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VOL. XVI.

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, JUNE 1, 1866.

LIFE IN THE CLOISTER;
OR, .
FAITHFUL AND TRUE.

By the Author of “The World and the Cloister)
§e., &ey e

CHAPTER XvIiL.— (Continued.)

¢ ] have forgotten to mention the habit of the
regular canoness; it is composed of the coarsest
white serge, with a preturesque looking rochet of
white hinen, with a babit of a [iner white serge
heneath it, for the rochet does not come down to
the feet. The coarse serge, worn pext the per-
son, is as austere, I assure you, n a burning sum-
mer day, as the utter absence of fire in novice-
ship and work-room is during the winter, espe-
cially if it be a severe one.’

¢ Oh, mercy on me !’ said Mrs. Bowring ;f you
surely don’t mean to say that the poor puns have
no fire ia the depth of wiater 7°

¢ Yes, but I most certainly do,’ rejoined Lucy ;
and it was somewhat penitential too. Bat you
forget their vow of poverty, my dear matdam, as
well as that this order of the great St. Augus-
tine is considered very self-denying and austere ;
remember, too, that the vow of poverty made by
a nun allows her 10 use nothing superfluous or
that can by any possibility be done without ; she
can receive no preseuis save for the commnunity
at large ; ber clothes are well worn and mended ;
she cannot be said to possess even her own babit
or her own books, as at any lune they may be
exchanged for taose of another ; indeed mine is
a word never beard in a monastery, ours being
the term m fashion in taese clowstered asylums.

¢ And, dear Miss Arlington, do tell me what
you mean by the word cell—what sort of a place
isit? it’s a borrid word, I think’

¢ A tiny room, of dimenstons just large enough
to hold a very small bed, little larger than oue’s
coffin will be, that is all, with sheets of serge,
vacovered boards, a chawr, a priew-Diey, 2
table, a wash-hand basio and water-ewer, and a
glass just large enough to enable a oun to fnf oL
her veii properly, that is allj and yet, believe
me, these cioistered ladies rise 10 the early morn-
ing far more refreshed than a dissipated la}dy of
f{ashion wben ske leaves her bed of down.’

¢ Are they not very dull ¥ asked Mrs. Bow-
ring. .
¢ Quite the contrary ; I was not half a day in
the convent betore I was asked if I were of a
cheerful disposition, as if not, ¢ My dear child,’
said mother prioress, ¢ you will not suit us;’ 1
found tbem, in fact, the very reverse of dull.—
Religon was put lorth in a pleasant aspect. 1
was not amudst the Purttans of old§ and the re-
ligious of the Cathelic Church know that a deep-
seated feeling of religion is not mcompatidle with
a good fow of spirits—oh, no; believe me, I bave
heard full often a merry ringiog laugh mn that bap-
py cloister, and have see, ou their various fete-
days, the good nuss, old and young, like a throng
of gay, light-hearted girls—and why not?—
surely, if properly vxe\veq, nothmg.but a suur
ascetieism would forbid a joyous spirit.

+ T have forgotten, too, to wention that much
charity 1s dispensed from  Lhe conveat gate, and
this not only to the poorer classes, but also to the
genteel poor. Take it for grm_lted, Mrs, Bow-
ring, that tie vow of poverty is good for therr
neighbor, at all eveets ; aud well would it be for
England now, and England’s geateel poor, who
are uomercifully barassed and threalen'ed with
executions when their poor-rates fall into ar-
rears, if there were pow richly-gndowed nonas
teries "and abbey (ands insgeaq of poor-law
unions; but Joha Bull lets his bigotry run away
with bis common seose, and does not see in his
owD ignm-ance,how little be or the country has

