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"Come beck then, lor ten lines, end keifs iheet 
of paper, one will never be mueh poorer.”

Jeen obeyed, old Benin arranged bis psper, 
dipped his pien in the ink end traced in hie beet 
handwriting :

responsive, for just now they seem greatly disposed 
to stone him by way of expressing their gratitude.”

“ How so? Is he not popular?”
“Not with all. You see, he attempts to limit 

their means of making beasts of themselves, and 
many resent it like true-born Britons. They've got 
a fellow named Degg to lead them now, who ]»s- 
sesses a tongue, and a quite remarkable gift of 
slander, of w hich ho gives the duke a weekly Irene- 
fit in a rascally penny paper, which he edits, and 
which he sells by thousands. It’s a grand thing is 
our education movement; it enables each man now- 
a-days to read his Degg.”

“ Would you like to 
Yerney.

“ Immensely,”! replied, 
in charge of one of the men in attendance, he led 
the way towards the building. It hud an approach 
through the shrubberies us well as from the house, 
for the convenience of the congregation ; and Yerney, 
having found means of informing the chaplain of 
my presence, left roe in the hands of that gentleman, 
and returned to his green-houses.

The Oakham chujel was small in size, and my 
first impression of it was rather devotional than 
magnificent. Except in the east window there was 
no painted glass ; but through the open casements 
came the sound of w aving branches, and the green 
and pleasant light which falls through summer 
foliage.

After a few minutes, I began to take in some of 
the details. Though the chapels was Gothic in 
style, the architect had contrived to find places for 
several pictures, sonic of which struck my eyes as 
familiar. 1 remarked it to the chaplain. “ Pro
bably,” he replied, "you may remember them 
formerly in the Bradford collection: the Crucifixion 
which you sec there used to hang in the great din
ing-room. It had been a Spanish altar-piece, I 
think, and the duke said it was a sacrilege to put 
such a painting over a gentleman's sideboard.”

“Ana at the same time that he removed it,” 
whispered Oswald, “ lie burned half a dozen Yeuuses 
and Adonises, which had been the glory of old 
Bradford’s gallery : a fact, I assure you ; and at 
Christie’s they would have brought their thou
sands.”

The paintings had, in fact, been taken from various 
parts of the ducal mansions; all, with one excep
tion, a singular picture, painted, as the chaplain 
told me, by a young German artist, under the 
duke’s personal direction. It was a single figure, 
representing a young man in poor and squalid 
attire, lying on a bed of straw, and clasping a cruci
fix. The back ground w as dark, and there 
few or no pictorial adjuncts : only in one corner of 
the picture appeared something like a ladder or 
flight of steps above the head of the principal 
figure. All the beauty of the painting was in that 
head ; w asted, sweet, superhuman in its expression, 
carrying me back to the description which Grant 
had once given of old Father Henry Young’s 
tenance, in w hich the pride of tiesh and blood had 
all Ireen destroyed and obliterated.

“What a 
is it? a saint?

“It is St. Alexis,” replied the chaplain, and 
Oswald evidently was not greatly the wiser. But 1 
looked, and thought, and looked again, and 1 fancied 
I had understood its meaning. The noble youth 
who fled the world, who despised pleasure, 
riches as a curse, the prince who chose in his own 
father’s house, to live unknown, and to die 
beggar, was, doubtless, one whose story might have 
a deep attraction fur a man made rich against his 
will, and ever fighting with wealth and its tempta
tions.

We approached the altar, and I perceived w hat 
had nor struck me at first, the exceeding richness 
of all its fittings.

“That tabernacle,” said the chaplain, “is solid 
gold : it was made out of the first gold discovered at 
Glenleven, in Australia, * the great nugget,' as it was 
called ; the duke had it sent to England untouched, 
and resolved that the first fruits of his gold-lields 
should furnish the tabernacle of his chapel. The 
lamps and candlesticks arc likewise Australian gold, 
and so are the sacred vessels.”

1 knelt before the tabernacle, and the last frag
ment of my doubts and misgivings vanished into 
thin air. “ Oh, Grant, Grant !” 1 murmured, “ what 
injustice I have done yon! The world talks and 
judges, and comprehends nothing; you are not of 
its form and fashion ! ” And as we turned to leave 
the chapel, I seemed still to see before me the 
dying face of St. Alexis, and the golden tabernacle.

