrs. Wingfield must feel as if she had ro
busband, he is so taken up with others, Taen {
read i spiritual books that ¢ one must be very
open with one’s director,’ and I fancy he thinks
me a great fool for tellicg bim all my follies. 1

|

envy those who caa go to their directors at all|
bours, and Iive in the same place with them ;'— |

and Ciara beaved another long sigh.

Mrs. Temple locked at her with an expression
of wmixed sorrow and compassion.

¢ He says lrequent confession is not accorduag
to the spirit of the Church of England,’ pro-
ceeded Clara, *and yet he puts books inlo my
bands as my gwdes which tell me that the sants,
who are to be my wodels, confessed every day.
Somenow I gou’t think he understands me; and
then, as others, I am sure he does in a great
measure, and I force ayself to think it 15 all
very good for me, and a means God is using to
check my ecagerness. Catherine,’ she added
earnestly, ¢ is it not usual to confess every week
in the Church of Rome?’

¢ I believe every one who pretends to asy re-
ligious strictness of life does so,” replied Cathe-
rine)

¢ And then Dr. Wiogheld tells me, rephed
Clara, ¢ that I covld never find 2 Roman Catbolic
priest that would satisfy me. TTbey merely see
their penitents o the confessional, bave no iuter-
course with them &t all alterwards, and would
never even give me as much time and pdividual
attention as he does. Somebow I cannot beliere
it ; for if they do so, their bocks are as mislead-
ing to pecple asplring to perfection amongst them
ac amongst us.’

¢ I den’t thisk Mr. Wiggfeld is quite correct,
said Mrs. Temple,  in all he tells you on that
ccore, My aunt, I believe, confesses every week,
—and I know ske sees a great deal of her priest.
Indeed he is to ber as a father and a f{riend, and
all the Roman Catbolics I ever met speak in the
most grateful and trusting way of their priests,
as if they were taeir truest friends, and sympa-
thised 1 all their sorrows; but I see my aunt
and others have this feeling for the priestbood
generally, and though they bave of course their
own confessor, they don’t seem 3o bound to one
man as we do, Clara.

¢ Apd what a beautifu! character yourauntis !’
exclaimed Clara, with ghsteniog eyes ; ¢ so calm,
so recollected, so patient, so gentle. Ah, every
thicg comes oat of Rome, and every thing good
goes there.’

She bad scarcely uttered these wordz, when
she blushed even to tears, and id ber face.

¢ Poor Clara !"said Mrs. Temple ; ¢ you must
not talk s0, my dear child”

¢ But 1t i3 true,1t is true,’ answered Clara,
* And then they will tell

these feelings at *my next confession, - and, then
Mr. Wingfield. will sizh and look grave; and
yet I cannot persuade myseif I bave committed
a great. sm, though [ confess it as such, and I

EE L

me | am undutiful jand I
{am;-and I 'can’t helpiat. 1 shall have to tell ~all

t
|
t

!

L koaw DMr. Wingfield thinks it so, L cannot be
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. him, and kept calling out -;vildiyd for ¢ Mr. M;)Ir-

o,
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I'solendor lucis eterpa, veni ad liverapdum nos

coutrite for it, or persuade myself to feel 1 have ‘ ris.’ She.dld not want her mother, she wanted ' jem noli tardare.’—(O Orient Spleadour of eter-
offended God by 1t ; it is yust s :f T had enly | Mr. Morriz; and then she had found cut all of | nal light, come and deliver us; Jdo ot now de-

. offended and grieved Mr., Wingfield.
* But you resojve nol to o It agais, said Jirs. !
FTemple.,

H]

-
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¢ Oh, ses,’ replied Clara; ¢ but I alwags do.
Itis too strong for me. There is a spirit at
work withia me, and [ know wot what it wanis.
It does not want to go ever to Pome, for { think
that would be wrong; but it wants a—it wanis
—1I don’t know what it wants.

¢ 1 do not think you do know swhat you want, |
O Clara, dearest, ¢ quiei-;

said Mrs. Temple.
ness and confidence shall be your streagtu.’—
Our one am must be self-covirol in those sad
days)

*Yes, I do know one thing T want;” proceeded
Clara; * 1 want to get rid of this load of infirm-
ity that presses me down. [ struggle, stroggie
og, and I make no progress. Every confession
is more terrible than the last one, for I bhave
lust the same faults to tell over apd over agamn.
tlow can Ar. Wingfield be otberwise thap dis-
appeicted with me? Sometimes there seems
20 eficacy io Sacraments, I break ai my resolu-
tigne—’

Dlrs, Temple gentiy Inid ber hand on the hesd

-of ihe agitated girl, for she speke iz such an ac-

cent of sorrow, almost despair, she wouid hane
tnueleld any ona’s heart.