benefited by the change.
¢T bhave not yet spoken of the.vow of obe-
dience ; you will bear ia mind that it 1s entire in
the full sense of the word. A pun hves by ber
tule, and the superior is also guided by the same ;
her voice 15 but as the reflection of the rule, and
she bas to see that it is duly observed. Yau
will, however, undersiand tbat tbey are perbaps,
with_scarcely an exception, the beloved a'!d ve-
perated friends of ther attached community.—
They are elected by the votes of the Religious,
e many orders noé for life—mn the conveat of
which I am speaking only for three years at a
time; though they may be re-elected. The pre
sentation order is regulated much in the same
way wilh many others, had'I time to call them
1o mind ; and a movice is always admitted to ber
religious profession in the same way—by the
votes of the sisterhood. ¥
¢ That which received me wasa happy aud
united community, founded at the ume of reli-
gious persecution in Eogland, and wheo the penal
Jaws were in full vigor. It has ranked amongst
1ts 1omates the daughters of several of ‘the most
influential of the Enghsh Cathohes, and is rarely
without ‘ooe or more members “of their leadiog
families ; and it is but due to them to say, that I
 found amongst.them examples of the most exalt-

‘getung the words, ¢ Go sell what thou hast, and

ed virtue—generous, kind, and charitable. I
wag perfectly unkuown to Lhem, till introdaced to
their notice by a mutual friend, merely as a young
lady who, desicous of entering religion, had ne
means to carry that desire into effect, and was
about to earn her maintenance by teaching. 1
met with the affect:on we generally receive ouly
from attached and well-tried friends during hours
of tedious sickness, and which, after several
wontbs spent in the covitiate, occasioned my re-
tura to the world, and was but the prelude to a
very long and almost tatal malady. I remember
now with gratitude the kind attention and care
I received at their hands, care such as can rarely
be bestowed in the world, save when persons
have a comfortable competercy; ard,’ added
Miss Arlington, her eyes humid with tears as
she concluded ber narration, * I have become fa-
miliar with many of these tnuch.maligoed ladies
since then in Eogland and lreland and Scotland,
and certaiv am I that all are leading holy and
sell-decymng lives, of which the world knows
nathing, or knowwg, could 1ll appreciate the ma-
tives from which their actions proceed. I have,
| thiak, but a word or two more to say, lestl
should have msled you, Mrs. Bowring, by the
idea that money has anything to do in the matter
ot after employment in the commumty; it has
nothing., Had 1 taken two thousand pousds for
my portion, it would stll have been the same; I
should have been, in all probability, placed in
the school, in which ladies of birth and high po-
silion already taught, who bad taken tber for-
tuges o the closter.’

¢ I thank you very muc, Miss Arlington, said
Mrs. Bowning, ¢for the information you bave so
kindly given me ; though, I suppose, the effect it
will have on wny daughter Maud, and my friend
Miss Craig, will be to make them more anxious
than ever to become nuns, unless, indeed, you
have frightened tkem by what you bave told us
about the trials of the nowitiate.’

Marion and Maud only laughed at the idea,
Miss Arlington saying,—

¢ That 1s not at a!l likely to be the vase, Mrs.
Bowring. The young ladies, we tnust presume,
seek a cloister-in order to aim at a Ingher state
of virtue than they might pechaps attann in the
world ; and will not be alraid of seeking it by
the way of penance and self-cenial, remember-
ing the words, ¢ Taks up thy cross, and follow
me.”’? :

The barvest-moon was just beginmng to rise,
shedding iis pale silvery beams over the distant
chiffs, and highting up the litle parlor 1 which
the ladies were seated. It wasa moment for
thought and reflection, whea the busy tumulit of
life was over for a time, and the passions hushed
and subdued. Mrs. Bowriog was wrapt in a
reverie ; Marion and Maud were meditating on
the future that lay before them ; Lucy inwardly
prayed that the seed might take root, and that
some of her simple, truthful words might have
touched the heart of her very prejudiced hearer,
and at the very Jeast work for good in ber davgh-
ter’s behalf.

At the lapse of a few mowents the lady rose
to take her departure, shook Lucy warmly by
band, and bade her farewell, teling her she
should be very glad to see her in Exeier, adding,

¢ I will just owa the {ruth—you have softened
down my prejudices a little. I really did not
think, {rom all that I have heard, that tbe nuns
lived such lives as you describe j but then, you
see, [ never me! till now with any one who bad
been in a coavent.’