X\ e walked home through the plantations, and 
Oswald was silent, and, for him, thoughtful.

“ 1 called your duke a man of business tins 
ing, " he said, “but just now I could fancy him to be 
a poet.”

“A poet! Why so?”
" Well, it was a beautiful thought that about his 

gold; there was something about the whole thing 
that struck me as poetical.”

“ I doubt if the duke

"You ere speaking, I presume, of the Duke of 
Leven ?" 1 inquired.

“Ah, yes, you would have known him, of course, 
irefore going to Australia. Curious history his has

“lie is really an excellent fellow,” said Sir Clin- 
CHAITER VI. (Continued.) *»»>. “but not long for this world, I fear; I never

saw a man so altered. -
FHEsii surprises. “Well, lie is u very good fellow, of coü(^,” said

My own interests, of course, were not forgotten; the county member; “but he carries tilings too far, 
the duke’s terms were more than liberal ; and, to my mind.” 
when the whole estate had been fully disposed of, « How so?” I ventured to ask.
I was able to return to England a wealthy man. “Oh, I don’t know exactly; lives the life of a 
One commission,entrusted to me by the duke.spoke hermit, which, in his position, is a miracle, and 
well for his heart; itwas the removal to England of does mischief; and then lie's always sporting some 
liis parents’remains, which had been laid to rest social view or other; setting himself a little against 
in the little cemetery of Ballarat. the current One thing, you know, lie’s aCatnolic.”

Yet I own there were some things in my home « Yes," observed the second man of science, w ho 
correspondence which gave me a secret anxiety, till now had spoken but little, “it’s ugreat nity that. 
Much was said in praise of the new duke, of his Cuts a man of his standing so completely out of 
generosity, his manly principles, his care for liis everything. He can’t take his proper place in gen- 
pruperty and his tenants; but expressions were now eral society, parliament or anywhere.” 
ami then dropped which showed me he had the “Well.” began the editor, “of all the idiotic 
character of 1 icing eccentric. I was sorry for this, absurdities a man can be guilty of, I should say 
though not much surprised ; in my brief inter- that was the primest. I declare it would justify a 
course w ith him in former years it was imjxissible commission of lunacy.”
to deny that his originality looked in that direction. “I’m afraid that’s the real explanation of the
What did surprise me much more was that, judg- whole thing,” said the county member, looking 
mg by liis own letters, far from despising money, sagacious, and touching liis forehead; “there 
he seemed to care for it a good deal. He took liis tainlv is a touch in the top story.” 
millions from Australia with a very good grace, and “Touch or no touch,” said Sir Clinton, “he lias 
made no objection to the proposals I submitted, done wonders at Bradford. I know it by the 
whereby a large revalue could lie raised from the results at the sessions.”
property. And after all, 1 sometimes said to my- “And may I ask what he has done?” said the 
self, this is but natural. Men theorize on gold and editor, with the slightest possible tone of 
like to call it dirt, so long as their hands are clear “('hanged the whole system of wages, shut up 
of it ;#but let them feel its magic touch and the dirt about twentv public-houses, and, really, I don’t 
becomes marvelously pleasant. Ixwen desires U\ know how lie lias managed it, but they’re 
get as much as he justly can from his property,and brutalized by half since he's had the manor.” 
so do 1, and so does everybody. And yet the sigh “And if lam rightly informed (you’ll correct me, 
with which I closed my meditations showed me of course, if I am in error), but I understood he had 
that my imagination had painted the “Grant” of brought over a lot of Germans monks and built 
former days as something higher and more unself- them a monastery.”
ish in liis aims than “ everybody.” “Ah, yes,” said Sir Clinton, “ that's at Glenleven,

There was another thing that struck me as odd. on the moors, you know.” Well, its one of his 
A year or two after i came to Glenleven I became crotchets, and, perhaps, not the most sensible.” 
a Catholic. I had never thought much of these The secretary shook liis head, and looked dis- 
subjects in early youth ; but many things which gusted. “I know this, we shall have to put a stop 
Grant had said had gone home; and the ini]ires- to all that sort of thing some day,” he said, “and 
sions first received from him were deepened in the sooner the better, in my opinion."
Australia. There, for the first time, I saw the Then the conversation, by an easy change, flowed 
Catholic religion at full work; 1 felt its mastery of into foreign politics, and 1 was left to digest all I 
souls; its reality as a Divine power, and to that had heard, and form my own conclusions. Was 
power I submitted. It was only natural for me to Leven really a litUe touched ? Was he unpopular? 
imagine that the Catholic Duke of Leven would Or was he dying?
have been leader of his co-religionists in England, means produced as their whole result an improved 
1 had the English papers, Catholic and Protestant, system of wages and mine ventilation, and the 
sent out to me pretty regularly, and after my con- building of a monastery? And did he fritter away 
version I looked with some eagerness to see what his genius and his undoubted powers in a quick 
part he took in parliamentary debates on questions succession of profitable hobbies? 
affecting Catholic interests, education questions, I should go down next day to Oakham and judge 
workhouse questions, church-building questions, for myself, 
and the rest, I looked for his name, and I generally 
looked in vain. In my perhaps romantic imagin
ings about liis probable course 1 had pictured him 
as the founder of benevolent institutions through 
the length and breadth of the kingdom; I thought 
lie would acquire a distinguished name and achieve 
great things fur the jioor and the laboring classes; 
but if he did so, the papers, at any rate, had noth
ing to tell me about it. There is no denying, it was 
a disap?fointment, but I gradually grew used to 
regard the whole subject as one in which the fancy 
of youth had cheated me with its wonted delusions; 
and who is there who reaches middle life who has 
not to look back at one thing or other as having 
been the slave of his imagination?

I returned, then, to England, attending a week or 
two in London before going down to Oakham, 
where my parents still lived ; for though my father’s 
age had obliged him to give up his jiost as steward 
into younger hands, the duke w ould not hear of his 
leaving the Grange. Mary had become the w ife of 
Charles Oswald, a small squire of the neighborhood, 
and was still able to he a good deal of comfort to 
her father and mother, and to find an ample sphere 
for all her capacities of usefulness. In returning to 
Oakham, therefore, I was still returning home, 
though 1 had formed no plans as to my own final 
settlement.

In London, l found plenty of old friends towel- 
come me, not, perhaps, the less kindly from the 
fact that rumor had credited me with having 
brought home an Australian fortune. Some of 
those whom 1 had left just entering on their profes
sion, had fought their wav to legal eminence, and 
some had earned their silken gow ns and a certain 
share of reputation

Sir Clinton Edwards, the brother of our Oakham 
vicar, was now a judge, and at his table 1 met a 
group of men more or less distinguished in the 
world of politics and of letters. The world has 
many phases, some more, and some less pleasant 
to come in contact with. A London dinner-room, 
tilled with refined and intelligent people, who know 
everything and everybody worth know ing, is, no 
doubt, a very agreeable sample of polite society; 
but mark well tins truth, dear reader, it is still the 
world, and anything higher and better than what 
savors of the world, you must not look to extract 
from its conversation. Sir Clinton had a fancy for 
well-mixed variety in his company, so on the pres
ent occasion 1 had the good fortune to meet a 
Solicitor-General, and a Home Secretary : the editor 
of a popular philosophic review (whose theology, by 
the way, was not predominantly Christian), two 
men of science, and a county member. Including 
our host and myself, we numbered eight. It is 
needless to say that our dinner w as irreproachable.
For the passing moment I found myself a lion ; for 
the gayest and wittiest circles so soon exhaust the 
sources of their gaiety, that any person who, for one 
half hour, can stimulate a new curiosity, may cal
culate for exactly that space of time on enjoying a 
fair amount of popularity.

The conversation in such a circle w as as graceful 
and varied as the forms in a kaleidoscope. Home 
politics, the state of the colonies, Hapirock’s last 
pamphlet on the Council of Ephesus, the vicar of 
Oakham’s long promised, and recently published, 
work on Roman Antiquities, the last cartoon in 
Punch, and the I 'niversity boat race, all passed in 
review, till for mv sins I fell into the hands of the 
philosophic editor, who w as, of course, profoundly 
ignorant of the creed of his next door neighbor.
He was engaged on an article which aimed, 1 will 
not say at proving men to be well-developed mon
keys, ibr
particular class ever aim at proving anything what
soever, but at throwing out pleasant theories of the 
possible probability of their living nothing better.
The intellectual inferiority of the Australian abor
igines was the point on which I was subjected to 
cross-ex amination, and every fact elicited w as 
bagged by the tormentor for future editorial pur
poses. But the county member, who sat opposite, 
charitably stepped in to my relief.

