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cHAPTER XXuL.—Condinued:

Mr. Wingfielt sasd he must be goiog, and
excused himsett.  Poor Clara again turoed very
pale a8 he bid her goot by. Sse felt thatit was
good by torever, aud saw that it was tetter that
others were 1o the room. There was nothiog
more to saj, acd all attempts at parting kiodly
were useless, Sue followed bim with her eyes
tiil the door closed behind him, and then turmeg
to a window, looked alter bis tal! Bgure dowe the
street, il the tears completely blinded ber.
Catherine, however, soon ceme after ber, acd,
drawipg ber band with a smile withia her arm,
attempted to [ead ber away,

¢ Father Raymond won’t misunderstand your
tears,” said sbe, ball sadly, half plagfuliy.—
¢ We all know 1t 1s very hard to part with our
Angiican directors.’

If any thing could bave reassured Clara at that
mowent, 1t was Father Raymord’s kind look of
sympatby ; but 1t would come cut,and though she
sufiered Cathertoe to lead her to the sofa close
Io him, she wepl wilkioys restraint.

itis 8o bard to be misundersiood by those
ose Joves besi) saxd sbe sadly, ¢lt s ¢all
self-will, 7 ¢ all excited imagnationsy ¢ it cannot
be God’s waik o and ‘some Gay I shall see 11 as

they do.? )

¢ Yes,” raid Father Raymend ; it s the bard-
est part of the sacnfi:x God calls jou to make ;
but is 1t not also a weederfal privilege to be thus
immted to snare ome of osne especial sul-
feringe of our Divine Liord ? Some day, on the
costrary, they will see that it 1s God’s Hand tbat
is leading you; and Mr. Wingleid will bimself
be restored to Catholic [Fnity.’

{Not Mr. WingBeld, mghed Clara sorrow-
folly ; © he-is so—bigoted, I was going to say ; e
is sb sure of bis position.’

¢1t depends wpou you,” rephied Father Ray-
aond, smibing 5 ¢ if you only pray enough for him,
he will soon be converted.’

¢ Clara bas yet to learn tue force of Catholic
prayer, said Catberme; ¢it cannot be learar
before ope 1s a Cathohic. She will feel it soco
. egough afterwards.’

¢He wil csist wpon my believiag Father
Newman is dissatisfied,” said Clara, *He sajs
he bas read ¢ Loss ad Gai2’ over and over again,
and there ts a spirit of ussatished yearnivg alter
what be has leit rupning tbroughthe whole bouk.’

Father Rayinond could act resist a smie, and
Catherine {zughed outright, .

¢ Who witi they say is dissatisfied Yext ° sard
sbe. ¢ Poor Mr, Wiopfeld ! But they are all
alike ; tbey see everylbing tbrough a medium of
their ow...}.

‘I think you may put your mind at rest abont
Father. Newman being dissainstied, saud Fatboer
Ruymond 3 * biy'last volume of Sermans speaks—
too plagly to be misunderstood evea by his
quondery Puseyite frtends—those simple words
which are the wdex of hus beart : ¢ [ bave sought,
and I bave found,*?

¢ But do you kacw,’ said Clara, fooking anxious-
ly up, © that be wul eot allow the validity of this
trici of six months without my never going to
Mass during tuat ‘ime ; mever writing to Alan,
or baving anj communication with him ; never
seeing a Catbolic priest, or a Catholic friend, or
even a book ? o thar I feal es1t I were domg
a lorbudden thisg evexn in talking to you.

Fatber Raywond smiled ; but Lie did not seem
jchoed to move ar change the conversation.

‘Your mivd 1s then quite male ap 7’ said be,
aslight flush crossing bis features.

¢ Ob, I forgot that you did not know it,” replied
Clara, with more cheerfulness ; ¢ but, she added,
looking mquiringly at him, €1 base promised to
wait )l I am of age—1ill the Stb of December
vekt—in consuleration of my temily and friends,
and to prove to 1bem that these conviclions are
the work of God and set of my owa imagina-
tion 5 but I Liad not caleuiated afll Mr. Wiog
Bield’s re quisinions,?