Ab, and how many are there who think and
speak like Mrs, Bowring, imbibing all their pre-
Judices from the calunmous wnitings of such wo-
men as Heoretta Caracciolo and Maria Moak ;
and yet they are goad souls after all, open to
conviction, should theg hapmly meet with any
one ahle to aform them on a point wpoan which
they bave been all their ives most cruelly mis-
led ; for never have they bad it placed before
them that our Liord Hunsell bequeathed these
counsels of perfection. Sa it is, so 1t will be;
there is no buman iostitution under the sun which
may not have its abuses, and be abused, either
from faulty members within, or a calumnious
world without. And the history of past ages,
the records of days gone by, and also our pres-
ent experience prove to us the truth, that there
ia no stale so- boly, no system so pure, but that
scandal may creep 1o ; aod that there is no way
of life, however exalted, which the harshly-
Jjudgmg world will not decry and condema, for-

follow Me)?

CHAPTER XIX.—THE SHADOWS OF THE GRAVE.

The little party eojoyed thewr homeward walk
as they descended from Beausite, the mooubeams
touching with their silvery rays the trees and
shrubs, and playing on the calm waters of the
bay. - Mrs. Bowring was unusually taciturn, and
Marion could- not™ help thinking that Lucy Ar-
hington’s simple narrative of her own experience:
as o convent life- ‘had had some little-influence
on the good lady’s mind. They bad ‘returned
bome 1n+good spirits'§ Marion' ‘hastenwg . imme-

diately to her father, who had been left unusu-
ally long to himself, save by the occasional visits
of the servant, who told her that when she last
entered the room he was asleep. Marion en-
tered gently, fearing lest she should disturb him,
and stood for a moment beside the couch moura-
fully contemplating the change 1n s features, a
change traced more by sickness and care thaa
by the band of time, She had started as she
stood beside him, so uausually ghastly did us
always pale features appear, lighted up as they
now were by the silvery light of the moon. He
was breathly hahtly, so lightly that she bent low
enough for ber hair 10 rest upon his brow before
she conld cateh that faint gasping breath, and
satisfy herself (hat the sickly, ghastly hue ot his
coun'enance was 70¢ the impress of deatlt.

Sle drew gently away, the fears which had
paralysed her had passed away, and she was
stealing softly from the room when she heard
him speak, murmuring her own name ; she drew
again towards the bed, believing mm to be
awake, but found him rambling o hus sleep, and
the following words fell upon her ear:—

¢ Yes, 1t 1s very hard work, kard work to strug-
gle on: but the end will come. Yes, T have
been selfish and woildly in the days that are
past, and Marion, dear child, has been the suf-
{erer ; but she will have her reward, aod I shall
oot be with her much longer.

All was again siieat, but the sleeper turned un-
easily on his bed, and Marion, unable to keep
back ber blinding tears, still lingered, not liking
to leave him by himself. Then there was a
struggle, as if the hard breath would only come
with so much difficulty j and as Marion stood yet
irresolute whetler she should not call for 3 light,
the stifling gasp again serzed the sufferer, and
noting the agony he endured, she tenderly passed
lier arms under his head, with the idea of reliev-
g and arousing him from his painful slumbers at
the same time. .

Was it really the shadow caused by the pale
and ficful light of the maon, or was it the gray
shadow of deatk, which imparted to her fatber’s
cagatenance that deathly bue 7 and surely sever
had Marion seen the rays of the moon impart so
ghastly a tint before. And now alarmed, fear-
g the worst, though scarcely daring to express
it to herself, she withdrew her arm witk the in-
tention of calling for assistance ; but no, she
cannot feave him, though the face becomes more
rigid, and Lhe eyes, preternaturally bright, are
fixedly gazing on the daughter of s love; le
b:ds, he implores her not to leave him, and his
cold band grasps her own with a teracity which
death only will relax; whilst the words, ¢ Bless
you, bless you, mny own dear Mariop,’ fall ike
an tcebolt on her heart. ¢Nay, do not leave
me ; I am sleepy, darling ; let mesleep. So, so,’
he said, laying his head upon her bosom. ¢ Pray
for me, Marion, my child ; but do not leave me.’
And so, still rambling on in broken, mcoherent
sentences, he fell asleep ; and that sleep was the
sleep of death.