¢ Dear child, do sot speak so. Olbers may

i see improvement where you e zot.

Clara shook her head and remaine
while Mes, Temple mused paisfully oz
siie couid oot impart to Llara,

* What makes me unable to persuvade myselt I
am wrong e thess kind of discontented thoughls,
Catierine I I know, as a fact, 1t is wrong to be
discentented with the situation Gaod bas placed
me i £ believe my place is to obey those whom
He has set cver wae. I know I remainz the
Anglican Church on their authority, because they
teli me, a..d therefore I believe it, that the Aan.
glican Church bas the Sacraments, I kuow all
this as g tnatter of fact ; but yet, though I ask
pardon with my lips of God whenever i tave -
dulged in an outburst of my discontented fcelings,
I aiways feel within me as 1f I were dong an uo-
necessary thing, and He was not displeased with
zte all the while. 1t s quite different whep 1
sk pardon for any otber fault T am thew, as it
were, humiliated;, aad abased to the very eartls
with shame and sorrow, and [ feei as if God had
turned away from me, and could only be recon-
ciled by tears and penance. Why s tais, Co-
therae 7*

An expression Clara did not understand passed
over Catberine’s face. Sbe did no! answwer {or
some tige, but kept on playing with the soft bair
she was stroking down. At iasl she said,

¢ Ask Mr. Wingfield, Clara.’

Clara looked puzzled, but said notuirg, and
4 iong silence succeeded.

¢ People say Mr. Morris s going to leare Loz-
dea,’ said Mrs, Temple, at last.

Clara almost started,

‘ Surely not 7 said she. ¢ ‘What shall we do
without him 7’

“He wili bea great loss to his parish. said

Lhou

Mrs, Temple; ¢ bor I do not think he 15 very !

comfurtabje with his rector.
ther afraid of gomng teo far’

They say be is ra-

¢l daresay, said Clara; ¢ be is oo good for;

wost people. Wrat will poor Fampp Hickes
do without bim ¥

¢« It witl be a sad tnai rer her to lose him, re-
plied Drs. ‘Tempie. ¢ e seems to be a 1zost
devoled person.

¢ Fanny says he is out among the poor till ten

every night,” replied Clara, * and then heis pever

1z bed till two or three in the morring—he spends
the nigit in prayer, aad thes, ke 13 up very early
agaw. I do pot know bow he lives through all
this fatigue.’

*Does be come oftea to see Mirs, Ciark?
asked Catherine.

‘I met bim there this worning,” said Clara.
¢ 1 always ask Mrs. Clark all be bas said to her,
and then I take my bints how far 1 may venture

thereupon. I think he is preparing Mrs. Clark
gradually for confessios. But where can be be
going ¥

¢ People say various things, said Mrs. Temple
evasively, ‘ :

Clara soon rose to go, but luncheon was ready,
and Miss Dalton came in to say so, aad then led
the way to the dining-room, though we must not
stay with them bere. There was much talk
about ¢ outward things, such as frontals, asd su-
per-frontals, and super-altars, and candlesticks,
and Pugia’s work, and medieval work, and DMiss
Lambert, and what was catholic and uancatholic,
and stoles, .and - surphces, and reredos, and the
difterent gentlemea who acted the part of con-
fessors to the Puséyite portion of the. Anghcas
Church, and Mr. Morris.

thiog, in'a A€, of delinum, had oot recogmzed

e

d sijent,
;- give even the Deformers their due.

urch, : | And then Elizabeth
told Her tow kind bie was to Fanny Hickes, and
how be nad sat.up a mght there ; and ‘she; "poor-

| 2 sudden that his arm was under ber pillow, and
: he was by her side, helping to support her; and
then Elizabeth laughed heartily, and Clara and
Mrs. Tewmple jowed, for such scenes seemed new
iand strange to Anglicass {common as they are m
j Cathoiic countries) however much they may ad-
fuwre those who perform them. We will not
“trouble onr readers with a long account how af-
! terwards there wa: an adjournment to Mrs. Tem-
| ple's private room, where, in a recess, a red cur-
tain was drawy across a bow window, and on its
| being thrown aside appeared the oratory, beaut
i fully fitted up witk a crucifix and two silver can-
| dlesticks, The frontal of the htile altar bad
| already assumed its Sepluagesuna hue, a deep
 Trolet, trimmed with siver Jace. Nor shall we
{linger long tc ssy how Elzabeth remembered
s that St. Perpetua wa: in the Calendar for the
;next day, sod tiat therefore they must say ¢ the
[ first Vespers of St. Derpetua ;* and Clara, who
! had instanily buated out the little ¢ Horze Diurpx’
i whicl hived in her packet, almost stamped 1n her
fume 4t finding out that her beloved St, Thomas
Aquioas had beea turned out of the Anglicon
,' Calleudar, when bb‘.‘ Perpetua and Felicitas had
: oaly a commenmoralioiz in the Roman Breviary
i on that day.
¢ To turn out St Thomas Anuinas the angel-
cal doctor I* exclumed she. ¢ What bigotry and
prejudice !’
¢ Gently, Claiu,’ svid Mrs, Temple ;¢ let us
Do you

kaow whea St Themas Aqunas lived 7
i ¢ No, said Ciara, a httle confused,
¢ *Nerde 1) replied Mrs, Temple; € but we
' shall soon see’  And Clara followed her to the
bookcase. ¢ You are right, she added, " smiling,
when shie bad discovered w Alban Butler what
siie wished. < He was bornin the thirteenth
ceptury.'

But Clara was rew utterly absorbed in a new
discovery.

¢ What have you got there, you curious chid ?
said she, fooking over ber shoulder. ¢ O Clara,
indeed this is not for you ; and, with a loag sigh,
Clara let her take Newman’s Development out
of her reluctant bands.

¢O Catherine,” she exclaimed, ¢ are you allow-
ed to read such books 7

¢ Sciae are obiiged to read them,’ said Cather-
10e gravely ; *oniy thank God that you are not,
dear Clara.  And now let us say Vespers,’

¢ Fabricate them ” said Clara with a shrug.
¢ Liet vs see,-~Common of many Martyrs,—no ;
it must b2 ¢ Commune Virgioum,” DBut stay,
they were veither of them virgins, Here it 13
the collect, * Da uobis, quazsumus Domine,” &e.
Anpd now what are we to do abou! the hymn ?—
We can’t say it': Latin, unfortunately, and
there i3 no trawslation, I believe.’

¢ Won't this e 7’ asked Ehzabeth, producing
a translation o!f some bymns irom the Patistan
Breviarp. ¢ This 13 so beautiful and very ap-
propriaie, and theie are {wo copies of the book;’
angd she read alond:

' Tear no more {or the torturer's haad,
Ner the deuyeou dark that bound thes ;
Tae cheira ¢! beaven aboat thes stand,
Bright-shinug sonles gurround thee,” &c.
¢ I thick that will do,” said Mrs. Temple. But
Clara had anotirer demur still,

¢ Liet me jook over the collect, or [ shall get
wto a ress, aad nod out there is something about
the intercession of the saint. T thiok it will do
howerer ; ard now,’ added she colouring, ¢ am I
really to be reader?’

No ooe eise knew Latin enough to venture
upon it : and at last, Nobnes being saié for the
Feria, they gat through the first Vespers of St.
Perpetua, with the kelp of the Eaoglish Psalter
and Clara’s traoslation of the Latin antiphons,
&c., which she did very fluently.

¢ Mr. Morris declares the Breviary 1s inspired,’
said Elizabeth, when they had fimshed.

¢ O Elizabeth, whata mine ol almost unfathom-
able beanty it is I’ said Clara, who had mean-
while sobered dowa into a quiet and gentle
Christiae maiden, instead of the wild kitten she
had just bees. It is really very like inspira-
tion.’ )

¢ I scarcely kuow it ezough to say any thing
about 1t rephied Elizabeth. ¢ How long bave
yecu been in the habit of usiog it? Alap Leslie,
continued she, looking at the title-page of Clara’s
pet Jora; ‘Oxford. Circumecision; 1845 ;
and tben bere 13 the-name,—* Clara ; Patronage
of our Blessed Lady: 1845.) I did not know
you had another brother. .But what 1s this
Latin below? I beg your pardon, dear Clara,
she added, lookiag up at her  sorrdwful face.—

her eyes. S =

¢No,’ replied Clara. -¢I thought you knew.
that I found this 1a my room the mght my dar-
ling brother left us to be zeceived into the Church
of Rome. I found, this. written below my name

i
-

¢ ] have been indiscreet ; for the tears stood in|.

in bis,ll_lgpd 37 and she read aloud t—* O Oriens!

