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CHAPTER XI

“ Go, tenderness of years; take this
key, give eulargement to the swain,
bring him festinately bither; I must
employ him in » letter to my love.”

Love's Labor's Lost.

1 will not attempt to snalyze the feel-
which now impelled me to quit
America, 1 had discovered, or thought
I had discovered, certain qualities in
Andrew Drewett which reudered bim,
in some measure at least, worthy of Luey;
snd | experienced how painful it is to
concede such an advantage to a rival.
Still, I must be just enough to add, that
in my cooler moments, when I came to
consider that Lucy could never be mine,
1 was rejoiced to find suen proofs of a
nerous disposition in her future hus-
and. On the other hand, 1 could not
divest mysell of the idea that perfect
confidence in his own position could
alone enable him to be so liberal in his
opinions of myself. The reader will
understand how extravagant was this
supposition when bhe remembers that I
bad never given Lucy herself, or the
world, any sufficient reason to suppose
that I was a suitor for the dear girl's
‘hand.

1 never saw Marble so industrious as
he proved to be when he received my
hurried orders for sailing that after-
noon. He shipped his mother and niece
for Willow Cove, by an Albany sloop,
the same evening, got the erew on board,
and the Dawn into the stream, before
sunset, and passed half the night in
sending off small stores. As for the
ship, she had been cleared the day the
hatches were battened down. Accord-
ing to every rule of mercantile thriit, I
ought to have been at sea twenty-four
hours, when these orders were given;
bat a lingering reluctance to go farther
from the grave of Grace, the wish to
have one more interview with Lucy, and
s disposition to indulge my mate in his
commendable zeal to amuse his new-
found relatives, kept me in port besond
my day. .

All these delays, however, wera over,
and I was now in a feverish hurry to be
off. Neb came up to the City Hotel as I
was breakfasting, and reported that the
ship was riding at single anchor, with a
short range, and that the fore-topsail
was loose. I sent him to the post-cflice
for letters, ard ordered my biil. All
my trunks had gone aboard before the
ship hauled off, and — the distances in
New York then being short—Neb was
soon back and ready to shoulder my
carpet-bag. The bill was paid, three or
four letters were taken in my hand, and
I walked toward the Battery, followed
by the faithful black, who had again
abandoned home, Chloe, and Clawbonny,
to follow my fortunes.

I delayed opening the letters until
I reached the Battery. Despateching
Neb to the boat, with orders to wait, I
took a turn among the trecs — still re-
luctant to quit the native soil — while 1
broke the seals. Two of the letters bore
the postmarks of the office nearest Claw-
bonny , the third was from Albany ; and
the fourth was a packet of some size
from Washiogton, franked by the Sec-
retary of State, aud bearing the seal of
office. Surprised at such a circumstance,
Iopened the last of these communica-
tions first.

The official letter proved to be an en-
velope containing — with a civil request
to myself to deliver the enclosures—des-
patches addressed to the Consul at Ham-
burg, for which port my ship had been
advertised for some time. Of course I
could ouly determine to comply ; and
that communication was disposed of.
One of the Clawhonny letters was in
Mr. Hardinge's hand, and I found it to
contain some excellent and parental ad-
vice. He spoke of my sister, but it was
calmly, and with the humble hope that
became his sacred office. I wasnot sorry
to find that he advised me not to visit
Clawbonny before I sailed. Luey, he
said, was well, and a gentle sadness was
gradually taking the place of the live,
lier grief she had endured immediately
after the loss of her friend. “ You were
not aware, Miles, how keenly she suf-
fered,” my good old guardian continued,
“for she straggled hard to seem calm in
your presence; but from me my dear
child had no secrets on this subject,
whatever she may see fit to have cn an
other. Hours has she psssed, weeping
on my bosom, and 1 mueh doubt if the
image of Grace has been absent from her
waking thoughts a single minute, at any
one time, sinca we first laid your sister's
head in the coffin. Of you she does not
speak often, but, when she does, it is
ever in the kindest and most solicitous
manner ; calling you * Miles,” * poor
Miles,” or ‘dear Miles,” with all that
sisterly frankness and affeotion you have
koown in her from childhood.” The old
gentleman had underscored the * sister-
1y himself.”

To my delight and surprise, there was
a long, very long, letter from Lucy, too !
How it happened that I did not recog-
nize her pretty, delicate, lady-like hand-
writing, is more than I can say ; but the
direction had been overlooked in the
confusion of receiving so many letters
togetner. That direction, too, gave me
pleasure. It was to‘‘ Miles Wallingford,
Esquire ;” whereas the three others were
addressed to Captain Miles Wallingford,
ship Dawn, New York.” Now a ship-
master i8 no more entitled, in strict
usage, to be called a “ captain,” than he
is to be called an “esquire.,” Your man-
of-war officer is the only true captain ;
a “master " being nothing but a “master.”
Then, no American is entitled to be
oalled an * esquire,” which is the cor-
relative of * knight,”” and is a title prop-
erly prohibited by the 'constitation,
though most people imagine that a mag-
istrate is an “esquire.” ex officio. He is
an * esquire”’ as & member of Congress
is an ** honorable,” by assumption, and
not of right ; and I wish the country had
sufficient self-respect toc be consistent
with itself. What should we think of
Mark Anthony, Esquire|? or of 'Squire
Lucius Junius Brutus? or His Excel-
lency Julius Coesar, Ksquire ?” Never-
theless, * esquire ”” is an appellation
that is now universally given to a gentle-
man, who in truth, is the only man in
this country that has any right to it at

* all, and he only by courtesy. Lucy had
felt this distinetion, and I was grateful
for the delicacy and tact with which she
had dropped the “captain” and put in

the “ esquire.” To me it seemed to
say thet she recognized me as one of
her own olass, let Rupert and his light
associates think of me as they might.
Lucy neverj departed a hair's breadth
from the strictly proper, in all matt

of this sort, something having been ob-
tained from education, but far more from
the inscrutable gifts of nature.

As for the letter itself, it is too long
to eopy ; yet I scarce know how to de-
scribe it. Full of bheart it was, of
course, for the dear girl was all heart ;
aud it was repiete with her truth and
nature. The only thing in it that did
not give me entire satisfaction, was *a
request not to come again to Clawbonny
until my return from Burope. *“Time,”
she added, “will lessen the paip of such
a visit ; and, by that time, you will
begin to regard our beloved Grace as I
already regard her, a spotless spirit
waiting for our union with it in the
mansions of bliss. 1t is not easy, Miles,
to know how to treat such a loss as this
of ours. God may bless it to ourlasting
good, and, in this light, it is useful to
bear it ever in mind ; while a too great
submission to sorrow may only serve to
render us vehappy. Still, [ think, no
one who konew Grace, as we kpew her,
can ever recall her image without feel-
ing himself drawp nesrer to the dread
Being who created her, and who has
called ber to Himself so early. We,
alone, thoroughly understood the be-
loved creature! My dear, excellent
father loved her as he loves me, but he
could not. did not know all the rare vir-
tues of her heart. These could bhe
known ounly to those who knew her great
secret, and, God be praised ! even
Rupert has little true kuowledge of
that.

“My father has spoken to me of
Grace's wish, that he and 1 should
accept some memorials of the affection
she bore us. These were unnecessary,
but are far too sacred to be declined. 1
sincerely wish that their value in gold
had been less, for the hair possess
(sowe of which is reserved for you) is far
more precious to me than auy diamonds
or stones could possibly become. As,
however, something must be purchased
or procured, | have to request that my
memorial may be the pearls you gave
Grace, on your return from the Pacific.
Of course I do not- mean the valuable
pecklace you have reserved for one who
will one day be still dearer to you than
any of us, but the dozen or two of pearls
that you bestowed cn your sister, in my
presence, at Clawbonny. They are
sufficiently valuable iu themselves to
answer all the purposes of Grace's be-
quest, and [ know they were very much
prized by her, as ‘your gift, dear
Miles. I am!certain you will not believe
they will be the less valaable in my
eyes ou that account. As I know where
they are, I shall go to Clawbonny and
take possession of them at once, and you
need give yourself no further coneern
on account of the memorial that was to
be presented to me. I acknowledge its
reception, unless you cbject to my pro-
position.”

I scarce knew what to think of this.
I would gladly have bestowed on Luey
pearls of equal value to those I had
given Grace, but she refused to receive
them, and now she asked for these very
pearls, which intrinsically, were not half
the value of the sum I bad iuformed
Mr. Hardinge, Grace kad requested me
to expend in purchasing a memorial.
This avidity to possess these pearls—for
80 it struck me—was difficult to account
for, Grace having ,owned divers other
ornaments that were more costly, and
which she had wmuch oftener worn. I
confess I had thought of attempting to
persuade Lucy to receive my own neck-
lace as the memorial of Grace, but a
little reflection satisfied me of the hope-
lessness of success, and nothing had
been said on the subject. Of course I
acqguiesced in the wish of the dear girl
to possess the pearls, but at the same
time I determined to make the addition-
al purchase, more thoroughly to carry
out the wishes of my sister.

On the whole the letter of Lucy gave
me a great and soothing pleasure. I
came to a resolution to answer it, and
to send that answer back by the pilot. I
had no awner to feel any solicitude in
the movements of the ship; had no
longer a sister to care for myself, and
to whom else could my last words on
quitting the land he so appropriately
addressed, as to this constant and true-
hearted friend ? That much, at least, I
could presume to eall Luey, and even to
that I clung as the shipwrecked mariner
clings to the last plank that floats.

The fourth letter to my astonishment
bore the sigonature of John Wallingford,
and the date of Albany. He had got
this far on his way home, and written
me a line to let me know the fact I
copy his epistle in full, namely :—

“Dear Miles,—Here I am, and sorry
am I to see, bylthe papers, there you
are still. Recollect, my dear boy, that
sugar will melt. It is time you were
off ; this is said for your own sake, and
not for mine, as yon well know I am
amply secured. Still, the markets may
fall, and he who is first in them can wait
for a rise, while he who is last must take
what offers.

“Above all, Miles, do not take it into
your head to alter your will. Things are
now arranged between us precisely as
they should be, and I hate changes. 1
am your heir, snd you are mine. Your
counsel, Richard Harrison, Eequire, is a
man of great respectability, and a per-
fectly safe repository of such a secret.
I leave many of my papers in his hands,
and he has now been my counsel ever
since 1 had need of one, and tread so
bhard on Hamilton's heels that the last
sometimes feels his toes. This is as
counsel, however, and not as an advo-
cate.

“Adien, my dear boy ; we are both
Wallingfords, and the nearest of kin to
each other, of the name. Olawbonny
will be safe with either of us, and either
of us wiil be safe with Clawbonny.

Your affectionate cousin,
“JouN WALLINGFORD,"”

I confeass that all this anxiety about
Clawbonny began to give me some un-
sasiness, and that I often wished I had
been less ambitious, or less hasty would
be the better word, and had been con-
tent to go to sea again, in my simple
character of ship-master, and ship-owner;
leaving the merchant to those who
better understood the vocation.

I now went to the boat, and to the
ship. Marble was all ready for me, and
in ten minutes the anchor was clear of
the bottom ; in ten mere, it was catted

and fished, and the Dawn was beating
down the bay, on a young flood, with a
light breeze at southwest. The pilot
being in charge, I had nothing to do bat
go below and write my letters. I an-
swered everybody,even to the 8 tary

that are about to be separated. S8till,
every seaman is snxious for sn offiog,
and glad was I to see the head of the
Dawn polnting in the right direction,
with her yards vearly squsre, and a

of State, who, at that time, was no less
8 man than James Madison. To him,
however, I had nothing to say, but to
acknowledge the receiptof thedespatehes
snd to promise tu deliver them. My
letter to Mr. Hardinge, was, I hope,
such as a son might have written to a
revered parent. In it, 1 begged he
would allow me to add to his library, by
& purchase of theological works of value,
and which, in that day, could only be
procured in Earope. This was vo be his
memorial of my sister. [ also begged of
his friendship an occasional look at
Clawbouny, though 1 did nbt venture to
speak of the mortgage, of which I now
felt a sort of convietion he wounld not
approve.

The letter to Jobn Wallingford was as
pithy as his own to me. I told him my
will was made on & conviction of its
perfect propriety, and [ assured him it
would not be altered in a hurry; I told
him thé sugars were safe, and let him
understand that they were already on
their way to Hawburg, whence I
hoped, ere long, to send him a good
account of their sale,

To Lucy, I was by no means so
laconie. On the subject of the pearls of
Grace, I begged her to do just as she
pleased; adding a request, however,
that she would select such others of my
sister's ornaments, as might be most
agreeable to herself. On this point 1
was a little earnest, since the pesrls
were not worth the sam Grace had
mentioned to me; and I felt persuaded
Lucy would not wish to me remain her
debtor. There was a pair of bracelets,
in particular, that Grace had highly
prized, and which were very pratty in
themselves. My father had purchased
the stones—rubies of some bheauty—in
oue of his voyages, for my mother, who
had fancied them too showy for her to
wesr. I had caused them o be set for
Grace, and they would make a very
suitable ornament for Lucy; snd were
to be so mach the more prized, from the
circumstance that Grace had once
worn them. It is true, they contained a
little, though very little, of my hair;
for on this Grace had insisted; but this
hair was rather a blemish, and might
easily be removed. I said as much in
my letter.

On the subject of my sister's death,
I iound it impossible to write much,
The little Idid say, however, was in full
accordance of her own feelings, I felt
persuaded, and I had no ditliculty in
believing she would sympathize in all I
did express, and in much that I had not
words to express,

On the subject of the neckiace, I did
find language to communicate a little,
though it was done in the part of the letter
where & woman is said to give her real
thought—the postseript. In answer to
what Lucy had said on the subject of
my own necklace, I wrote as tollows,
namely: “You speak of my reserving
the more valuable pearls for one, wbo,
at some future day, may become my wife.
I confess this was, my own intention,
originally, and very pleasant was it to
me to faucy that one so dear would wear
pearls that had been brought up out of
the sea by my own hands. But, dearest
Lucy, all these agreeable and delusive
anticipations have vanished. Depend
on it, I shall never marry. I know that
declarations of this sort, in young men
of three-and-twenty, like those of
maidens of nineteen, excite a smile
ofterer than they produce belief;
but I do not say this without reflection,
and, I may add, without feeling. She
whom I once did hope to persnade to
warry me, although much my friend, is
not accustomed to view me with the
eyes that lead to love. We were
brought together under circumstances
that have probably induced her to
regard me more as a brother than as a
suitor, and while the golden moments have
passed away, her affections have hecome
the property of another. I resemble, in
this particular, at least, our regretted
Grace, and am not likely to change.
My nature may be sterner, aud my con-
stitution strooger, than those of my
poor sister proved to be, but [ feel 1
cannot love twice; not as I have, and
still do love, most certainly. Why
should I trouble you with all this, how-
ever? I know you will not accept of
the necklace—though so ready to give
me your own last piece of gold, when 1
went to sea, you have ever been so fasti-
dicus as to refuse everything from vs
that had the least appearance of a
pecuniary obligation—and it is useless
to say more about it. 1 have no right
to trouble you with my griefs, especi-
ally at a moment when I know your
affectionate heart is sufferivg so deeply
from our recent loss.”

I will confess that, while writing this,
1 fancied I was making a sort of half
declaration to Luoy; one that might, at
least, give her some faint insight into
the real state of my heart; and 1 had a
melancholy satisfaction in thinking that
the dear girl might, by these means,
learn how much I had prized and still
did prize her. It was only a week later,
while pondering over irhat I had
written, the idea occurred \o me that
every syllable I had said would apply
just as well to Emily Merton as to Luey
Hardinge. Peculiar circumstances had
made me intimately acquainted with
our young Kngiish friend, and these
circumstances might well have pro-
duced the very results I had mentioned.
We all bhelieved Emily's affections
to be engaged to Rupert, who must
have succevded during my absence at
sea. A modest and self distrusting
nature, like that of Luey's, would be
very apt to turn to any other than. her-
self in quest of the original of my
picture.

These letters occupied me for hours.
That, to Lucy, in particular, was very
long, and it was not written wholly
without care. When all were done, and
sealed, and enveloped to the address of
the postmaster, I went on deck. The
pilot and Marble had not been idle
while I had been below, for I found the
ship just weathering the southwest Spit,
a position that enabled me to make a
fair wind of it past the Hook and out to
sea.

Certainly I was in no haste to quit
home, I was leaving my native land,
Clawbonny, the grave of my sister, and
Lucy, dearest Lucy, all behind me; and,
at such an instant, one feels the ties

fore topmast studding-sail set, The
pilot was all activity, and Marble, cool,
clear-headed in his duty aund instive-
tively acquainted with everything be-
longing to a vessel was just the man to
oarry out his views to his heart’s con-
tent,

The ship went, rising and falling on
the swells of the ocean, that now begsn
to make themselves felt, past the light
and low point of the Hook, within a few
minutes after we had squared away, and,
once more, the open ocean lay before us,
I eould not avoid smiling at Neb, just as
we opened the broad waste of waters,
and got an unbroken view of the roll-
ing ocean to the southward, The
fellow was on the main-topsail yard,
having just run out, and lashed the
heel of a topgallant studdiog sail boom,
in order to set the sail. Before he lay
in to the mast, he raised his Herculean
frame, and took a look to windward.
His eyes opened, his nostrils dilated,
snd I fancied he resembled a hound
that ¢oonted game in the gale, as he
snnffed the sea alr which came fanuing
his glistening face, filled with the salts
and peculiar flavors of the ocesn. I
question if Neb thought at all of Chloe
for the next Lour or two !

As soon as we got over the bar, I
gave the pllot my package, and he got
into his boat. It was not necessary to
shorten sail in order to do this, for the
vessel’s way did not exceed five knots.

“Do you see the snil, hercaway in the
southeas‘eru board ?’ said the pilot, as
he went over the side, pointing toward
u white speck on the ocean; “‘take care
of that fellow, and give him as wide a
berth as nossible, or he may give you a
look at Halifax, or Bermuds.”

“Halifax or Bermuda! 1 have
nothing to do with eitber, and shall not
go there, Why should 1 fear that
sail?”

“On aceount of your eargn, and on ac-
count of your mwen. That is his
majesty's ship Leander; she has been
ofl here, now, more than a week. The
inward bound craft say she is sacting
under some new orders, snd they name
soveral vessels that have been seen
heading northeast after she had boarded
them. This new war is likely to lead to
new troubles on the coast ‘and it is well
for all ontward-bound ships to be on the
lookout.”

