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CLARA LESLIE. =
. A TALE OF OUR OWN TIMES..

—

- cuAPTER xxX.—Continued.

¢T want nothtog, mamma cara, Wwas Clara’s
sweet answerto Catherine’s fond wquiries, after
some hours 1 which she had seemed to sleep, so
;perfectly still and motionless did she lie in the
possession of the Beloved of her soul. ¢l have
everything, for I have my God! You said well
‘Jast Chnistmas-eve, that that day year only I

shoutd know what a Catholic’s rest was, and my r

joy would be full. A few days more of sufferiog
and longing, —a few days more of Sacraments
and holy rites,—and tben all will be over, and I
shall see Him as He 1s.’

Father Stanislaus was standmg by at the mo-
mect, and said gently, ¢ You bave, then, lost
your fear of Purgatory, my dear child P

She terped towards him ber soft, dark eyes
with an expression of wguiry. ¢ My TFather,
there i3 no sin there, Do you think I ought to
fear at? »

~+T did not say so, my dear child,” he rephed ;

¢ it may be that God, in Ths mercy, has not de-

_“creed those purifying fires for _you. Pray that
“tiis bed of death ray be your Purgatory.”

A few days passed away ; Advent glided
“slowly on, and as the year before she had spent
it 1 anticipation of g first sacramental coming
to take possession of her hearl, so now it was
passed in prepariog for His midoight call the last
summosns ; ¢ Behold the Bridegroom comell : go
ye forth to meet Him.” And how earnestly and
faitbfully she tnmmed her lamp, by removiag
‘every, evea the smailest, imperfection, that might
upfit-her for His embrace, everythiog that could
render less beaauful in His divine Ejes,those who
watched around her could tesufy. Even Father

-Stanislaus wondered, and sometimes would say to
Catherine that a being so pure could not need the
fire of Purgatory,.as she had never wilfully soiled
her white robe of baptism. Christmas-eve came,
and as Father Staniclaus bad promised that the
next day should oot pass without her communi-
catiog, he received ber last confession, though no
one but herself beheved that the moment of de-
parture was so very near at band.

The bells rang out for the commencement of
tbe midnight Mass, and mingling with them was
heard the tinklicg bell tbat announced the pas-
sing of the Viaticum in procession along the
Riviera di Chiaja.

The chamber of death was lt up ; wax-can-
dles burned on the table covered with white,
where the Lord of Hosts was to be placed; the
usual crowd of pious souls, with lanterns aad
torches were kneehng at the door, and thetr
blended voizes were borne sweetly on the still ajr
to the ear even of Lhe dying sufferer. Sha was
supported by pillows, appareally unconscious, the
signet of Jeath plainly matked on her features ;
Catherine, too, was there, but placed 0 as to be
concealed from her view, for at that moent she
would not bazard, for a selfish_gratification, dis-
tracting one of her thoughts fromn where they
were all to be concentratec. All was over:
Extreme Unction administered ; the Plenary In-
. dulgence ‘bestowed ; nathing remained but that
. the Lord Whom she loved should come and re-
main with her during the little while that she still
bad to linger on earth. The agony-bell was

" toliing at the Fraciscan Church, and one of their
pumber, in s dark treize babit, now stood by
_her bedside to see the lock with which she wel-
‘comed his approach with ber Liord i _bis bands.

© The tinkling of the bell seemed to have roused
her : ber eyes bad slowly opened and turned with

. ap intensity of gaze towards the open door’; the

* pale lips, which had been drawn up the moment
before with suffering, parted with a smile of the
most radiant heligh* 5 -the sunken eyee seemed to
dilate, and resume a brilhancy that far surpassed
any thing they bad ever.worn in her daysof
‘bealth ; and the-thin transpa.ren.thnnds were feeb-
ly raised for a moment, as if to welcome more
eagerly the Lord of her Leart, while she famtly
muriured, ¢ My Lord ! my Love I Father Stan-
islau’s attentive ear had cavght this last whisper,
and the solemn tenderness and awe of the Fran-

