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THE POOR COUSIN.
CHAPTER Xil.— Continued.

¢ I was Just thinking of you, Therese. I have
been thinking of you all day.’

¢ Have you, papa? I am very glad you have
been thinkiag of me.

¢ Aod why 9

¢ Because, sir, 1t is a sign that you love me !’

¢ No, it, is nota sige of that, little one. I
toink much oftener of things and people that I
bate, than of those Ilove !’ he said bitterly.

¢I hope you do not hate any one then, sir, be-
cause I should think it would make you very,
very miserable,’ she replied, lifting a pawr great,
soft black eyes to his.

¢ Well, it dees make me miserable, because the
thoughts of them come like troubled ghosts,
hauntisg me day aod night, and I can neither
choke, shoot, nor grapple with them.’

¢On, papa! Bat ] koow what it is. Grand-
ma says you are never well, and are always ima-
gining things.’

¢ No, I am never well, sage cne. But how is
your grandmother, to-day ?

¢ She has had 2 bad turp, to-day, and talked
strangely. I thick ber pains make her crazy,
don’t they, sir ?*

¢ I fear so, child. But what bave you been
dowg all day 7

¢ Notbing. She sent me away, and iocked ber
door, and, as T am forbidden to go down into
the kitchen, I moped from oue end of the house
to the other, looking for something to amuse me,
until 1 got scared almost ont of my wits.’

¢+ At what, ‘I'berese ?*

¢Sounds. I could see nothing, but sometimes
little nimble feet would seem to be running round
aod round. Ob, how they pattered !’

¢ Mice in the wall,’ he said, with a grim smile.

¢ Then, suddenly, mir, something would come
plungiag down, flum—then fell a rattling like
hail; followed by a tiny squaling, and such a
scampering, that T expected to be -carried off
bodily. 'What do you think it was, sir 7!

¢ A rat breakiog up the mouse porty, 1 sus-
pect,’ he saud curtly. ¢ What else 2’

» I don’t think it was that, sic. I think it was
the ¢ good pecple,’ that 1 have heard grandao-
ther talk about,’
¢ Good dewils!” he cad, lauzhing, ¢ but go
1
¢ And wheh they bad ail gone, voices seemed
to come dowa the chimaey, az¢ somelimes they
said such dreadful words. Oh, my!Ibad a
dreadful time, sir.’

¢ 1t was the echo of voices from the streets’

¢ No iadeed, sir. I really think the house s
baunted. .Did you know that a man had once
bung bimself from the rafters 1 the garret?—
The servants say so.’

¢ That is said of every old city bouse that I
ever beard of,’ said the merchant, smoothwg her
hair back from her forehead. ’Had you no
other visitations than mice, rats and echo ?

¢ Ob, sir, if you had only heard how the carts
and horses clattered up and down the sudes of
the house, after all, when I peeped out I couldn’t
see a thing.
¢ Echo, child, echo.’
¢ Aund at last it got night, and I was afraid to
come down to bave the lamps hit, because every
place was dark, and I was 1o dread tha! some-
thing would seize me. But when I heard you
come in, papa, I shat my eyes tight, and folded
my arms—so—and ran Gown three steps at a
time, and, oh me! I amso glad you are here !’
said the girl, again kissiog the merchont’s sallow
cheek. .
¢ Chuld, you afe very foolish. 1 did not know
that you were such a coward. You must not be
so much alose. I have been very much in the
wreng to permit it, and that is what I bave been
thiokiog of all day, I bave putan advertise-
ment in the paper, for a lady, competent and
W'illi,ng to take charge of a motherless littla
rl.
¢ And then, papa, suppose she should bea
great, grim, brown woman, Like an Ogressh who
would tweak my ears if I do not know my French
verbs, and rap. my kuouckles if I played a false
-note ¥ asked Therese, 1 a solemn-way.
" ¢I don’t know hul that I should feel called
upon to interpose i such a case. You must
bave an associate and. friend, to take the place
of the habgoblins and farries that your eb;:qxn- is
crammed with, and gude your studies, pursuits,
and fashion your maoners. I hope your . fears
are groundless as regards the Ugress, Therese.—
I doo’t thiwk Tchould fancy baviag onein.my
house. Rjog the bell'now for Cato, and - let .us
bave lights and tea.) ' '

ou

¢I dont like the notton, sir, of bavmg some- |

body to be forever watching me,’ said- Therese,
after she bad pulled the bell cord. . - ]

¢ Nor would 1, simpleton, ‘That would not do,
20y more than Your present condition: .1 wish to
Procure for.you

“ o,

and compamon—whom
your mind, and counsel you wisely, my inexpe-
rienced and negfected child. You bhave no mo-
ther, and we must supply the deficiency as best
wehmay,3 said the merchant mith a quick, sharp
sigh.