For a few moments Dlarion stood irresolute.
Did ae sleep? did he really sleep again 7 and
bending down her head, she listens to catch the
faintest breatls ; buc no ; she hstens in vain. O
God, could she but hear once more his queru-
lous chiding as of old; then she bends forward,
an: kisses the marele brow, damp with the sweat
of death. She knows the fatal trath; the sl
very beams of the [air harvest-moon, shedding a
refulgent radiance oa all around, play upon those
fixed and rigid features, on which no soul could
look and fail to know that the angel of death bad
spread his wings over that still, quiel form.

She knows the truth now, there 1s no longer
room for doubt ; she gaxes for « moment horror-
stricken, full of awe, on the features of the dead ;
and theo staggering to the bell-rope, and pulling
it with fraotic vehemence, falls senseless on the
floor. .

Mrs. "Bowring, alarmed at the violence with
which the bell had been rung, was the first to
enter the room, followed by her daughter and the
maid. Oune glacce at the silent form on the bed,
and then at the prostrate figure of the uncoan-
scious Marion, told her the truth; and kneeling
beside her, she raised her bead, applied the usual
restoratives, called her her ¢ own dear Marion,
reminded her of the lost one’s paios and tnfirmi-
ties, and strove to soothe with those kindiy of-
fices which strike home to the hearts of the
trouble-minded. ‘

At last poor Marion recorered ; aod Lhen,
first draggiog her weary limbs Lo the bed, she
koelt down to pray for the soul’s repose of one
so dear to her, who afier many loog years of
free-thiokiog had but since bis residence m Tor-
quay made his peace with God. :

Thec she insisted on herself rendering the last
sad duties almost unaided. And with her own
hands coveriag the face of the dead with a sheet;
having first bedewed it with ber tears, she went
to her solitary litile parlor to thiok * how she
sbould bury her father” - - . e
- ¢ Charity never’ faleth,” Marion : it is one of
the works of miercy to bury the dead... - =~ . .

W leee

¢ First, there is poor Lilian to write to,’ she
says to herself, as she places her writing desk
before her and begins to scrawl, almost uuintelli-
gibly. a few lhasty words, but pauses and shud-
ders as she thinks of the thing overhead, no
longer of this world ; then she remembers that
she must have black wax and black-edged paper,
and she pulls the bell with such haste—so unlike
to her own quiet, gentle way—that Maud runs
w, in fear lest the hour ¢ by herself, whichshe
has begged to have, should kave ended 1n another
swoon, -

But go.  *I am quite calm, dear Maud,’ she
says—her soft eyes ramnng showers of tears, by
the way, quite contradict the truth of her asser-
tion. ¢ I will write to dear Lalian on this paper,
and putit i a black envelope when Martha bas
purchased some ;’ and then agan alone, and al-
most blinded by the tears wineh blister 1he paper
ag she tells her sad news, she finishes her letter
to her sister ; but bethinking that the evening
post 1s out two hours since, she calls to Martba
and sends her with a message to the telegraph
office, so that Lilian, if Lilian indeed have the
money to travel with, inay be there to-morrow
might.

‘Three letters Marion wrete to persors whom
she thought would help her 1n her heavy trouble,
one of taese was to Lady Evelyn, the lady whom
she bad been told had remembered her i ber
will,