_ siscan’s manner told that ke, too, bad perceived
that this was oo common death-bed. Catberne’s
hands laid ber back on the. pilows, but the look
ot rapture was still there. Ste seemed with her
bodily eyes to be already eatranced in the sight
of Hira,and thus softly and geatly the spirit pass-
ed away.  An awe seemed t0 bave fallen on
every one in the room, and, as if by one impulse
kneeling silently around the bed they watched the
bappy spirit taking ite flight, borne as it were, in
the very Bosom of Him Whom she bad jusire
cewved. Slower and slower came. the gentle
brealhing, and then, imperceplibly e.md without a
a sigh, the pure spirt left its beautiful teaement,
more beautiful in that moment than it had ever

been 1n life, and passed into the presence of God.
CHAPTER "XXXI.—THE. CONCLUSION,

" Wilfred, by.thy sweet neme
~ "Our little ones will call;

Oh, then, on them aad ug
- Let thy rich blessing fall !

Thou lead’st no idle bour;

Thy gaing with toil were bought;
St. Wilfred, make us love

Our country a3 we ought.

For England’s sake make us
Humble and gay and pura;
For 50 the heart works best,
-And makes the blessing sure.”
’ Faiher Faber.

For some minutes there was not a breath in
that stil} chamber, Even the distant sound of
the chanted ltanies had ceased ; for the crovyd
below were beginning to wonder at the delay 1n
bringing down the Blessed Sacrament. At last
the Franciscan monk seemed to recover himseif
and casting one glance at the shll form, almost
mvoluntarily intoned the T2 Deyn, ‘The tears
were making their way down Fatber Stanislaus’s
cheeks : but his voice was distinctly heard, as
with one consent ail the asustants arose and
responded to that glorious strain of thanksgivieg ;
and the procession moved off. Catberioe neiber
spoke nor stirred ; sbe remamed on her knees
watching the almost superhuman expression of
rapture slowly fading from the eyes cf the lfeless
corpse, though the smile in which the spirit bad
taken its flight remained there to thelast wvn-
changed ; and it was only when Father Stanis-
laus placed Lis hand on the eyelids, and closed
for ever those sweet eyes, which for the last two
years bad been, next 1o God, the light and joy
of her beart, saying,in a voice faltering with
emotion, ¢ Subvenite Sancti Derj oceurnte An-
gel Dominy, suseipientes animam ejus, offerentes
eam in conspectu Allissimi, that she became
conscious where ‘she was. It was, lhen, true;
all was over ; but she had strength to respond:
¢ Susciptat te Christus qui vocavit te, et in sinum
Abrabae Angeli deducant te; suscipientes ani-
mam ejus, offerentes eam in conspectu Alussunis’