‘Yes?gaid Farher Raymond: his tone was
doubtful, haif kinduess, half sadness;*do you
thiuk you will be able to want so loog ¥

¢ It wll be very difficalt)’ replied Clara ;¢ but I
. believe it s what Grod requires of me.’

¢ I suppose you could not go to Mass while
you are in your brotber’s house? emd Father
Rayniond ; ¢ and as to seeing -Catholic priests, of
course, if there 1s any secessity, you will not
think ycurselt bound not to see one 1

¢ Ob, o, tadecd,” said Clara ; “sad s to Ca-
therioe, il she soi/f come to see me, I capnot turn
ber out of doois. My health, I suspect, will not
pErmit we to come here very often. The doc-

tors ever eay I-must spend next winter out of
Ebgland.’ ' o

*1 toiok it would be the best thing that could
be done,’ said Cutherize, look ng towards Father
Raymond. ¢ If Ciara left Esgliod mmediately
after ber couversion she would be spared much

of the publicity and disagreeableness attendint on
such a step?

¢ Aud you too,” said Father Raymond smuling.

Catherie smiled too. .

¢ Of course tis is Clara’s home whenever she
13 obliged to leave her brother’s pratection, and it
would do both gnod to see what a real Catholie
couniry 1s,’

Clara did not speakt. She could scarcely be-
lieve her ears ; for Catberine had pever spoken
of ber living with her before ; and now a beau-
tful vision of foreign lands came before her
miud’s eye,—Italy with ber magic suoshige and
ber glowing devotlon ; cathedrals, churches, pro-
cesstons 3 ail her yousg dreams of barefooted
friars snd veled puns, She almost thought she
afready heard the indescribable wail of the Flise-
rere, and knell 1n adoration at the shrice of St.
Peter, Her cheek flushed, bher eye kindled, and
her heart fluttered hke an imprisoned ®ird, as
Alan’s image mmgled with the enchaotment of
the Scene, aud she felt she was no longer tres—
passiog on lorbiddea ground. She was quite ab
sorbed, uand did not perceive the turn tbe con-
versation bad takenm, till she heard Catherine
say.

¢ Dr, Carter recommeads Malta,

+You could not see the Cetbolic religion under
a wore favourable point of view,’ rephed Fatber
Raywond. ‘Toe ooly complamat Protestants
wake s, that 1t is so intensely Cathohic” He
lpvked at his watch aod rose as he spoke. * 1
shall cotsay good by, said be to Clara; * | shali
bope to see you again, If anything disiurbs yon
1 suali only be too happy lo be of auy service to
gou. Any books that you may wrte for, L may
be able more easiy to procure perhaps for you
than evea Mrs. Temple.

¢ On, I ainso weared with controversy ' re-
plied Clara ; * I long so te be a* rest, to bave an
authority to which to look, as a guide that can-
oot err !’

¢ 1 would oot then read 2ny more, said Fatber
B iytnuud ; ¢ You are convioced that there is but
one Courch, aod that you as yet are not withn
its outward pale. Now, pray ; de not forget to
pray ; pray (vod to give you hght aud strength to
da His Will, and sathieg but His Will.  Let
me eod as I began the first tuse I saw you:
prayer—earnest, faithfol, humble prayer—is the
one 1hiwg oecessary for you

Those six montbs of trial passed one by one
away. Maoy and many & time did Clara’s pa-
iience nearly fail ; but tbe thovgbt of ker promise
restroived ber ardent spinit.  Douglas wever ap
proached the subject ; be seemed 1o selent anotber
lie ot couduct, and treated her witb far more
kiudoess than ke had ever done before. Clara
coutinued 10 very weak bealth, very rarely weat
out, and accordiogly gave him oo subject of dis-
pleasuce.  With Muldred she spoke openly, and
Clara could plamnly perceive that sbe had made
some impression oo her emster-in-law’> mind, and
cleared away a good many prejudices; but suli
she avorded speaking, for it was ber character to
listes not to talk ; only once she showed what
was working w ber mmd in some degree.

+O Clara P’ said she, bad you but been to
Poowe as t have, you would not be thus attracted
towards the Bumish Chureb.’