I bave a grandmother, sir. You forget,
urged the girl, mtent on preserving her free
agency iateat.

¢ True, but your grandmother 13 old and ailing,
and does not like the trouble, Sometimes, you
know, that she is altogether—that 1s—she for-
gels, and wanders very much in ber mind, as if it
were unsettled ; and even becomes violent, then
you do not see her for days and days together.
Let us say no more now, Therese ; and remem-
ber, T shall expect you to be docile and obedient
to whoever comes.’

¢Tf I can, sir, I will) replied the girl, while
tears flashed i her dark eyes. ¢1 suppose,
though, I shall never be aliowed to go out on the
roof of the house, to watch.the beautiful clouds
wlren the sun 1s setting, and see the vessels go-
ing out to the bay, rocking lke live swans on
the shining waters. Oh my! she murmured
softly.

A day or two after thus, a lady, with a thick
vell over her face, stood on the door steps of the
pastor’s house attached to the Cathelic Chapel
of St. Stephen on Mulberry street, and rang the
bell, She was simply dressed, in dark, rich
colors, but her shawl fell i such graceful folds
around her, and there was in her whole air so
much digmty, and such a look of high, geatle
breeding, as maore than made amends for the ab-
sence of ornamental and more costly attire. A
staid, sober looking colored man answered the
bell, and to her inquiry, * if Father Weston was
at home? informed her that ¢ he was m the
church baptizing ao infant, but would be ia pre-
sently, if she would please to walk into the par-
lor, and wait a little while.

She went in, and having found an rnteresting
book on the centre table of hislittle parlor, she
was soon lost to everything but the interest that
its finely written and well conceived sentiments
elicited, and did not observe the entrance of a
gentleman—whose garb bespoke his character—
who stood regarding ber abstraction with a coun-
tenance whose dignity was tempered by a geaial.
pleasant, but withal, a grave smile.

¢ I wondered what had become of you, Ellen.
I am glad to see you, my child. How are you ?’
be said, lifting us bonnet-carre from his white
bead, and laying it on a table.

¢ Excuse me, dear Father Weston,” said the
lady, closing her book, and risicg to return fis
greeting. ‘I am as well as youth, energy, and
letters trom howe can make me.’

¢ Letters from home! Full of the scent of
the shamrock and heather, I’ll venture to affirm.
Did they bring you good tidings my child ?

¢ My friends are living and well, Father, and
there bas been no change at Fermanagh, for
better or for worse,’ replied our old acquaint-
ance, Ellen Akern, who, haviug landed in Balti-
more two months previously, had been seeking,
and inquirmg without success, for a situation as
governess. Oae or two had offered ; her quali-
ficatious were pronounced all that was necessary,
o both cases,and a liberal salary was agreed
tpon, when the fact of her bewg a Catholic—
which sbe took paios to inform them of—put an
end to any furtber negotintions, and she was
politely dismissed, after beng informed by one
lady, that she was a Presbyterian, and by the
otber, that she was a Low Church woman, who
bad a great horror of the idolatries und seduc-
tions of Bome. Her funds were getting low,
and the necessity of finding something to do was
urged on her strongly ; but how, and where to
accomplish her wishes, was more than she could
discover, until one morning, on glancing ber eye
rapidly over the column -of * wants® in the daily
paper, she saw an advertisement which she had
lost no time in responding to. [t was about this
that she bad now come to take counsel with Fa-
ther Weston.

¢] have heard of a situation, that I wish to
speak with you about, Father.?

¢ Ab, I’m truly pleased to hear it, my child.—
How did 12 bappen ? :

¢Isaw an advertisement in the paper yester.
day morning, and immediately atter breakfast,
Mrs, Haverly weat with me to see the gentle-
raan, whose name ia Wardell.?

¢ Hold, my dear child ! Have you said War-
del] ¥ : ‘

¢ Yes, Father, that 15 his pame.

¢ Where does he live? The reason that I
ask is, that there are two or three persons of
that name in Baltimore. .

¢ He hves 1n the old fashioned mansion in Ex-
change Court.) - : S

¢ The same. He is ome of the wealthiest
‘merchants in Baltunore, and one who—although

4 he is considered ;somewhat eccentric—i8 without

:reproach. He is extremely liberal to the chart-

‘oue who wil be to' you & friedd

‘wards Catholics,

. Wby, it was only the other

Eal

! | strange, Inconsistent being.’
ties'of all denominations, and especially so-to-}-

day, that he sent two hundred fifty dollars to
each of our orphan asylums ; and when we have
a church to huild, bis name generally heads the
list with a princely sum. And what 1s stranger
than all, be never enters a church of any kind ;
in short, Mr. Wardell 1s a good, moral, liberal-
minded Pagan gentleman ! said Father Weston,
laughing ; “but if he escapes the thousands of
prayers and Masses, that are offered for his con-
version by the recipients of his charities and
alms, I shall be surprised.’