“I tell you what, Ford,” he said, when lie could 
get in a word, “ you needn't go to Australia to took 
for intellectual inferiority ; no, nor for savages 
either, nor for that matter* for heathens ; you'll find 
the w hole stock-in-trade ready for inspevtion in a 
good many of our manufacturing towns, only no
body comes to inspect them.”

•‘Very true,” said Sir Clinton ; “when 1 am Lord 
Chancellor, 1 shall introduce a bill for obliging all 
members of Parliament to spend one calendar 
month in a colliery district, say Bradford, for 
instance.” ,

The familiar name struck on my car and raised a 
host of recollections.

•' Ah," said one of the men of science, “ I’ve been 
down there lately. You know the improvement of 
the mines is one of the duke’s hobbies.”

“And not merely mines, is it?” said the secre
tary; “ I’ve heard a good deal of his work among 
the people.” , ...

“ Just so,” replied the scientific gentleman, “ he s 
always at something ; you know it would puzzle the 
calculating boy to number liis hobbies ; but the last 
tiling 1ms fieen the mines, anil realty liis ideas 
about ventilation are very creditable,”

blight pattern of the now Brunei, cerpet. Jennie 
end Curie bed left their wheel books scattered 
uonnd on the chairs, and Jack's muddy boots stood 
In the middle of the floor.

Mr.. Jewett buret loto • tirade of displeasure, but 
the children were out playing, eo Instead of judi- 
tlonely and patiently calling them In and obliging 
them to put thlnge In their plsoee, she begin putting 
to rights herself, allowing Mr. Jewett, as frequently 
happened, to bear the brunt of her displeasure, ana 
for once hie good nature gare way, and he raid 
pettishly :

"I declare, wife, It 1» a thoueand pltlee there are 
any children here to bother you eo.”

Mre. Jewett made no reply, but going to her 
room she wt down for a moment to consider 
whether or not her husband meant what he had 
joet eaid,

But by degrees the room faded from her vlelon, 
the house becime quiet—terribly quiet the sunlight 
died ont, and shade and quletneee reigned supreme.

There were footstep» heard, but hushed, creeping, 
awed.

All of active life had ceased; even the kitty had 
taken herself off, and was nowhere to be seen.

Mie Jewitt roused herself, end went from kitchen 
to dining room, from dining room to parlor. The 
luvuiebie order wee oppressive.

The cuiteini were tolled with exact evenneie; 
not the finest line of eunedlne could pierce through 
creek or crevice of the nicely adjusted shutters.

Every book wee In its place; tbe chaire ae guilt- 
lees of duet aa If juet cleaned, and the unblurred 
polish of the piano reflected each undisturbed orna
ment and object in lte vicinity.

But the children ! Oh, the children !
A great appalling throb of apprehension and 

withering pain shot unrepressed through the mother’s 
heart at the mention of their name.

Where was winsome—no longer miechlevoue. but 
winsome—Willie.

Where, pray, were eportlve Carrie and lively 
Jenny ? Where, too, bounding, loving little Jack ? 
“Yes,”she said, vaguely peering about In the sunless 
gloom, "where are my precious children 

She left the dining room and parlor and went 
from one child’» chamber to another—every thing In 
that nine oppressive, even their little bide were 
unruffled, each emooth pillow looked aa If unnteeeed 
by a sunny heed for-oh, eo long.

And, ah, misery I What was that in Wlllle’e room 
In the poreelaln vue I

Some white fl ewers tied with white eatln ribbon ; 
and this heart breaking emblem In Jennie’s room ? 
Her picture, sweet child ! w.th a crown of fading 
fl ewers encircling II—and here in Carrie’» room her 
picture, the darling, also crowned with immortelles.

And deck’s room forlorn In Its tidiness, yes, a 
funeral wreath in his room, dear, loving little Jack.

Mrs. Jewett’s first impulse was to disarrange 
everything ; the quiet and appalling neatness 
goading her to madness ; even kittle had deserted 
the euple e, childless house, but the children—oh the 
children ! The mother felt ae If her braip were 
elite,and her heart was bursting with its pent grief: 
sbe could not endure It another moment—and she 
awoke.

Thank God ! She was sitting directly in the rare, 
sweet sunlight which God made to come In, not to 
be shut out of our homes. In the gsrden she heard 
tte sweet, delightsome voice of her children—tbe 
blessed little children.