lag). ¢Oh,’ she took the book and kissed it,
then, clasping it hetween her hands, went on 1n
more earnest tones: O DEmmanuvel, Rex et
Leglfe‘r noster, expectatio (ieatwm,—too long
bast Thou tarried,—vesi ad docendum nos vam
prudectiam !’ :

CHAPTER XMI~~—ATTEMDTS,
“ Faith of our fathers ! Mary's prayars
Shall win our country back to thee. ...
Faith of our Fathers ! Holy Faith!
We will be true to thee till desti 17
Futier Fuber.
. Lent was fast approachug, with sts tong forts
days of retirement and fasting. ‘Ihere are many
perhaps who will remember their Anghcan Lents.
Holy times they were, though mingled, as all
things out of the Catholic Church must always
be, with much selt-will, They will perhaps re-
member the care wih which they lud from
parents and friends any symptom of the seif-dic-
ciplne they were exercistng ; they will not have
forgotten the iighting over every ounce of breal
ordered, or every pound of meat, and the mur-
murings wherewith they found out tiat some one
else had be allowed Lo de more than they, Thoen
| the increasing dilicully of getting through each
week 1 succession; the feebleness of their
voices, the cougps, almost suffocating them i
their atlewapls to conceal them in church; the
daily ncreasiog and decreasing flesh,— till, the
last great week being arrived, all reserve was
thrown off, ¢ One week would never hurt any
one.’ Doctors were disregarded ; fremnds were
laughingly 10ld rever to mind, for 1t was almost
over; hours were spent i church ; homes werc
quite deserted, ¢ Laster was coming, and ther
it would not matter.” The doctors avoided in
the street like a pestilence, for fear of discover-
ing the lengths their patients were gog; and
then when the great day did come at last, just
getling throuzh the long morning service, scarcely
attending to the joyous Easter sermons from
fatigue, sickness, and exbaustion, and ‘when Eas-
ter Monday arrived, being found in bed instead
of at the early Communior at Margaret Chapel-
utterly unable to eat the Easter food placed be,
fore them.  Aund then came the grave looks of
friends, the graver visits of doctors, the disgus:
with weich [riends viewed a spstem which fhey
considered as mere self-will, and the reproaches
cast upon the sprritual guides who had advised
and sanctioned practices tn which they had no
experience, and concermng which the Chureh of
England had no definite rules. In those days,
even ‘sound protestants’ were fain to admire the
superior wisdom of the Church: of Rome, who,
not content wilb bidding her children ¢fast and
abstain,” gave authority to each Bishop to lay
dows rules lor lus diocese, 12 winch the differ-
ence of climate and bhabits of the people were
carefully considered, and all were taught how to
use fastiog and abstinence without mcapacitating
themselves for their appomted work ip life,

Many, perhaps, especially mn these still fater
times, will remember all this, aud more, and
not think st exaggeration when they find such
ardent young people as our beroine persevering
in making hersell very ill by the time Easter
came.

Just before Lent began, Clara had written to
Mr. Wingfield, inquiring ber ruie for Lent,—
The letter had been neglected 1a the press of
business, which at that momeat overwhelmed
him. About the end of the second weekin Lent,
she received the following note, when she had
beguo to act upon her own fancy about fasting,
thinking that he did pot intend to answer her :

“ My DeanesT Cuip, — It was only this
mornig I recollected that I had not answered
your icquiries as to your Lenten diet. I have
bad so much to occupy my thoughts and harass
me lately that you must forgive my seemiag
neglgence. I think, as you have been suffering
trom a cough during the winter, you had better
go and call on Dr. Carter, in Portmaa Square,
and put yourself under s directions for the en-
suing Lent. I bave no doubt Mrs. Temple will
kindly take you there some day very soon. I
do not wish you to read the Lufe of St. Philip
Neri. There is much in it that woiild barm a
mind like yours. I'send you a. hittle hook on the
Pemtential Psalms, which I hope wili be of use
to you during the present season. I hope to be
in Liondon some time in Holy Week; most likely
on Easter-eve. I will answer your: other ques-
tions when I see you. God bless this holy sea-
son to your soul’s good ! o

 In Him ever your very aflectionate f—,

L - C. R:'WingriELD.

¢ Greatest haste.”” _

-Mrs. Temple put this nete into .Clara’s band
one morning as she' came out of Ehurch:;-and
that afternoon the two friends were on’their way
to Portman Squre,” L {
. ¢Now, Catherine,’. surd Clarg, ,“;you know
you may as well go up. and see’ Mrs. Carter, for
L am going to talk.to Dr. Carter alons.’
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