Elien, about eleven o'clock, she went to her
room, first crceping in, 10 her loneliness and sor-
row, to the bed of death. She had paused.at
the door of the chamber, shuddering at the
thought that she was about to enter that room
alone, then she reproached herself —¢ Whal
could hurt her there?” Ts it not strange that
we thus feel awe-stricken at approaching those
wlom we have so loved w life 7 ¢ 1t is a sacred
duty,’ suys she, ¢ to look again on his dear fea-
tures before | go to rest 3 and then she sofily
opens the door and passes wto that dread pre-
sence, kneels while she breathes a De Profundis
for lus soul, withcraws the sheet, and presses ber
lips op the marble brow, reverently replaces it,
and steuls shudderingly away, to pass a sleepless,
tearful night of nerveus wakefulness, keeping her
light burning from a childish fear even of the
ghastly moonlight ; and, shall we own the truth;
glad that Martba tapped at the door, acd with
pale face and trembling form asked, ¢would
Miss Craig allow her te pass the night
her room, she felt so nervous and frightened ke ?

‘The presence of the girl, who soon forgot
everything in slumber, was nevertheless a cow-
fort to the solitary mouraer, and about daybreak
she wept hersell to sleep ; but the horrors of the
dread awakenwg—ah, those only can tell what
they are who bave suflered very deep grief, it
rusties so UPOR U3 aS We Open our eyes to our
renewed suffering.

At eight o’clock she beard the postman’s
knock ; the letter was for iler, and bore the
Manehester postmark ; ske tore it open with
treinbling baods ; it was {rom Mr. Gilmour, and
1t told her of the death of her good friend Lady
Ervelya,

She sat for a'few momeats trapsfixed with this
fresh blow 5 her letter was now op its way, ask-
ing for assistance from her who, five days since
bad paid the debt of nature,

Then came the natural thought — Was Mr,
Gilmour’s information correct ? 1f so, she is gone
whose generosity would have helped to smooth
his passage to the grave.

Shall ske ask Mr. Gidmour to aid her, should
her other triends fail 7 The good-patured Burkes
would receive a letter the next morming, also the
geotlemen whose daughlers she had taught at
Clapham,

Yes, try him, Marion ; he has a large family,
but he is tolerably well to do in the world ; per-
haps it will please him to have a part in paying
the last token of respect to the memory of his
old friend. _

Then Mrs. Bowring called- for her on an un-
dertaker, arrangiog about all those painful de-
tails which it was Marion’s lot tq discharge.—
And very wearily Lhe hours passed away, till
Herbert and her own darlisg Lilian made their
appearance in the evening. -

They bad a little moary, not much, but just a
few pounds. ¢ Tt would help to bury dear papa,
love, said Lilian, as she stood weeping beside
the stil uncoffined remains; ¢and Herbert 13
sure to get on soon—we can manage.’ Marion
had just five shillings 1o the house, that was all,
and Liliap bad forgotten, as sbe threw her seved
pounds into Marion’s lap, that they should all
want mourning, and sighed heavily as Marion re-
minded her her of this expensive requirement,
but added, ¢ Mrs. Bowring has called. on a
draper in the town, Lilian, be will send all that
we shall require in the morning, and I can pay
m as soon as I get the money.” . . .

Yes, ¢ blessed are the merciful.’ -Marion was'
not forgotten''n her: great affliction, for Mr.
'Burke and Mr. Gilmour each’sent her a check for
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five, and material for her best dress, so that ¢he
great trouble caunsed by want of money was
spared them ; and ever striving to save, the two
sisters worked very hard to make up their own
mourning.

And at last the day arrived when the remains
of the once rich Mr. Craig were laid in u simple
grave in the Torquay churchyard, the sisters and
Herbert taliing care to purchase the spot, so that
it should not be opened for any other person;
and a little later, when Herbert and Lilian were
better off, they raised a small marble cross to his
memory, on the face of which were the only
words,—

¢ Of your charity pray for the sou) of Archi-
bald Craig. Aged78.”

Requiescal 1n pace.