The midmght Mass was not yet over; but at
the Oratory in King William Street it had oot
begun. It was natural for Father Aidan to
think much of Clara on that night,— the anmiver-
sary of thew meeting and ber receplion in‘o
Christ’s Holy Catholic Chureb 5 1t was naturel
that one of his three Masses should be offered
for her ; but ke could not account for the sud-
den check that seemed given bim as he thought
of herio the memento of the living,and -the
equaltly stracge impulse that made him msert ber
pame in ibe wmemento of the dead alter the
elevation, against his will, as it were. He could
not account for the kind of awe that seemed to
come over hum as the midnight Mass commenced ;
and a feeling as if she herself were there in spinit
by lus side. Again and again be tried to shake
it off: 1z vain. In deep thought he sought the
short repose of that mghbt of oy, scarcely think-
ing to sleep : but, contrary to-expectations, no
sooner was his head laid on the piilow thana
sweet slumber stole over him ; and then it seem-
ed as if the veil Lefore the unseen world was
withdrawn, and a light form stooidl by s bed
side. It was clothed in white; a genrile light
played round the features, and the smile was one
of intense love, mungled with one shade of sad-
ness, as she stood and gazed on his sleeping form.
And than it seemed in s dream as if be put out
bis arms towards 1f 5 and it shook its head gently,
and caid, ‘ No, Alanj I loved you too well on
earth, and for this [ am now deprived for a time
of the open vision of God. See bow wmy soul
longs for His presence.” And she threw open
the folds of her white vest, to show her beart
like a living coal beneath, and softiy murmuring,
in accents of the most gentle entreaty. ¢Pray
for me, Alan; pray, pray, pray.” As the last
accents died away, the light spinit-form faded
and faded till it was gone, and with a start Fa-
ther Ardan awoke; but the sweet eatrealing
voice was lmgernmng in his ear, ¢ Pray for me,
Alun ; pray, pray; pray.” Fully conviced ia his
own mind of the reality of ber death, the pext
day be sought the Passionist’s Convent, and
begged the'aid of his friend’s prayers. Father
Raymond listened and spoke not. He did not
seem surprised, he merely promised what was
asked him ; and Father Aidan asked no more,
Three days passed thus; Lhe same sense of her
presence near mm continued on Father Aidan’s
mind. Of course every prayer and morulication
was offered for this intention j and thep, ag his
mind glanced to what be knew was the one long-
ng of ber life, and he pondered over the sacri-
fice she had offered to God for the coaversion
of those nearest and dearest to her, he feft con.
vinced that now that hour was approaching, and
her prayers were to be answered. The third
night came, ana agam the young Oratonan songht
his couch, tired with the labors of the day; aod
agaia the hght form of ns loved sister stood by
the bedside. Streams of light'played around the
beautiful tresses, and seemed fowing from every
wave of her snow-white robe, while every shade
of sadness had disappeared from the smiling love-
liness of tke cherub face, tbat beamed in all its
angelic beauty and love upon him. ¢ Alan) she

said,—acd her voice seemed like the warble of
some bird from Paradise, the ringiag of an an-
gel’s lyre, while she fixed 'upea him a look of
love and joy uputterable—* 1 go to intercede for
you. Farewell.? _

And as she spoke she gradually rose from the
ground, while the heart of the young priest seemed
bursting 12 its ntense desire to detain the sweet
vision, or follow it to where it was now takogi
its fight. ¢A little while, a httle winle,” seemed
whispered, as he flung out his arms to cateh the
departing form ; ¢ there is yet work for youy
and the radiant spirit faded from his view amid a
burst of music tiiat seemed such as thrilled the
soul of the shepherds who were guarding their

flocks that dreary winter’s night eighteen bua-

dred years before on the plaws of Bethlebem.—
He awoke with 10tense emotion,~—that rich sirain
ringing in his ears, and the word ¢ England® en-
graven on his heart, He threw himself on his
koees, and amd the tears that flowed abundantly
came the thrillidg conviction that hic own toved
Clara was admitted to tbe Vision of Beauty, the
open and uaclouded sight of God; and annud the
joy of that thought came the certinty that he
and-those who were.now, as it were, left as hus
peculiac portion of work 1n God’s vineyard, had
another intercessor befere the Thtone of (od,
whither they were now to seek to rejoin her,
Thae short dar had closed in; Vespers were
over, and Father Aidan again sougnt s room.
Some one was waiting for bim, but ia the twihght
he could not distingmsh the figure. ¢ Bernard,
said he, in lus sweel voice, thinking it was one of
the naovices, ‘isthat you? The figure did nat
answer, but merely turoed round and silently ap-
proached. TFather Ardan stood sull in doubi,
for he soon could see 1t was not the dress of the
Oratory, but a large cloak that shaded the
wearer’s forin, and the silence the person mumw-
tained half alarmed hizn.  He came nesrer and
nearer, and at last stood close betoi2 him.

¢ Allan I’ said be at last, in a voice scarcely
audible from agitaion.

* Douglas ! i3 it possible ¥ exclaimed the young
priest, and io an 1ostant, wroogs, estraugement_,
years of separation, were forgotien in oue long,
long embrace.

- » ¥

» L] . .