Clara locked up, but sud nothing ; she dared
pot meation the thought of ber gomg abroad; n
was Douglas’s wish that ao ooe wn the house
should kvow the day of ber cenversion, or whi.
ther she intended going 3 in snort, from the bour
she lel' tus house she was to be as one dead.

¢ What can it be,’ coptipued Mildred eargestly,
taying down her work, ¢ that attracts you ip thal
system, wiich o me 1s 50 fuli of things which
pertectly sbocks and revolts me 7 O Clara ] tow
can jou leave a hight so pure, a system €0 simple
and beaunful, as gurs is?

Clura g«Zed up 1o ber face.

¢ Shalt 1, can 1 make you understsnd it she
rephed more earaestly still. ¢ O Mildred, is the
B.essed Sacrament what it once was to you ?’

¢ T have never changed, Clara? sad Mildred,
i that revereuirsl tope she always used whep
gpeaking of sacred things., ¢ What [ believed
ibose happy days dear Clara, when we were one
in every teeling, I believe now.”

¢ O Mildred, tben,” replied Clara, € it is that
costaat, dailp, ever-returning, neve) -ceasing love
sod adoration of that boly mystery m the Cbarch
ot Rowe tbst attracis me. Our Lord 1s never
absent from ber alars. He is ever there ; you
do net go to a.Cburch, and feel that it is
empty ; the Lord of Glory 18 oo His bumble
Throoe. '

¢« Bud Hb is ever present, dearest Clara,’ ia-
terruated Mudreo.

¢« Not ax He 13 10 the Blessed Sacrament, M-
dred,? reptiea Clara j “tt s He,w His very Fleso
aud Bfond, as Ile was when He wandered on
earth durivg those glad torty days atter Hus re-
sucrectiou, resting in tbat Lancruscle ! He was
spirtually ommpresent, ay He s to us aow at
this moment, when He was oo eaith: bat, ob

! Mildred,” aud she clasped ber bands, with ooe of
' ber beaunlul expressions of almost serapbic rap-

ture,—¢ would you have been content? would
you not have sought His Feet, and wept with
the Magdalene, as you batbed them with your
tears ? would not earth bave been a void where
He was not? wonld tis spiritual preserce have
sufficed you then? Oh, no, Mildred ; your heart
says no j and such 1s every Catholic’s feeling
when be leaves that very preseace of s Lord
1 that Taberpacle, His poor abiding place, for
the mere spirttual presence which Erotestants
are content with)?

¢ Thank you, Clara,’ replied Mildred, thovght-
fully ; ¢I am very glad you bave told me this,—
You know 1 cannot feel as you do, but 1t ex-
plamms a great deal to me. I now think that 1
understand you beiter.

Clara looked up, ber eyes wet with tears,.—
Her miod returned to those days when they had
shared every thought, and her heart swelled
with affection. She turned to the little Made-
leine who was playing on the floor beside her,
and learing over her, nd the tears that would
fal} w the cares.es she bestowed on the child,.—
She felt how deep was the sacrifise God required
of her ; put she shrunk not from it she oely
felt am:d her griet that joy which God gives to
thase who are withsg 1o give up all for H m, aod
murmured to berself her long loved autiphon,
that was now fast approachisg, ¢ O Adooar! O
Root of Jesse! come and deliver us; do not
tarry ; come to us, our saivation, the Lord our
God.?

CHAPTER XXIV.—THE ORATORY,
 Jesug end Mary be the stars
That sbios for 93 on high;
God epd Saint PEnip | biothers, be
Our gentie battle cry.”
Father Faber.

Month after month passed away ; the eccle-
siastical year rolled on and came to a close, and
Adveat began.

Oa the first Thursday s Advent Clara’s pro-
bation was over, asd with beating beart she went
out, as early a5 she was allowed, to spend the
morging with Catherine Tewmple.  She had jost
come back from Muss; avd ssshe pressed Clura
alffectionately in her arms, and wished her all the
blessings Cathaolic bearts are wont on such days
to pour forth, she coutd feel how warmly Clara’s
heart responded to the lust words,

* And wow it is over, and you are free.’