Kitty, with fluttering little paws, was clutching 
with unchecked glee at the tassels of the muslin 
curtain, and she noticed with a sigh of relief that 
the mahogany bureau, with Its burnished surface, 
had been pawed with freeh finger marks.

Mrs. Jewett arose slowly, locked the door, then 
quieted down. After awhile she went forth, 
quiet in her heart, a new emile on her face.

The children had a gloriously happy day. At 
night, when they were all asleep, their mother went 
from room to room, gazing with pure thankfulness 
at each darling little sleeper, so dear—ah so dear I 
She sighed, then smiled at the sweet porcelain vase 
in Willie’, room, filled with sweet wild flowers of 
his own plucking.

Then she went to her own room, and tearfully 
told "father” her terrible dream.

He kiesed his wife’s fair brow fondly, and said 
soothingly :

“Never mind, dear ; we’re all right, now.”
And they were. The timely warning was not lost 

on the mother’s heart, for she never forgot how 
terrible it was when in dreams she roamed from 
empty, orderly room to another in quest of her 
children, she could not find them. And she res jived 
that rhe would not wait to place white flowers in 
their hands when the perfume could not reach the 
dulled sense and their fading beauty would only 
break her heart. The children should have the 
flowers now, while the dear ey ee were open to behold 
them, and their hearts still alive to all of earth’» 
comforts and delights.

And we would that many another wife and 
mother who 1» drifting Into habits of fretfulnees and 
netvousnes* through undue cate for the children’s 
bodies rather than their souls "might dream this 
lady's dream.”

THE AUSTRALIAN DUKE;
OR,

THE MEW UTOPIA.
"Parti, 17th January, 1807.”

Then below that the word» :
"A Monsieur »
“What la hia name, youngster ?”
“Whoee ?” asked Jean.
"Why the gentleman’», of couree.”
"Wbet gentleman 1”
“Why, the man who la to give the soup.”
Jean understood now, and replied :_
"It 1» not » gentleman."
"Ah ! ha ! a lady then ?"
“Yes—No—that 1» to say—"
“It is strange,’’ exclaimed the old man, "that 

yon do not know to whom you are going to write,”

“Tell me then and be quick,”
Little Jean bed become very red. Truly it 1» not 

always convenient to address yourself to"a publie 
letter-writer, in the matter of a correspondence 
of thia sort. Finally he eummoned all hie courage 
and eaid :—

“It 1» to the Bleeaed Virgin that I wish to eend 
a letter.”

Old Father Bouin did not laugh. He put down 
bin pen, and removed hie pipe from bte mouth.

“Youngster," said he severely, “I take for 
graoted, that you do nit intend to make fun of 
your elder». You are too little for me to elap 
you. Be off now, to the right about, dear out, or 
I'll be after you.”

Little Jean obeyed, and showed hie heels, liter- 
ally, for hie shoe» had none. Seeing him so tract, 
able, old Bouin changed hie mind a second time, 
called him back, and took a good look at him.

“By my faith," murmured he, “what misery 
there 1» tn Paris !”

“What la your name, baby ?”
“Jean.”
"Jean what 1"
“Nothing but Jean.”
Good old Bouin wae conscious of a euepicioue 

feeling about the eyes, but he ehrugged hia shoul
ders.

“And what do you want to say to the Bleeaed
Virgin ?"

“I want to say that mamma has been aeleep 
since four o’clock yeeterday afternoon, and to aak 
her if ahe will be good enough to awaken her, for 
I cannot.”

The old aoldier’a heart swelled, for he feared 
the* he underelood. However, he asked agei 

“What did you say about soup juet now ?” 
"Well,” replied tbe child, ’•tut» 1» how it ie. 

Before sbe went to Bleep mamma gave me the last 
scrap of bread.”

“And she, what did she eat ?”
“Two days before, she said : 'I am not hungry.' » 
"How did you try to awaken her?”
“Why, as usual, I kiesed her.”
“Did sbe breathe ?”
Jean smiled, and the eroilo made him look 

beautiful.
"I do not know,” he answered. "Does not one 

always breathe ?"
"Good Father Bouin turned his head aside, be- 

cause two big tears were running down hie cheeks. 
Without answering the child’s question, he eaid 
in a voice that trembled :

“When 
anything.’

“Why yee—she was cold. It la eo cold in our 
room !”

“And ahe shivered, did ahe not ?"
“Oil 1 no—ehe was beautiful ! beautiful I her two 

hands did not move, they were crossed upon her 
breast, and so white ! Her head is lying back, 
almost behind the bolster, eo that ahe seems to 
be looking at heaven through her hall-closed 
eyes.”

Father Bouin thought to himself ; I have wished 
to be rich, I, who eat and drink well .... and 
look ! here ia one who has died of hunger ! of
hunger !

He called the child to him, and took him upon 
hie knee, saying softly :

“Little one, your letter is written, sent and re
ceived. Take me to your mother.”

“Gladly, but why are you crying ?" said Jean, 
astonished,
.“I am not crying," replied the old man, hugging 

him to eutlocation. and drowning him in tears. “Do 
men cry ? It is you who are going to cry, little 
Jean, poor little dear 1 . . . you know that I 
love you like my own son !... what lolly ! 
. . . scarcely. . . See ! I had a mother also, 
a long time ago, to be sure, but now, through you, 
I see her again, lying on her death-bed, where she 
eaid to me :

“Bouin, be a virtuous man, and a good Chris- 
tian."

“Behind the bed hung a picture of the Blessed 
Virgin. It was only a two cent picture, but it 
smiled on me, and I loved it It has now touched 
my heart, I have been a virtuous man, it is true;
but as to a good Christian, ”......................................

He rose, still holding the child in hie arms, and 
pressed him to his breast saying, as though speak- 
ing to an invisible auditor :

“There, dear old mother, there, be satisfied. 
My friends may laugh at me, as much as they 
choose. Where you are, there too, would I go, and 
I will take this poor little angel along with me; 
he shall never leave me, and all because of his 
queer little letter, which, though never written, 
has brought about a double result, has given him 
a father and me a heart."

That ie all. The poor woman, dead from want, 
was not recuecitated. Who was she ? I do not 
know. What had been the grief of her life ? I do 
not know,

But there is now in Paris a man, still young, 
who is “rédacteur,” but not of a little stall, like 
that of Father Bouin. He edits eloquent things, 
and you all know his name. We shall call him 
simple Jean, aa of old.

Father Bouin is now a happy old man, always a 
virtuous man, and moreover, a good Christian. He 
ie proud of the success of the “little one,” as he 
sometimes calls his illustrious adopted son, and 
he says—for it is he who told me this story, which 
has neither beginning nor end :

“I do not know who is the postmaster, who car
ries such letters as these, but they always arrive 
safely at their address in heaven.” A, M, P.

II

see the cliapel, sir?” said

And leaving his Mowers

II
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sarcasm.

not so

Had his ten years of boundless were

n :

COUn-

CHAFTER VII. weresingular picture,” said Oswald. “WhoRETURNING HOME.
My first week at Oakham was given to my family. 

I had to be introduced to my new brother-in-law, 
Oswald, who had brought Mary over from Exdale 
manor, that we might all he once more together. 
The duke had been called away to Scotland, and, to 
tell the truth. I was not sorry to have time and 
opportunity for rectifying my ideas on the new 
order of things before meeting him. My father

ami held

as a
praised him highly, for was lie not a Leven? That 
simple fact sufficed for him ; nor would I have dis
turbed the simplicity of his loyalty to the repre
sentative of the old family by so much as a ques
tion. My mother had a special kindness for him, 
only regretting that he had never married. Mr. 
Edwards, as courteous and harmonious as ever, 
fully seconded her regrets, and suggested that the 
influence of a refined and affectionate wife might 
have softened something of that austerity of char
acter which he humbly conceived was out of tunc 
with the century, liis curate, the Rev. Wilfrid 
Knowles, who happened to be present,said nothing, 
but I thought he locked a good deal, and on in
quiry, I found that the curate held more advanced 
views than the vicar, and was supposed to have 
what Mrs. Edw ards termed “monastic tendencies.”

All this explained but little. Oswald informed 
me thejgeneral impression in tlm county was that 
his politics were revolutionary ; but the solitary 
fact in support of this theory appeared to be that 
his first act on coming to Oakham had been to 
lower liis farmers’ rents on condition that they 
raised the rate of their laborer’s wages. Mary said 
it w as all malice, and that they did not understand 
him. She evidently was his warm friend, and her 
husband declared that she did what she liked with 
him.

On the third day after my arrival, I strolled up 
to the park in company with Oswald, and could not 
help observing with a little surprise that the pine
ries and forcing-houses kept their ground, and had 
even apparently received some additions. I in
quired for mv old friend Jones, but jfound he had 
departed, and that his place was filled by one of a 
younger generation.

“ I half exacted he would have made a clean 
sweep of all this,” I said; “he used to inveigh 
against it all as though gravies in June had been 
one of the deadly sins.”

“Ah!” said Oswald, “that was Mary's doing. 
She suggested to him that if he did not choose to 
grow grapes and apricots for his own table, he 
w ould be doing a good work to grow them for other 
people, and that they would be like gifts from para
dise if lie sent them to the hospitals. So now 
every week they are packed up and sent to the Ex- 
borough Infirmary j and the County Hospital, and 
half a dozen other institutions, not to speak of his 
own affair that he has founded at Bradford.”

“ Really that was a bright thought of old Mary’s,”
I said ; “ who would ever have thought of her taking 
the command in that style?”

“ Yes, and she gets her own perquisites, I believe,” 
said Oswald,,” with which she makes happy all the 
sick ttoople of the neighborhood.”

“How about the orchids?” 
maliciously.

“Oh, as to them, you had better ask Yerney.” 
And so saying, he led the way to a small enclosure 
where a young and intelligent-looking man was 
superintending the packing of various cases of fruit 
and flowers. 1 looked at the rich fruit, no longer 
grown for show or luxury, and felt pleased to think 
of its altered destination. “And the flowers?” I 
asked, amazed at the quantity which were being 
delicately [lacked in cool moss, about to be carried 
off to the station.

“To Bradford, sir, and Homehester,” replied 
Yerney, the head gardener “and one or two other 
missions. Thursday will be Corpus Christi, and 
they use a wonderful quantity of flowers.”

“Hem!” I thought; “I see all about it; what 
used to go to the dinner-table and the ball-room he 
sends to the hospital and the altar. Well, that is 
like old Grant ; ” and it gave me aglow of pleasure.

1 soon found that Yerney was a Catholic, as were 
several of the men now employed about the place, 
and 1 heard from him that a private chapel had 
been added to the house, which sufficed for the 
wants of the few Oaklnim Catholics. But a mag
nificent church had replaced the old and miserable 
erection at Bradford; and there was a convent with 
nuns w ho worked the schools and served the hos
pital; and, besides that, half the town had been 
rebuilt, and the wretched dens which formerly 
abounded
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was ever conscious of doing 
anything particularly graceful; but, undoubtedly, 
Faith always has an innate sense of beauty.”

“That is a little beyond me,” said Oswald; “but 
I will tell you why it struck me. At Exborough 
Bark, as you may be aware, there is also what goes 
by the name of a chapel. The Exborough people 
always set you down to gold plate at dinner, but 
the chapel looks like a dust-hole. Leven has abol
ished the gold plate at Oakham, and the gentry 
hereabouts called it one of his peculiarities ; but I 
suspect they would understand it better if they 
looked at that altar.”

“Yet the Exboroughs are Catholics,” I remarked.
“I should rather think so," said Oswald, “and 

immensely proud of being of the old stock, and all 
that sort of thing. But Lady Ex. goes in for Lon
don seasons to any extent, and the Exborough girls 
are the fastest in the county.”

m

A LETTER TO THE BLESSED 
VIRGIN.

Tianelated for the Catholic Rxcobd from the French 
of Paul Feval.

Jean was six years old, his trousers were frayed 
at the knees, hie fair curly hair wae thick enough 
to cover the heads of two ladies of fashion, and 
his eyes were large and blue, eyes that still some
times tried to emile, although they had already 
wept many tears. He wore a small waist coat 
elegantly cut, a girl’s boot upon his right loot, 
a collegian’s shoe upon hie left—both alas ! much 
too long and too large. They were also well turned 
up in tbe front and quite devoid of heels. He 
was cold and hungry, tor it was a winter evening, 
and be had fasted since the middle of the pre
ceding day, when the thought struck him to write 
a letter to the Blessed Virgin.

This is how little Jean, who knew not how to 
read or write, wrote his letter.

Down in the quarter of the Gros-Caillou, at the 
corner of an avenue, and not far from the Esplan- 
ade, was tbe stall of a public letter-writer. The 
letter-writer was an old soldier, a good man, no 
hypocrite, but very quick tempered, and oh ! 
alas, not rich, who had the misfortune of not 
being sufficiently crippled to warrant his admis 
sion into the Hotel des Invalides.