CHAPTER XX.—FAREWELL,

Eight weeks have passed away; Torquay has -
lost its charm now for Marion ; Lilian and Her-
bert have been obliged to return to London, .
the furnitare of the cottage is all gomg to be-
sold by auction, and Marion will shortly go to.
Namur,

The bubble has burst, the will-o™-the-wigp,
winch, like ignus futuus, lured Marion on, has
turned out to be either a mischievous invention,
a gross falsehood on the part of one 10 whom
Marion was perfectly unknown save by naine,
ar, If true, then Lady Evelyn, veuerable in years,
and long an invalid, had revoked her charitable
intentions in Marion’s favor, and expurged her
name from her will at a later period. ¢ Trou-
bles never come alone,’ says the old adage.—
You sce death was 2ot the only one she had to
contend with; 1t was such a fine thing for a
young womaa who had not a ¢ souw’ in the world
to look to, to hear that on the death of an aged
lady there would be two thousand pounds for her
to receive, that she couid hardly be blamed if
sometimes she had encouraged a hope that the
story was true ; nor could she resign all hope,
ull a friend had applied to one of the executors,
who speedily informed her that Mus Craig’s
name was not mentioned, io any way whatever,
in the late Lady Evelyn’s will.

* Well,’ thought Marion, ¢ L suppose tronble 1s
making me very apathetic. I could not shed a
single tear at my disappointment now.’

It was a good thing that this was the case,—
Excess of trouble sometimes seems to paralyse,
as 1t were, our mental faculties, sn 1t was with
Marion ; her speculation at Torquay had been
an unfortunate one. So that whatever her
furmiture realised would have to go to elear vari-
ous little outstanding debis, and thus (e nuns
would have to receive ber entirely empty-handed
or not at all. There was no doubt but that 1a
this case of Marion’, as i many others, the
convent would not be benefited by receiving a
novice whose aflairs, in a pecuniary point of
view, were In 50 terrible a predicameqt.

"The evening before the day fixed for the sale
of poor Marion’s goods and chattels she spent
with Maud aad ber mother at their new lodgings,
and they accompanied her in the farewell vigt
she was about to pay to Miss Arlingten.

Marion had observed that the prejudices of
Mrs. Bowring had subsided wondrously since the
meeting with Lucy ; so great 18 the power of
truth, sf the ignorant and prejudiced could byt
be brought to listen to it. 'The meeting was
somewhat melancholy, as might be expected, for
Lucy had learnt to love 1the patrent, uorepining,
Marion, This, too, was the last time most pro-
bably that they would meet’ on earth, so some-
thing may be allowed for human feelivg ; and '
you know, reader, as well as 1 do, how hard 1t 15
1o say that one word farewell, to lack your last,
and then tear yourself away from one you have
fondly loved. Well, this falls to the lot of all of
us souner or later in our path through life, even
before the great separater, death, teirs from
us those whom we bave dearly cherished,

first to nise, when Maud exclaimed,—

Miss Arlington had wrilten some verses about
that you promised to ask for a copy of them.’
g about my' poor attempts at verse,’ said Lucy,
not where,’

¢ Noosense, Lucy; let Maud have them at

once,’ said Marion. ¢ Who knows, some one of

she added,-with an arch glance. et that lady,~—~
¢ and Maud may go tripping’ off to this convent

cloister . ‘of ‘Nazareth, what' 2" pretty, sweef.
name, she continued. ¥, sweel.

have liked to make that my" hqun!_q.f ;r’.;-,‘t';'

me.’ o ~ .

moments; retirned; ‘bringg" |

ten pounds,-and’ her Clapham - friends seat ber

: . O R T
the following simple‘lines ;=
R SRR IR DR I

¢ Dear Miss Craig, you were telling me that -

these days Mrs. Bowring may yield her conseat,’ .’

of Nazareth, so-much endeared to you. The:

¢If they would ‘have; "
taken poor .me wn your place, .Lucy, I should

but that Namur, dear, dear Naniur is waiting for. ,
et o, AR 4 <t

The moment came at last; Marion was the

that conveat 1n the Netherlands ; de nat forget.
¢ have a mind to scold you, Marion, for talk- .

‘ they are not worth to be paraded forth I know

~Lucy yielded* somewlat " feluctaity *to | the-"
wish of our - friends,'and dl’;appea"riﬁgﬂ"i'fq‘;'-‘?a'few"~
with' her a'copy of: .
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