¢ The death of ber two darlings so suddenly
and pear together bad injured Mildred m the
situation she was then m,’ sad Douglas, ¢ and for
forty-eight hours her life has been m the greatest
danger. A few hours ago, bowever, after this
long agosy, to the ulter astonishment of every
one, the child was born alive, and since then both
ske and it are going on weli.’

¢ Thank God, fervently exclaimed Fatber
Aidan. *O Douglas, bow mericifully Ie has
beard your pravers! Avnd now, my own brother
will you sull resist His call? What will you
render to Him for all tbat He bas given to
vou?

¢ No, Alan; [am cooquered, — quite con-
quered. I ooly wish now to know what God
wills me to do. Take my child; admti it into
the Catholic Church your Christian forbearance

‘has taught me to love; and thenin retreat [

too will seek to know and follow the Voice of
zod.? .

¢ Thack God, Douglas, thank God,> was all
the young priest could answer, as again he clasp-
ed bis brother to s bosom, and 12 that pressure
and the tears of joy that flowed felt the prayers
and vows of years repaid and anmswered a lhup-
dredfold. '

¢ Agd Clara—poor Clara P said Douglas, after
a momeant’s pause, * this 15 another debt I have
o pay. Where s she

¢ In Paradise, replied Father Awdap, ¢rejoic-
ing over the fulfilment of the prayer for which
she gave her life)

¢ Alan, what do you mean 7’ exclaimed Doug-
las; ¢ she is oot dead ¥’

Father Aidan seemed to recollect bimself, but
answered almost instantly agan, ¢ Yes, Douglas,
she died on Christmas-eve, at Naples, and last
night her bappy soul passed into the open viston
of Grod.? ) :

*You rave, Allan, replied Douglas; ¢you
cappot have heard from Naples since Christmas.
eve ? : .

¢ Aod yet what I say is trué, Douglas,” be smd
genily ; * for three days bas her spirit been hat
gering round me ; last mght only the gates of
Heaven were nnlocked to receive her. A few
days must bring us the news by human means,
and then you will see that what T say is true.’

Doauglas remained silent, in deep thought.

¢ You will say nothing of this till our letters
come, of course,” said Father Aidan.

¢Of course,” rephed -Douplas; ¢ but, Alan, if
this 1s true, you have used a powerful argument
to draw me towards the Church of Rome,’

¢ ] meant It assuch, dearest Douglas,’ returned
Father Aidan, with.deep. emotion ; ¢ and did you
but know bow every action of that poor spirit,
that is now interceding for us before the Throne
of God, was directed towards the one aim of her

know what feelngs ‘are mine, whea I see bhow
Guickly her admittarce into Paradise has been
followed by-your coming to seek me of yourself
here, and Milured's life being thus marvellously
spared, to pave the way for the return of you
both to the Fold of Christ. O pure spirit!” ex-
claimed the young Father, joining his kands on
his breast, and looking up with an expression of
joy and nope tnutterable, ¢ now rejoiciog in the
preseace of God, leave us not while we still lin~
ger og in this valley of tears; remember thine
own ardent love whiie still on earth for thy na-
tive land, thy familg, and frieads; look dowa
upon our desolation, and pray for England.

A few weeks after the Church of the Oratory
Fathers presented oge of these touching sprcia-
i cles which nowadays, thanks 1o the unspeakable
' mercy of (zod, are not uncommon 10 England.—

baptism was to take place. A tew people had
assembled before MMass to view the admittance

trembling motier the sleeping babe, wno was
thus unconsciously to partake of the joy of those
who gave 1t birth,
peariy all the bystanders; and the voice of the
young priest evee trembled with emotion as he
pronounced the mystic werds.

¢ Wilfrud, I baptize thee in the name of the
Fataer, and of the Son, aod of the Holy Ghost.’