Jean saw him through the window of his little 
shop. He was smoking his pipe and awaiting cus
tomers. So Jean entered saying

“Good-day, sir, I come to get you to write a 
letter.”

‘ It will cost ten sous,” answered old Bouio.
For this worthy, not being very pretentious, 

answered to the name of Bouin.
Jean, not having a cap, could not doff it, but 

he said politely :
“Then, sir, excuse me,”—
And opened the door to go out, when Father 

Bouin, pleased with his pretty manner, said :
“Are you the son ol a soldier, little one ?”
"No,” replied Jean, "I am mamma’s eon, and 

she is all alone.”
“Good,” said the rédacteur, "and you have not 

ten sow*?”
“Oh I no, I have not even one.’1
“Nor your mother either ? Well, we will see. 

Is it a letter to ask for something to make aoup 
with, eh, little one ?”

"Yes," replied Jean, "that ie it.”

■

TO BK CONTINUED.

A MOTHER A DHEAM:

1 and
1 asked, rather “Oh, dear,” said tidy Mrs. Jewett, ‘•there’s Willie 

In tbe parlor again with hia muddy boots, and 
Jennie hes finger* d the woodwork of the piano all 
over, I see, that I polished so nicely only yesterday. 
I know the door of the spare room has been left 
open, too, for the muslin curtains ere pulled all 
away, where pussy must have frolicked in the 
foDt; and dear, dear, there’s Jack this minute with 
his feet in that stuffed chair !”

“Cume, come, mother, I wouldn’t fret,” said easy 
Mr. Jewett; “the children must put their feet some- 
where, and 1 suppose kittens will bo kittens and fly 
abont where they can find the most fun.”

‘ Ob, yes,” rejoined Mrs. Jewett, “It’s very easy 
for you, father, to think children and cats can go 
where they like and do what they please. I’m not 
fretting, hut it's hard work to sweep and do clear 
starching; and men never did know and never will 
know

I have never fourni that writers of this

We often hear amusing accounts of the tenific 
combats foreigners have with our frightful language. 
A contemporary gives the following specimen of 
the mental entanglement of a visitor amongst us : 
—“A Frenchman residing in London ie almost dis
couraged in his attempts to learn the English lan
guage. He made progress with difficulty, until an 
incident occurred the other day which has filled him 
with despair of ever reaching perfection. One of 
his friends wae going away, and wishing to express 
his hearty wish for their safe journey, he exclaimed 
earnestly ; •May God pickle you !’ Imagine his 
coostentation at the explanation that he had used 
the unfortunate word •pickle’ for the proper term 
•preserve.’”

! anything about the work of a housekeeper 
and a mother.”

So saving, Mrs. Jewett, with her fair, pretty face 
all In wrinkles, went out of the room with a wor
ried :

II
:

“Ob, dear 1”
And her husband looked after her with 

passionate :
“Poor mother !”
Naturally Mrs. Jewett wae of a happy disposition, 

and like many another fond, faithful mother, she 
was unconsciously falling into the habit of worry 
ing over the inevitable faults and thoughtlessness of 
her children.

She was a ecrupulouely neat housekeeper, and 
as her things had not come as easily as they do to 
many others they acquired all the more value and 
importance in her eyes, once they came into her 
posseeslon.

One morning the curtains were discovered to have 
been rolled up all to one aide, while the summer 
sunshine was flooding, with its wholesome light, the

a com-

were replaced by model lodging-houses.
“The duke himself has a house at Bradford,” 

said Oswald, “ and spends a good deal of time there; 
how lie can endure it, I don’t know, but he sees to 
all manner of things himself, ibr at heart, you know, 
he likes business.”

“I suspect also, Oswald,” said I, “that he has a 
liking for souls."

“ Well, 1 should have thought Bradford about the 
last place to have supplied him with that com
modity,” said Oswald; “very queer style of souls 

I he must find among the colliers, and not the most

\

IK
. Liberty haa been restored to the Catholic faith In 

Madagascar. Hitherto It had been to a great extent 
proscribed, but now, with consent of the Q leen, 
Raveto, a Royal Princess, has receivedCsthulio hip- 
tlsm, and a solemn service was celebrated In the 
principal Catholic church on the oecaslon,
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