* He must be a singular person, indeed. It is
a pity that religion cannot fully develop so many
noble qualities, and elevate and sanctify them,
because of his want of faith,? said Ellen Ahera.
¢ Would you adrise me ta go there, Father

¢ How many children bas he 7

‘Ooly one—a daughter, some fifteen years
old. His mother lives with him.?

¢ Of course, my dear chuld, I advise you by all
means to go. The circumstance of his mother’s
living there, and his awn age and standing, make
1t very prudent and suitable for you to go there.
What are his terms, and what does he expect
you to do ?’

* He offers me five hundred dollars per anuum,
to teach her all the branches of education that [
am mistress ofyand to superintend whatever studies
or accomplishments that masters will have to be
required to impart. He was kind enough to say
that he wished me to hold the position of an
elder sister to his daughter ; that she needed a
friend and companion more than she did a gov-
erness. ¢ I wish you, be was good enough to
say, ¢ to hold an bonored place in my household,
young lady, and feel perfectly independent and
free, to carry ont your own views in my daugh-
ter’s education and traming. I know but hitle
of books, and can gire you no help, beyond my
authority and money, both of which T 'will give
you carte blanche fory if T find you and Therese
getting on together. I wish her to be accus-
tomed from the first to look wp to you, and be
wfluenced by you; but that cannot be accom-
piished all at once, perbaps.” Itis a mistaken
idea this thing of giving a governess a secondary
place in the household ; they have the formation
of the minds and characters of our children, and,
if not treated with all courtsey and respect as
equals, their pupils — always as imitative as
monkeys—take their cue, and the influence of
their teacher, if not gone, 1s sadly impaired,—
These are some of my notions, young lady, and
you need dread nothing, except the trouble you
will bave with a crude, neglected miod, and a
will which, without culture or disciplize, 1s res-
tive and somewhat unmanageable. But, be good
enough to tell me, if you belong to any religious
body or sect, or whatever else they are called,
for the child must not grow up a heathen.’

¢I do belong, sir, to a Body, whose bead 1s
Christ,” said I, looking up with as much deter-
mination and franess i my countenance, as if I
expected to hear him the aext moment order me
to be thrown to the Lions, or at least to begone.
¢ am a Roman Catholic, sir.’

¢ And Insh, too, 1 judge from your name. 1
knew people of that name occe—who. Are you
from the North or South ? he asked me, with a
very strange troubled look, twisting his sharp
features.

¢ From the North, air) 1 replied, thinking
¢ now 1t is finished,” but [ was silent, and waited
with some curtosity to hear what he wouid de-
cide on, and how he would intorm me of it. At
last he said:

¢ Miss Abern, 1’m glad that you are a Catho-
he. My wife was a Spasish woman, and of
course & Catholic ; and I—though next kin 1o a
heathen~—don't want my child 1o be like me.—
Your letters please me, and your manners please
me ; and you can make my child a Catholic —
but you musta’t talk Inish to her, nor put Irish
notions in ber bead ; that is the only thing that
I 1nsist upen, and it my wishes are not regarded
ou that point, it will prove the roeck en which
our compact will split. I hate the Irish P ke
said with verom.

¢1 am ashamed to say, sir, that I do not speak
Insh,’ I responded, with an old Magwre flash ;
¢and | am very sorry that you should feel hatred
towards a people about whom you know nothieg.
That s upjust; and the Imsh are a noble and
generous race, however much you have been
scandalized by individaeal cases.’ -

¢ That’s right, Miss Aherp) he exclaimed,
¢ quarrel with me about st. I like your spirit.
Of course I do not know anything about your
country, how should I? The only restriction
I impose upon you 13, not to talk on the subject
to my mother who, like me, bas ber own reasons
for hating it, and is very wfirm, or. to my daugh-

¢ And yet,’ sard Fatheér Weston, who .appeared
quite diverted by Ellen’s account of tbe inter-
view, ¢ that man sent’ two vessel loads of grain
to Ireland last year, at his. owa cost. - He,isa

¢ It occurred to-me that hie bas had: nm bit-

tee griet ia bid - hfetime, of ‘may be, donoloue \
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one a grievous wrong,’ said Ellen Abern ; ¢ only
ooe or the other could produce such effects on
so origmmally noble a nature. Then he wished
to know if I had any friends on this side the wa-
ter, upon which I referred him to you, Father,
at which be seemed persectly satisfied, and said,
“You can come in the morning, Miss Ahern;
and I should like you to feel that you are com-
ing to the house of a kinsman instead of a
stranger’s, although you’ll see precious little of
me alter ycu do come, for | am but hitle at
home. I live at my warehouse, where I am
engaged from Mounday morning until Saturday
night—aye, sometimes on Sundays too—in send.
ing commissions to every part of the earth to
rear altars to Mammon.’ Then he rang the
bell, and désired the servant who answered it to
request Miss Wardell to come to im. ¢T wish
you to see Therese,’ he said, turmng to me.—
Very soon she came 1n, a shy, pale girl, awkward
and apparently frightened almost to death, as she
stood by her father’s side, looking earnestly at
me, out of a pair of pretersaturally large and
bright black eyes.