‘The little one uttered a feeble cry ; for an
mnstant opened tts dark eyes upon bim, zod then
peacelully sunk back ioto its repose, its nfant
brow assuming a beauntiful placidity, that the eye
of taith interpreted as the sign of its avoption and
and reconciliatton as tbe child ot God. There
were few there to whose mind the eveat that ihe
Churel on that day commemorate did oot come,
as the young mother, dressed in white robes that
shiaded her still pale and lovely features, followed
By her husbasd weol 1nio the sacristy to sign the
renunciaiion that a hitile more \hao a year hefore
Clara bad there also signed. Cutberme Temple
wae again there, and Mr. Morns, and Mr, and
Mrs, Wingfield stood beside them ; and there
was another figure in the dress of the Oratory,
who kept close to Father Awdan’s mde, But
they all looked sawd amid thewr smiles ; there yet
seemed something waantig. Every one’s thoughts
were evidently fixed on one object, the brightest
and fairest of that httle band: the one who had
won all their hearts was not among them ; and
their joy was not full—:t could nof be.

* How Clara would have rejmced to-day !’
said Mr. Wingfield,

18 amongst us, though we see her not.  Qur joy
is not full, but we mourn not as those that have
no hope, for we koow that bers i3 what ours
cansot yet be. She 13 enjoying the sight of that
God whom ber soul so longed after on earth,—
A little while of patient endurance, — & little
while of toil and suffering, weary toil and patient
suffering for our Liotd’s and England’s sake,—
and thea, then our task will be accomplished,
and we shall meet agam beneath the Throne of
God. O joy of joys !’ exclaimed the young
Oratorian, again clasping bis hands on bis breast,
and raising his eyes to Heaven, wiile tears fell
from the eyes of every one of that hittle group
aod each felt that evea his blood could willingly
be shed for that faith and that home he spoke of,
aul their very hearts * burned withia them,’ and
beat high with exulting hope, ¢to see Him as
He is ’—< Oh wha woold not barter this world’s
little loss for Thee? Who would not sacrifice
this world’s vain applause and love to fight be-
peath ‘[by banoer of reproach and shame? O
faith of our falhers, .new-found treasure! too
long have we wandered 1o error’s dariness ; too
fong have we sought thee, the hght of our weary
feet ; too long bas our country wept thy faded
glory ; too long bas she cast dishonor on Mary’s
nume :
¢ Faith of our fathers, holy faith,
We will be true 1o thee 1ill death.'”
THE END.

1THE CATHOLIC UNIVERSITY.

The following letter from the Rector respect-
ing ibe anoual collection for. the Catholic
UOaiversily, on next Suanday, kas just: been is-
sued :— :

Catholic Uuiversiiy, Dublig, Nov. 5th.

Reverend Dear Sir, — Tn obedience to ‘the
commands of the bishops of Ireland, contained 1n
the following resolutions, 1 beg respectfully to
temnd you that Sunday, the 18ib inst., is tbe
day fixed by their lordships for the Catholic Uni-
versity collection :—

We unatumously agree to fix the third Sunday
of November as the day on which the Catholic
Uuniversity collection shall be annually beld in-
every parish of every diocese of Ireland; -

_ We also declare vur ‘willingness 'to permit.the

life,—your and Muidred’s conversion,—you would !

Rector, or other duly .appointed autborities, to

(LT I

¢ She does rejoice,’ spid Father Awdan; ¢ she

1

communicate with
with the view to the
collection.

The friends of Catholic education may, I think,
congratulate themselves on the progress made
during the past year by our Universily, and by
the principle it represents, These principles
seem to have obtained more than ever possession
of the public mind. Men of all classes and
shades of opinion begin to admit the justice of
our claim—wiz, that Catholics should be allowed
w:tboug let or hindrasce, to educate :heir children
according to the principles which the Catbolic
Church approves ; that ia a country such as-this,
no one educational system should be propped up
by legal and social privileges to the injury of
another more 2greeable 1o the masses of our Ca-
tholic people.  Let us bope that these principles

the clergy of our dmceseé,
proper organisation of the

It was the feast of the Purification, and 2 triple | will develope daily wore and more il all " our

Just demands are granted, Within the last two
years several leading members of the House of

|
|
|

|

ol the couple who first approached together 1o ; Comamons bave admitted that the restrictions im-
receive tie regeneratmg waters conditivaally | posed on this Usiversity are manitestly unjust.—.
from the tmnd of the young priest who administ- | ‘Lhe late admiustration, urged by e eloquent
ered 1t, and then he took from the arms of the |a

ppeal ol one of the most distinguished of our
"

Catk}onu_ representauives, declared, ¢ thatit would

not be right . . . {0 continue that which

Tears stoo 10 the eyes of (really amounts to the 1mposition of ¢ivil disabil-

ties for rehigious opinion.’ Aad a leading mem-
ber of tie political party which ow holds the
reins of Governmeat expresced brmself still more
ciearly on the subject. "Tie caief organ of pube
lic opinion in England made the same admission,
It said:—

The Romno Catholics have eadeavored ¢,
suppiement the systew established by Glorerp.
ment by ane of their owa, The Caiholie Ug-
versity has been the creation of that obstinate
priesthood which bas declared unceasing war
agaiast the Queen’s Colleges. The Catholics
declare they have a riaht to educate the youth of
their communion by weaws of teachers of (peip
owa faith, and that this right they are determigedd
to upliold.  They point to the reiterated declara-
tions of Eoghsh statesmen, that the denomiga.
tional, as opposed to thie seculer, priaciple, hag
received the definite sanction of the country ;
that the age at which youag men go to callege,:
is one which especially requires theological guid-
ance ; aod they' argue that 113 imposasible, with
any regard to jusuce, to refuse them a Chartep
fora University in which the students belong:ng
to their Churc shall be r1astructed by teachers
who proless its tesets. . . . By means of
those facts and tlis reasoning the Catholics up-
doubtedly made out a very plavsible case, Tuey
show that, though they are the most numerouy
religious body in Ireland, there is no public anl'l
recognised iostitutton to which they can send
their sons to he educated in their own fajth and
that thewr Uhiversity is at present a mere pr;vnte
school, which can give none of these titular re-
wards for learning which are valved both for the
S'OCIa: su}m’lmg tiey confer and for the profes-
stonal priviieges which 10 man
them.—r-’fl’imgs of 21st Juae, 186:{. cases autend

In order to give effect to those declarations
and to redress the grievances complained of, ne-,
gotialions were opened between the late Govern-
ment and the bishops of Ireland. Unfortunately,
the demands of our bishops were not granted :
but 1 the course of last summer a Supplemenlai
Charter was given to the Queen’s University in

Ireland, enabling tiat body to grant degrees to
students other than those of the Queen’s Col-
leges, 10 whom the privilege of graduating in the
Queen’s Umiversity had previously beeg 7||hitéd.
It would be prewmature for me to say what will be
tke effect of this Supplemeatal Charter, more
especially sizce the public has not yet been made
aware of the manner 1n which its provisions are
to be worked out. It s expected that, under it
students of the Catholic University will be able
to obtawn degrees recognised by iaw—that the
unfair monopoly Iutherto enjoyed by the Protest-
ant University and the raixed colleges will be
abolisked 5 and that thus one of our cantef causeg
of complaint will be removed. Oa the other
band, 1t is certain that it will pot place Catholics
in a position of equahty with their fellow-sub-
Jects as to University education. While the
vast endowments of the Protestant Unmiversity re~
maio untouched, and while the mixed “colleges
are supported out of the pudhc funds, Cattolics
are obliged to tax themselves for the mainten-
ance of our Cathohic University,  And loe object
of my present appeal is, precisely, to ask you
reverend dear Sir, and your people who-liave
hitherto coatributed so mumificently to Cafiblic
education, to assist the boly work once mors this
year by your contributions., ¢ e

¢ The  Umversity -itself has advancedzs)s Iy
but steadily. Its library has lately**be "gz?:n.
creased by the valuable cblleclionss%ﬁﬂﬁ%f]ed
by the Very Rev. Dean Cussen,, gfw imenek,
and the late lameated Primate ; aaith d\hner:
alegical Museum, to which our *HilprFuthétthe

Pope has sent several valuable$pegi e
tesching purposes, second 10 SRS AP Ghch T

T
The board of King Charles Hospita] brthiscity
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