¢ Thank God, I am frec !’ replied Clara ; ¢ but
the shadows of the future are over me, und |
scarcely fee! as [ could wish., Bat now, whes
can I see Father Raymond ¥

1 saw b this mormug,’ replied Catherine,
¢ aad he bes promsed to call; so I will leave
you think aver swhat you have to say.

Clara sat down in deep thought. There was
a shude of unezsioess on her countepamece ; once
or twice she sighed beavily 5 she longed for and
yet ureaded Fatber Raymond®s acrival, for she
fiad now to think of hin as her conlessor, and
she began to fear that she wonld become as
atraid ol him as of Mr. Wingfieid. Sue dud noi
wait lung, and she soon found ner fears of being
alraid of i were very groundiess,

¢ So your probation ia at last over, said he.—
She earnestly looked vp 10 bis tace, and told him
that the six long wmonths were expired, * Let
me coogratulale you.”

¢ And pow,’ said Clara, but ber voice faltered
with agitation, ‘ may 1 hope to be admitted into
the bosom of Christ’s Hoiy Catholic Church 7—
Do you thiok I am fit for such a blesung ¥

¢ If you are in the same state of mind as when
1 saw you last,” replied Father Baymoad, ¢
should not oply Lhink you fit, my dear ehild, but
urge you now to lose 1o wore ume. You have
done every thing, and more Lban everything, that
your friends coulé demand of you.

¢ Tuen,’ replied Clara,—but she looked down,
and her color rase, as she fel that the mmoment
so long desired, o long dreaded, was at last
really come,—* what day wil you receive me?
I am ready ; I have only waited too long.

¢+ What day bave you tbought of 7’ said Father
Raymond genily. .

Clara besitated a moment.

¢ Curistmas-day,” she replied, at last, ¢ has
been ap eventful day in my life, and I do nat
think what remaias of Adveat will be too loog a
time wherein to prepsre =uch a ternbie thing as
a general conlession 15 to me.’

We peed pot repeat all tbat Fatter Raymond
here said to soothe the termfizd sprrit of poor
Clara, who, be saw, shrunk from the task before
her with the 1dea that she had to deal with an
Anglican confsssor, uptrained as they are n the
art of sifuog the conscience, and binding up the
woupds of the soul with that dexlerity aod ten-
deraess a Catholic priest so well knows how to
use. He drew ber oa almost nawittingly to
speak openly to bim of all that had happened to
her io her whole life—ber childbood, ker father,
ber liome life — her occupations,—aud acquire-
tmenls,—zud thea gave her some simple rules for
self.examination, buddiog her not to fear, not to !
trouble and agitate berself ; till Clara maively ex-
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¢ Ab, they told me Catholic priests would not
give me halt the care and 1dinidmal guidance
our Puseyite coofessors used to give us; but my
heart told me 1t was not the case.’

Father Raymond smiled, but seid nothing;
and 1t was acranged that the second Friday wn
Advent she should seek im at the Passionists’

' Church.

*1 bave pever been prezent at Mass)’ said
Clara, ‘and I am afraid, till 1 am a Catholic, I
shall oot have aa opportunty.’

“You shall be present at the midnight Mass on
Christmas-eve at the Oratory in King William
Street,’ said Father Raymond, simling—this tiwe
with double meantag.

Clara Jooked quickly up, as if a thought
struck her, then coloured deeply as she re-

hed—
" Wil that be my first Communion ¥’

<1 think it would be very appropriate,’ replied
Fatber Raymond, *if you wish 1t. Your con-
ditional baptista might take place on the evemng
vefore, togeiber with the absolution, and thus
feave you [ree to thivk of mottung but tbe Lord,
who wili theu take possession of your soul for the
fiest time.’

Clara bowed ber bead in awe and silence, his
inapner was so-gently solemn.

¢ You wish me to be received into the Church
at the Oratory 7 said she after a pause.

1 meationed the Oratory because I taought
vou took an icterest i it,” replied Father Ray-

mond. *I donot tmek the Oratory Fatners
will make any objection.” And he smiled
again.