¢ Here is the lady, Therese, he said, ¢ who 1s
to be hereafter your friend and companicn. She
does not look like an Ogress, does she.

I beld out my hard, when she came very
slowly towards me and merely touched with her
cold fingers, but I could see through her dress
boddice, how bLer heart fluttered and (rembled,
and pitying her, T put my arm about her gently
and said—

¢ We shall be good triends, I trust, Therese.’

¢l try,’ she whispered.

‘That s all T ask at present,” I replied, as [
rose to come away. ¢ INow, Father, shail 1 or
shall T noy go.?

“Go! Of course you must go. I will see
Mr. Wardell, who I know very well, and let bim
know that I am your friend and coumsellor.—
Thereis na telling what good you may do to
that neglected ctld, who was baptized a Ca-
tholic 10 her 1nfancy, but has been sadly left to
grow up without religious culture.’

¢ I feel the responsibility of my charge, and
beg your prayers, dear Father, that I may be
assisted by Heaven,” said Ellen Ahern, while a
tuoughtful gravity pervaded ber countenance.—
Just then the Angelus Domumt tolled from the
church steeple, and they both knelt to recite
it, Ellen Abern feeling that it had come just at
that moment as a sign of Heavenly approbation
and promise, while ather Weston offered it to
the Queen of Heaven, wilh fervent and tender
devatton far her, that her undertaking mizht be
rich in 1ts frution. After a few more pleasant
words with Father Weston, she took leave, and
wenl into the Church 1o visit the Blessed Sacra-
ment, and committed herself and all her acts to
the Divine protection ot Him—the Lord Saviour
—who dweils therein ; after which she hastened
homewards to write letters to Ulster.

And s0 1t turned out that Eflen Abern, led by
a train of what seemed to the human eye, simply
natural eveuts, became an inmate of the rtch and
eccentric merchant’s house. By degrees she
won the confidence of Therese, and organtsed a
syslematic routize of study, swtable to her capa-
city and ber peculiar tastes. She found a wild-
erness of tangled growth, intermmgled with rich
and rare flowers 1o the young girl’s mind, amid
which, like snared birds, struggliog for freedom
and, sunshine, were solemn and beautifal- thouvghts
of God and Heaven, and discovered daily that
the task she bad assumed was one which required
such constant and patient effort, that she some-
times felt alraid that she would faint by the way.
She had been there Iwo weeks, without having
seeq any one except her pupi and the servants,
one of whom came every morniag with punctil-
lious regularity to the school-room doer, with
Mr. Wardell’s complizents, to inquire how she
was—if she had any letters to mail, or if there
was anpthing that he could do for her in the
city.

Ooe morning she was giving Therese ber
music lesson as usual, sn the bleak, cheerless
drawing room, when he walked suddenly in,
bowed to Lilen Aherp, threw open the win-
dow-shotters, and let in a flood of winter
sunshine, then sat down to read the newspaper
be had brought w wub bim. He gave vent
every new and then to muttered expressions of
impatience, as Therese’s unskilful fingers pound.
ed away oo the tuneless old wastrument, making
anything but harmony. - When the lesson was
over he crossed the room, aod after informing

Thoerese that * she deservéd haoging for makiag |

such a noise;’ asked Ellen Ahern ¢ if she thought

it possible that his daughter could learn wmusic on |

such an old rattletrap as that.”.

- ¢ It will auswer very well, ur, while sheis

Jearping the rudiments of music ; but I doubt if

she will take as much pleasure in-it, as 1t she bad
a:figer instrument. \Vheo'she progresses alit-
tle further, she will requre a ‘scale of two
octaves more.” ~ - b
¢ It-1'not vecessary to wait .{or - that, Miss
Abera, Did: you know :that’ths confounded

" Y Tt (3

thing stands exactly over the spot were I sit to
study over my accounts in the Labrary,and if there
were a thousand pigs up here having their tails
pinched all at once by a thousand schoolboys, 1t
coulda’t be worse. I can’t stand it another
day.

I am sorry that our mustc disturbs you so,
sir, but what is to be done? Therese must go
on wilh her lessons.’ '

¢ Music, never disturbs me, Miss Abern. Of
course, