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had not been the bond of our union; and if thero is such ponce now,
it is through the utter ruin of everything we had built on, and the all-
embracing merey of 1lim whom in the pride of our youth wo had for-

otten.”
8 Tho old priest was deeply movod. o laid bis hauds on my head
and blessed tho suerifico I was making. ¢ I will do as you say,” he
answerod ; ¢ and I feel you arp right.  But I do not think you ought
to be there,”

“Yes!" ['smd, ““we will be thoro togethor, and ask pardon to-
gether tor,the harm we have done. Do not fear for me. 1 shall have
strength.”

Shrouded in my solemn widow's dress, and shrouded from sight by
wy mother and Flora, [ went through the solemmities of thut faneral
day. The lines of the lies Irae,

+ Recordare Jeau pie,
Quod su catse baw viw,"

seamed to bring before me with intonse vividness the reality of all
that hud happened. There ov the sea-shore Our Liord had waited ;
the obedient waves at fis command had washed the wanderer to His
very feet; the horn lantern, like the lamp of the sanctuary, had shone
out through the tempest and gwded his dying offorts ; and. the priest
who was to act a8 Tlis mmister was the one who had offered his first
Mass for the conversion of his father.

The sermon followed. The public reparation thst I had asked for
was delicately but firmly and fully made. Thero was & thrill of emo-
tion through the church, and I learned afterward that many thought
Father Lindsny stern, even cruel, for speaking as he did at such a
time ; but when he said, « J speak in the name of the dead und at
the desire of the living,” all censuro ceaged. I know I was loving my
husband even to the end ; and though I felt asif I bad been on the
ground, and a stampede of wild horses had passed over me, yot at
the heart’s core I wasut peace.  When he was laid in the grave, how-
ever, aud everything that love could dv was done, I was carried to
my bed utterly exhausted, and lay thero a whole day in a sort of

stupor,
VIIL.

Time went on, and after the effects of such a hard trial had passed
1 was really inuch happier, and felt much nearer my husband than
durung the long years of widowed wifehood. All conflict of interests,
all fear, all longing, all perplexity, were over now forever. Father
Chrietopher and 1 were always laboring for tho speedy rest of his be-
loved soul; and I had an abiding sense of its being well with him,
that enabled me to go cheerfully throngh the duties of my daily life.

About s1x months after the events above related, I received a packet
of letters from Mount Carlyon. { opened De Verac's with trembling
eagerness. 1le had nlways been most brotherly, and had often written
to nie about small serviees I ¢ould render to Edward, and little per-
sonal wants could supply. 1 knaw le would understaud what the
things were that I most longed to hear. His letter expressed the
deepest regret for the loss of his colleague. and sympathy for me
who, as e expressed it, had suffered final bereavement in the mo-
ment which was to hase brought reunion. He continued :

* IFor the last year Carlyon had been evidently depressed. Ho had
worked incessantly, and had shared a)l hardships with his men to a
degreo which told on lns health. In November he comploted the
building of the * Margaret Hospital,’ so called in honor of you ; and
I found him on the duy of the opeming decorating your portrait with
a wreath of laurel. 1t 18 the anniversary of our wedding-day,’ he
said ; *and this is my gut.  But when shall I be able to present it? '

¢ Curlyon,’ 1 exclmimed, * you are letting your life slip by, and sacri-
ficing vourself and her too! It isnot just; icis not right. \Why do
you not bring your wifg out at once?’

* Because it would be hauling down wy colors before I have won
the victory ; and {rom the beginning I resolved never to do that. I
have not yer succeeded m welding the colony into a moral unity.
Just the hall-dozen picked men we brought out with us comprehend
our principles and the advantages of fraternity und co-operation ; but
look 3t the young generation! In spite of the good education we
give them, they are growmg up as sclfish as young pigs; and the
wowen are the worst of all. If Cathelicism were represented in the
leader’s own househiold by a woman of the strength and sweetness and
religious fervor of my Margaret, half of them would become Catholics,
the othcr half would violently abuse them, and demand their own re-
ligious rights ; and there woutd be an end of all that union which is
strength. But 1 do somctimes wonder,” ie concluded, mournfully,
* whether what 1 shail really achieve will be worth all that I have
sacrificed.’

I argued and pieaded n vain; the moment of confidence had
passed, and he silenced me with s favorite proverb, uttered in the
most determined tone : * Al things come round to him who knows to
wait.'

*> About five months after that conversation, as I was returning to
the settlement late at night, I heard a great row going on in our largo
timber-shanty, situated at the extreme limit of our territory. I crept
along the palings to a little *lezn-to," where I cculd hear without be-
Ing scen.  There, standing on 3 barrel, surrounded by an excited

audience, wag Josinh Gudgeon, an Anubaptist prencher, possessed of
o certain rugged, vivid eloquence, haranguing ac least half the in.
habitants of Mount Carlyon ou the soul-destroyiag tyrnnny which
rofused them a conventicle in which they could worslnp God alter
their own counscionce, and sowing broadecast sceds of rebethon and
fanatical hate, which threateued the destruction of nll our prosperity.
And thore were our follows, who owed everything to our efforts and
sacrifices, giving livoly tokens of assent and appluuse.

‘] rushed homo, feeling soma satisfaction in tho thought that this
outbreak would dispel once and forever Carlyon’s Utopian theories
about the basis on which all men could work in union. 1 burst into
his room, exclaiming, * You won't have to haul down your flng, Curl.
yon! It has beon doute for you nlready with o vengeunce.' And I
proceeded to give him a full account of all I had heard and seon.  Ilo
turned porfectly white, sat in dumb silonce severnl minutes, then
suid, in a voice which sounded hollow aud broken : « I have attempted
the impogeible. We will all meot to-morrow and consider thoe next
best step to be taken.’

* The result of that conference was our determination that if we
must have some religious influence at Mount Carlyoy, it neither
could nor should be anything but the Catholic fuith. Curlyon spoke
in his usual frank, straightforward way of the tmmense sacrifice he
had made for the good of the colony, and his wigh now to go immedi-
utely to Scotland and fetch s wile, und wnnke the uecessary arrange-
ments for » Catholic chapel. Wo were ununimous in our adhesion to
his viows and wishes : and the special object of the visit to the Old
World, which Las ended so dizastrously, was to bring all this about.

“These were your husband’s last wishes ; and, though I do not
attenapt to concenl from you that we are asking yo to take up a very
difficult position, in the midsy of what greatly resembles & wasp's nest,
if you are still what I remoember you in Pans, no fear of pain or peril
will hinder you from fulfilling them by coming out to Mount Carlyon.
If, as the account of his death seems to indicate, Carlyon's sen and
natural heir is a Catholic priest, the solution of our religious difliculties
lies in a nutshell.”

« This explains the words he lot full whon he was wandering,” said
Father Christopher, aftor reading the letter. * L caught distinctly
* go buck and build a church,’ and then something about ¢ those scoun-
drels.” Mother, wo must fulfil his intention as soon as possible.
This will be the final muking of all things right."

The other letters were trom Edward’s colleagues, on business
nmtters. They were most anxious to carry out his will, which leoft to
me all moneys not actually sunk i the works of the colony. But
the whole property was so inextricably mixed up with the affairs of
the colony that it was imperative that my son and I should come over
and settle some difticuliies which could not be solved by letter. T was
assured of a most hearty welcome from those who owed their pros-
perity to Ms. Carlyon’s efforts and sacrifices. ‘Lhio men declared that
they were in a peck of trouble, resulting from having staved off tho
religious question too long ; and that they would willingly lend their
md m establishing the only retigion which, if it did not claim their
faith, commanded theic respect.

an two months from that time we sailed for Mount Carlyon, taking
with ug all the requisites for iumnediately opening a small chapel.
The old brilhant dream of youth was taken up in middle age. Tol-
erance at best, aud open hostility at worst, were to be our portion ;
and possibly, after much humiliation and suftering, wo shall see but
httle fruiv i my hietimo. But of the final svecess nether my son
nor I have the faintest shadow of u doubt, for our liope is founded on
the victory of the Cross; the utter unworldliness of my smntly sou
will set its seal upon his father's work, which without it would ovi-
dently come to nanght.

* Falget crucis mysterimn 1"

. ADDENDUM, RY A. M. M'I%

This MS., written at the request of her family, was entrusted to
me by my aunt, Margaret Carlyon, with the strict injncticu that it
was not to bo published till after her decease and that of Ler son. 1t
is now six months since we received the tidings of her death, in what
one may almost call the odor of sanctity.

The difliculties in the way of establishing the Catholic faith at

Mount Carlyon hava been overcome in o marvellous manner. When
sho and my cousin, Father Christopher, first went out, they were as-
sailed with thie bitterest liostility by those who were determined to
make the place * too hot to hold them.” Father Christopher's first
act was to take ihe lotter of recommendation from his Bishop in
idinburgh to the Bishop in whose jurisdiction Mount Carlyon lies,
and place himself utterly at lus disposal.  Tho moment the old
missionary Bishep looked on the face of the youny priest he scemed
to recognize in hua the instrument sent by Providence for planting
the banner of the Crosson this hitherto impregnable fortress of unbelicr,
“ Go, 1ayson,’” he smd at last, after keeping himwith him several
hours; **and as the first Mass of your priesthood, wo may hambly
believe, secured the salvation of your father’s soul, may the first Mass
you offer at Mount Carlyon turm aside the judgments of God and con-
vert them into blessings on your father’s work!™

My Aunc Margaret immediately took possession of the hospital