Clara did not quite voderstand his :mile ; bu
she was too deeply precceupied to jay much
more atlention to this part of the conversation.
Slowly sbe pursued ber way home, immersed io
a deep reverle; and when she had gained ber
own ruom she koelt dowa before her little
oratory, and purst into a flood of tears,

She bad expecied to bal this day with the
bounding delight with which sometimes she had
looked forward 1o 1t; and now that it was at
last come, aod the irrevocable step taken, a dark
ness seerned to fult beavly over the scene and
an mdescribable trouble asd agitation take pos-
sessioe ol ber mmd. All that Mr, Wiagheld
and Douglas bad ever saud to her about ber re
gretliog the siep sie was now lo take, came
pack upom ber i full force, aod sbe almnoss
favcied she could read in tirs unbappiness a
Divice warning ot the fatality of what she was
about to do, Duubts of the most berrid kind
came flasling across ber, veiled in all the sem-
blasce of truih; und whee she atlempted to re-
call the arguments by which she had come to the
quiet covclusion which had borme her up these
long wmonths of suspense and 1nial, she could not
remewber one. AWl was a chaos. She theew
herselt down almost prostrate before the cruciiix,
kissed 11s bieeding feet, and implored strengtb
aud assistaace ; but the hour ol darkness was
come ; the demon seemed allowed for the hour
to exercise biy sharpest temptations upen the
agonized spirit. . One by one all she was to leave
passed before her mind’s eye, arrayed in its
brightest coloring, — ber home, Mildred, the
children, Douglas and bis late kindoess and con-
stderalton 5 and the tempter whispered that * he
was right ;* ¢ bow well and happily she bad got
on since she bad given up cenfession ;’ ¢ it was
a usetess flyiog in bis face 3 fa seil-mil.’ IHer
heart fiiled, and then came the thought of Mr.
Wingfield, e was known, tried, and loved;
she was sure be wished her good, and she could
trust lim. She had seen Father Raymond but
three times,and was be not interested 10 persuad-
10g others to do as be bad dooe, schooled 1 that
system of fraud acd deception which the Church
of Rome was famed for, to entrap souls into her
nets 7 And then came the horrible vision of
Antichrist, and the Babyion of tbe seven hills.—
Whoat it it were true? Acd Clara, who for
years would scarcely have sat in that room to
hear another ipsiouate that dreadful blasphiemy,
which Protestants for three bundred yeais bave
unceasimgly uttered agamst the Charch of God,
actually, as it were, telt the beautiful of vision of
unity anad Catholicity changiag inte the bydra
form that hiad scared ber chidish imagwmation ;
and she shrunk back, as it beaecath the silver ved
that fancy bad fluag over 1t sbe could now per-
ceive th- bateful features of ¢ the veiled prophet
of Khorassan”’ It was an agonising momeat —
She koelt mouonless for a length of time, trying
in vam to recall tbe calm assarance of her former
happy conwictions. Still mere dreadful thoughts
succeeded ; the mconmstency of the.Protestant
rule of faith came over her mind with a tremen-
dous force once more, and the tempter suggested
that all was a falsity. Rome was a deceit,
Puseyism only ber blind witater.  All the stories
she bad ever beard or read of the vice and cnift
of the Catholic priesthood presented themselves
on oae side, the inconsislency, divisions, follies.
fanaticism of Protestastism op the otber; and

claimed,

—the trivmph of reason as the alternative into

’
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which she must fall,  But e lewpler Was dis-
covered; her guardian apgel was by, and, as by
the touch of [thuriel’s spear, she saw at once (hat
this could be no work of God. With an effort
she sprang from tbe ground, aud threw abroad
her arms, as if to free kerself from the spell that
was upon her.

“Away! sbe exclamed aloud;
fiend! I kaow thee now P

She passionately pressed the crucfix to ler
lips, and repeated aloud the Apostle’s Creed, and
then with a sudden effort she added, ¢ | be’heve
these and all the otber articles tnar toe Holy
Rowman Church proposes to our belirf, because
Thou, my God, the ivfaliible Truth, hath revealed
them j and Tuou bast commandeq us to hear the
Chureh, which is the pillar gad ground of truth.
Tn this holy faita [ am firmly resolved by Thy
holy grace, to live and to de.’ ’

Her tead gradually svok as she uttered the
last words,

¢ Hearest thou, fou! fiend 7' she added, in low
stern tones, and then agamn she kissed rhe feet of
the precious image,—* 1a this holy fuith § will live
and die.’

The conflict was over ; the tempter fed,—
Peuco for the moment bad returaed, and Clara
with ber face buried 10 the palny of her bands’
queetly began her work of self examination, ’

We wiil ot pause loag over the few weeks
that folowed. Hour alter bour dud Clara spend
uped ber knees scarching each recess of her
heart.  Ste felt as o her spirvaal fife was now
to begin afresh, aad stie Jeft noiliog wndone to
secure this 1ts commencement bemg p_erfectiy ac-
comphshed. They were duys of darkuoess, but
the memory of that frst rumpk over the Evy
Oae bore ter ep o many aa hiour when, beart-
sick aud dismayed, she would mave turnsd back
upon ber steps and left ber task unfinished, She
dared pot tell her state of mind to Father Bay-
mond when she met b the next Friday at the
church of tee Passiomsts ; she feared g dis-
pleasure.  Luttle did she koow the comfort and
deep sympathy siie would, on the contrary, have
mel with.  And yet the dreaded confession was
made yo easy, bis maoner was so gentle, so un-
ke anytung she had met weth in her Anglican
duys, that Clara, who for months could not look
Mr. Wiogfield i the face after her Grst coules.
stoa to b, looked up amid ber tears and ex-
haustion more fearlessly and coufidingly thae
before ; and al that momeat felt indeed that this
was a Sacrawnenl. ‘Tue other had but the suame
4ud agony of a confessinn made :0 maw ; though
God bad rewarded the fanb of thu voluolary
vumiishon with 8 peace and consciousness that
all was foryiven, —such as ful atany an Anglican
cu remember, and loves to dwell oa,  Another
thougtt eerved to caeer up poor Clara’s fmating
spiril.  She felt that to Puswypiwm she could
never retiuro.  Sve bad opened lier eyes to itg
utter tconsislency ; the spell was broken. She
saw b a0 the light that  every one el
both Cathelic asd Protestants, vaw it‘:-“—’
if she remained a Protestant, she must be a
thorough pomy one, tli she sunk back isto So-
cinanism 3 und  back she would got go. Bhe
well koew that God tud blessed ver ooward
course too markedly not 1o see evec amd such
darkoess as overwhelmed ber, that 1o go back
was peréition; A Puseyite she could never be
agaun; and dark as what was before her seemed,
there was uo help for it. O.ward she must gos;
aod 2 kind of desperate strength steeled her
mind, and supported ber through the whole.

Even Catherine kpew nothing of this struggle.
Outwardly, to all around, she was perfectly
Bappy; and Douglas and Mildred rejoiced 1n
thiking that as there seemed po symptoms of
ber leaving them, she had returned to a better
state of miud. Clara saw it, and wept in secret
for she feit that it would come upon them at last
with a more cruel blow ; but she would not dis-
turb the happiness of the last faw days,

The last evening came. They ‘were more
cheerfut and kinder than ever, and Clara, feeling
88 if her beart would break, sat listening to their
plans tor a duy of pleasure, 10 which she was to
bave her part, and a dinner to be given to several
friends o Cbristmas-day,~—knowing tbat by that
tme her place would be vacant, and they would
be moursiog her apostasy from the faith of her
fathers,

_ The ourse came to take the children to bed.
She kissed them sgaio aud sgan ; and when the
hour for ber to go to her room was come, she
hingered round the fire, and with difficulty tore
berself away,

¢ To-morrow eveming, said Mildred. siling,
¢ we shall be singing ¢ Adeste fidel 5, I wonder
wbat 18 it tn the apgroach of Christmas that exe
hilerates one’s spirits 80, Clara; I hope you are
1 good practice.’ ' S

Clara an-wered not, — she could pot, for ber’
heart wus full, and ste left tbe room, as 1f she
did not _hear.  She walked -up stairs, laid  the

‘awny, foul

Clara saw before ber the cold creed of the ‘deiht,!

tears. Bte looked roud the room., There lay |
all the pieces of ber just Gaisbed window, Krerp<- .

candle on the table, aud pave way, to & burst of