“ His majesty's ship "’ was a singalar
expression for an American to use,
toward any sovereign, twenty years
after the independence of the country
wasy acknowledged. But it was common
then, nor has ceased entirely even among
the newspapers of the present hour ; so
much bharder is it to substitute a new
language than to produce a revoiutior.
Noswithstanding this proof of bad taste
in the pilot, I did not disregard his cau-
tion. There bad been certain uopleas-
ant rumors up in town for more than a
month, that the two great belligerents
would be apt to push each other into the
old excesses, Eoglaud and France at
that day baving such a monopoly of the
ocean as to render them somewhat inde-
pendent of mest of the old-fashioned
notions of the rights of neutrals. As
for America, she was cursed with the
cant of economy—an evil that is apt to
produce as many bad consequences as
the opposite vice, extravagance. The
money paid as interest on the sums ex-
pended in the war of 1812, might have
waintained a navy that would have
caused both helligerents to respect her
rights, and thereby saved the principal
entirely, to say nothing of all the other
immense losses dependent on an inter-
rupted trade ; but demagogues were at
work with their raven throats, and it is
not reasonable to expect that the masses
can draw very just distiuctions ou the
subject of remote interests, when prea-
ent expenditure is the question immedi-
ately before them., It is true, I remem-
ber a modern French logician, who laid
down the dogms that the tendency of
democracies being to excesses, if you
give a people the power, they would tax
themselves to death ; but, however true
this theory may be in the main, it cer-
tainly is not true quoad the good citi-
zens of the great model republie. It
was bad enough to be accursed with a
spurious economy ; but this was not the
heaviest grievance that then weighed
upon the nationa! interests, The demon
of faction, party spirit, was actively at
work in the country ; and it was almost
as rare to find a citizen who was influ-
enced purely by patriotic and just views,
as it would be to fiod an houest man in
the galleys, The nation, as a rule, was
either English or Fiench. Some swore
by the First Consul, and some by Billy
Pitt. As for the commercial towns,
taken in connection with the upper
classes, these were little more than so
many reflections of English feeling, ex-
aggerated and rendered still more facti-
tious, by distance. Those who did not
swallow all that the Eoglish tories chose
to pour down their throats, took the
pillules Napoleons without gagging., If
there were exceptions, they were very
few, and principally among travelled
men-—pilgrims who, by approaching the
respective idole, had discovered they
were made by human hands !

Iwpressment at sea, and out of neu-
tral vessels, was revived, as a matter of
course, with the renewal of the war, and
all American ships felt the expediency
of avoiding cruisers that might deprive|
them of their men. Strange as it may
seem, a large and leading class of Amer-
icans justified this claim of the English,
as it was practiced on board their own
country’s'vessels | What will not men
defend when blinded and excited by
faction ? As this practice was to put
the mariner on the defensive, and to
assume that every man was an Eoglish-
man who could not prove, out on the
ocean, & thousand miles from land per-
haps, that he was an American, it fol-
lowed that BEoglish navy officers exer-
cised a jurisdietion over foreigners and
under a foreign flag, that would not he
tolerated in the Lord High Chancellor
himself, in one of the streets of London ;
that of throwing the burden of proving
himself innocent, on the accused party !
There was an abundance cf other prin-
ciples that were just as obviouns, and
just as unanswerable as this, which were
violated by the daily practices of im-
pressment, but they all produced no
effect on the members of Congress and
public writers that sustained the right
of the English, who as blindly espoused

one side of the main question as their
opponents espoused the otber. Men
acting under the guidance of factions
are not compos mentis,

I think 1| may say, withont boasting
unreasonably of my own good sense, that
I have kept myself altogether aloof from
the vortex of parties, from boyhood to
the present hour. My father haa been
s federalist, but a federalist a good deal
cooled off, from bhaving seen foreign
countries, and no attempts had ever
been made to make me believe that
black was white in the interest of either
faction, I kuew that impressment from
foreign vessels, out of the waters of
Great Britain at least, could be defended
on no other ground but that of power ;
and as for colonial produge, and all the
subtleties that were dependent on its
transportation, I fancied that & neutral
had a perfect right to purchase of one
belligerent, aud sell to another, provid-
ed he found it his interest so to do, and
he violated no positive—not paper—
blockade, or did not convey articles
that are called contraband of war,

With these views, then, it i not sur-
prising that I easily came into the pilot's
opinion, snd determined to give the
Lezuder a sufficient berth, as sailors ex-
press it.

The Leander was a fifty, on two decks,
a very silly sort of a crafe, though she
had manfully played ber part at the
Nile, and on one or two other rather
celebrated occasions, and was a good
vessel of the build. Still 1 felt certain
the Dawn could get away from her under
tolerably favorable circumstances. The
Leander afterwards became notorious,
on the American coast, in consequence
of a man kilied in & coaster by one of
her shot, within twenty miles of the spot
where I now saw her, an event that had
its share in awakening the feeling that
produced the war of 1812 —a war of which
the effects are just beginning to be
made manifest in the policy of the re-
public ; a fact, by the way, that is little
understood at home or abroad. The
Leander was a fast ship of her kind, but
the Dawn was a fast ship of any kind,
and I had great faith in her. It is true,
the fifty had the advantage of the wind,
but she was a long way off, well to the
southward, and might have something in
sight that could not be seen even trom
our topgallant yards, whither Ned was
sent to take a look at the horizon,

Oar plan was soon laid, The south
side of Long Island trending = little to
the north of east, I ordered the ship to
be steered east-by-south, which, with
the wind at south south-west, gave me
ap opportunity to carry all our stud-
ding-sails. Thesoundings »ere as regu-
lar as the ascent on the roof of a shed,
or on that of a graded lawn, and the
land in sight less than two leagues dis-
tant. In this mauner we ran down the
coast, with about six knots’' way on the
ship, as soon as we got from uunder the
Jersey shore,

In less than an hour, or when we were
about four leagues from Sandy Hook
light, the Englishman wore short round,
and made sail to cut us off. By this
time he was just forward of our weather-
beam, a position that did not ensble him
to carry studding-sails on both sides, for
had he kept off enough for this he would
have fallen into our wake, while, by
edging away to close with us, his after-
sails becalmed the forward, and this at
the moment when everything of curs
pulled like a team of well-broken cart-
horses. Notwithstanding all this we had
a nervous sfrernoon's and night's work
of it. These old filties are great travel-
lers off the wind ; ard more than once I
fancied the Leander was going to lay
across my bows, as she did athwart those
of the Frenchman at the Nile. The
Dawn, however, was not idle, and as the
wind stood all that day, throughout the
night, and was fresher, though more to
the southward than it had hitherto been,
next morning, I had the satisfaction of
seeing Montauk a little on my lee-bow,
at sunrise, while my pursuer was still
out of guoshot on my weather beam,

Marble and I now held a consultation
on the subject of the best mode of pro~
ceeding, I was half disposed to let the
Leander come up, and seud a hoat on
board us, What had we to fear ? We
were bound to Hamburg with a cargo,
one half of which came from the English,
while the other half came from the
French islands. But what of that ?
Marble, however, would not listen to
such a project. Heaffirmed that he was
a good pilot in all the gounds, and that
it would be better to risk everything
rather than let that filty close with us.

“ Keep the ship away for Montauk,
sir,” exclaimed the mate ; * keep her
away for Montauk, and let that chap
follow us if he dare ! There's u reef or
two inside that I'll engage to lead him
on, should he choose to try the game,
and that will cure him of his taste for
chasing a Yankee,”

* Will you engage, Moses, to carry
the ship over the shoals, if I will do as
you desire, and go inside ?”

“ I'll carry her into any port east of
Block Island, Captain Wallingford.

.Though New York born, as it now turns

ouy, I'm ‘down-east’ edicated, and have
got a ‘coasting pilot’ of my own in my
head.”
This settled the matter, and I came to
the resolution to stand on.
TO BE OONTINUED

HOW I CAME HOME

CONTINUED FROM LAST WEEK

The result of my visit to Rome was
that I resolved to halt no longer between
two opinions, but to try by every means
in my power to arrive at the truth. I
felt, in fact, that I could no longer set
it aside—that to do so would be resist-
ing grace, and imperilling my very sal-
vation. When I returned to England I
fcund several of my most intimate
friends in the same state of mind as my-
seif, and we agreed that all we could do
was to go on studying the question, and
above all to pray earnestly for light
and guidance. One practice we
followed, which I would earnestly re-
commend to all honest seckers after
truth and the Divine will. namely, the
daily repetition of the prayer to the
Holy Ghost, “Deus, qui corda fidelium,”
eto., and of the Veni Sancte Spiritue, 1
have known many people helped into
the Church by this means. After all, it
was not a question for A.or B, It eon-
cerned the individual soul of each one
and could not be decided for us. Also,
whatever may be the effect of argu-

ments or logic on the humaf® mind, I am
more and more convinced that conver-
slons are not brought about by those
means, I have seen people entirely
couvinced intellectually and yet remain
outside the Church, “The wind
bloweth where it listeth,” and it is the
gentle wind of God's Spirit which moves
a soul to follow its inspirations. That
is what people mean when they say,
“they believe not with the intellest but
with the heart,” and that “they have
an iustinet of what is true or false be
fore they realize the matter as a fact.”
They do not mesn that the Uatholie
Faith does not approve itself to their
intellect or their reasouing powers, but
that there is a Spirit stronger than
theirs—even the Holy Spirit of God,
which touches them to the quick, so
that they can fiud no answer but in the
words of Samuel: “3peak, Lord for Thy
servant heareth.”

With me (as with so many others at this
very moment) all human eonsiderations
were perpetually urging me the other
way. I had been left sole guardian of
my children by my husband's will; but
I had already received notice that if I
took this step my husband’s family
would elther remove them from me, or,
at least, make them wards iu Chancery.
Of the justice of such a course this is
not the place to speak. Kaough that it
is the law ot Eag'and that children can
thus be forcibly estranged from their
mother and natural proteetor, in spite
of the will of the father, if that mother,
by following the dictates of her con-
science embraces a different faith, I
had promised my husband oxa his de th-
bed that I would mnever leave his
childreli; nor entrust them to the
guardianship of others. And I found
myself therefore in a great strait, not
koowing exactly what the powers of the
Court of Chancery might be; and dread-
ing, a& all mothers would, that Wy
children would either be taken from me
(in which ca-e my promise would be
broken) or that they would be exposed
to influences which above all others I
most dreaded, while I should be power-
1-88 to interfere; and that from my own
act. In this great moral difiiculty, too,
I had no one to adyise or help me. I
feit strongly also how useless it would
be to seek counsel from either side.
My Anglican friends would, of course,
say one thing, and my Catholic ones the
other.

But there were other circumstances
which increased my difliculties. With
the Catholic yearnings of my whole life,
I had induced my husband to begin, and
had myself completed, the restoration
of all the churches on the property.
We had tazken away all the pews, put in
large altars, restored the patron saint
in each church; and, as crucifixes were
not possible, bad put a representation
of the Crucifixion, not in small medal-
lions but in large and separate figures,
in all the east-end windows we could
flud unfilled with stained glass; so that
the people might, at any rate, have
their thoughts led up to that great
Mystery of oar Redemption. More-
over, since my husband's death, I had
restored and fitted up, in the most Cath-
olic manner possible, the chapel in the
house, which formed part of the church
of the old Benedictine Mouastery which
formerly stood on this site. Here I had
persuaded the chaplain to use the Com-
plane service on Sunday evenings; and
other prayers on Fridays, taken from
Catholic manvals. I was organist, and
I bed carefully selected none but Cath-
olic hymnos; while the Bishop had given
us leave to have holy communion on all
saints’ days and festivals, on which
oceasions the chapel was already beauti-
fully decorated with flowers and lights.
All this if I became a Catholic, I must
give up.

But there was one thing which
touched me even more nearly. My
husband had built a beautitul church in
the village at the cost of £30000. He
and I bad completed its adorument by
bringing the rarest marbles and mosaics
from Italy; beautiful lamps from Venice,
and carving and painted glass from
Germany. Here too he was buried: and

had been to pray iv this church and in
the erypt where his dear coffin lay, and
which I had fitted up almost as a private
chapel, How great would be the
struggle before I could give up the
daily service in this chuarch, associated
28 it was with all the happiest years of
my life, and now sanctified by being his
last resting-place, no one but myselt and
God knew. In all my church works,
also, the bishop of the diocese had been
my constant adviser. He was to me asg
very dear brother; how then could I
take a step which I knew would not only
injure him in the estimation of his flock,
but also wound him to the very heart?
Besides all these reasons, human pride
came in. How was I to give up the

osition T held in the whole neighbonr-
hood, where I was looked upon as the
promoter of every good work, and conse-
quently admired by good people of
every class? How exchange this for
scorn and obloquy, and the contempt
and distrust of all those whose good
opinion T most valued?

I dwell upon these temptations (for
such they were ) because I see them re-
produced more or less in almost every
case of conversion; and I know that
hundreds are kept back at this moment
by similar considerations. To me, the
suffering was peouliarly great, because
all my life long I bad leant so much on
human sympathy and human approba-
tion. I bhad been the spoilt child of my
father, the spoilt sister of my only
brother, the spoilt wife of one of the
best and noblest of men. Since his
death the same affectionate love and
appreciation bad surrounded me, both
for his sake and my own. And all this
I felt I must relinquish if I became a
Catholie, and go out, emphatically alone
in the cold! My whole nature shrank
from it to such a degree that I recollect
saying to a friend who was talking on
the subject of the difference between the
two Churches: *Don’t enquire, don’t
try aod see if you would not be as utter-
ly miserable as I am!” TFor all these
Anglican services had now become
utterly distasteful to me. I felt their

Dainty hands can only be kept in con-
dition by CAMPANA'S ITALIAN
BALM; twenty-five cents, Keeps com-
plexion soft and clear. Sold and rec-
ommended by every good druggist.

E. G. West & Co., Whlesale Druggists,
80 George 8t., Toronto?

| ness or beauty of its services.
| prefer a Low to a High Mass ; it is to

| of England is

Nile
my greatest consolation, since his death |

unreality: that they were la sham; the
imitation of the truth and not the
truth itself. But above all, my- com-
munions in the Anglican Chureh had
become a perfect misery to me. Fver
since I had perfectly entered into the
spirit of the Mass and understood the
sublime mystery of the Holy Sacrifice,
this cold imitation of it, without the
Presence and withouu the Substance, be-
came to me the most borrible mockery
and sacrilege. Dr. Maoning  had
advised me to leave off communion: but
to do 80, would have been at ouce pro-
claiming wy intention of leaving the
Anglican Church. I was not in the
position of an unknown person, who
could do what she pleased without re-
mark., [ was the bead of a great house,
“us a city set ona hill.” I bad laboured
hard to establish weekly snd early com-
munion in the parish and suceeeded;
and of course I had always gone to these
comwunlons myself, bo'h from ineling-
tion and to set an exumple, Now they
were, as [ said before, a positive torture
to me, from which, however, in the
country, there was uo escape,

In London I was happier. It had
always been my custom to go to daily
service early and alone; and 5o it excited
no remark when I went out as usual;
oaly iustead of going to the Anglican
service, I used to make a great detour
and creep into a Catbolic Church, where
aloue I found what [ sought, There are
several “houses of refuge,” as I used to
call them, in London, where people in
wy position could go, as to a private
house, aud find & window or a gallery
looking into & chapel, where without be-
ing yourself seen, you can have the in-
expressible comfort of hearing Mass.
At Harley House and Kensington Square
180, the perpetual Exposition and daily
Benedictions were an untold blessing.
These I used regularly to frequent ‘and
also churches in outlying parts of
London where there was no fear of my
being recognized. That of St. Mary of
the Angels, at Bayswater, was my g;elt
favourite, as being more Roman than
any other in Loudon, botb in its decora-
tions and in the srrangement of its side
chapels, As I vever dared take my own
carriage to such places, I used to have
all sorts of adventures in going to and
fro; and from being unused to 7w:\lking
alone in London or going in eahs, | was
very often much frightened. [ recollect
one night haviog been insulted on my
way back, and not returning till mid-
night, scared very nearly to death and
having run nearly the whole way!l
Another time I came up from the coun-
try by a night train, and sat outside the
chureh door on the steps in pouring rain
and in piteh darkness for two hours till
the doors were opened, so that | might
not lose a Mass on All Soul’s day for
my husband.

I do not think I was ever attracted to
the Catholic Church by the gorgeouns-

I always

me more devotional, snd the singing
during the solemn parts of the service
disturbs and bothers me ; and I do not
care for music enough to make that a
snare to me. But the adoration of the
Blessed Sacrament ; the little light tell..
ing of the perpatual Presence in the
tabernacle ; the inexpressible relief of
confession ; and the intimate union with
aud nearness to the Sacred Humanity of
Our Divine Lord which breathes in
every form of Catholie worship, thesge
had from the first the strongest possible
hold upon me. People were always
talking to me about the “Church of my
baptism."” What Church is that but the
Church of our baptismal creed—the
Oune Holy Cstholie Church ? Our bap-
tism Hinds us to this, not to the Church
of Kongland, except so far as the Chureh
one with the Church
Catholie ; and if you feel convinced
that the Anglican Church is at varisnce
with the Catbclic Chureh throughout
the world, your very baptism, as it ap
pears to me, binds you to leave it
Towards the close of that yvear the
health of my children again re quired a
warmer climate, and we went to the
I had obtained letters of intro-
duction to the Franciscan Fathers at
Cairo, who gave me a list of all their
missions up vhe river, where I found fre-
quent services, snd was, I believe,
looked upon by them all as a Catholic
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So Dreadful Was the Suffering
From Itching Piles

After Twenty Years of Pile Tor-
ture, Relief and Cure Came With

Dr. Chase’s Ointment

You take no risk and you make no ex-
periment when you use Dr. Chase's
Ointment for piles. Many doctors still
clivg ko the idea that nothing but an
operation will effect a cure. But oper-
ations are expensive avd dangerous, and
often fail in their resuits, Some have
been cured by Dr. Chase's Ointment
after operations had failed.

Dr. Chese's Ointment truly has a
wonderful record as 2 cure for -piles and
all itching skin diceases, Hereis a case
which was reported recently :— "

Mr. Jobn P. Marshall, 14 Barnes road,
St. John's, Nfld,, writes :—* Fop upwards
of twenty years I was troubled terribly
with itching piles ; at times so bad that
I was obliged to lay up, unable to attend
to business.

“1 tried many treatments without
benefit, until I accidently read of Dr.
Chase's Ointment, sand fouvd at last a
cure by using this ointment. I only
used one box and part of a second one
when I was completely cured, aud have
had no return of the piles, That was
cighteen months ago, and, needless to
say, I attribute this curo to Dr, Chase's
Invaluable Ointment.

Many sufferers from piles have tried
80 many scores of treatments that they
oannot believe that cure is possible. In
order to convinoe the skeptical we are
always willing to send a sample box free
to anyone who encloses a two-cent stamp
to pay postage,

Dr. Chase's Ointment 60c a box, at
all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co,,
Limited, Toronto.




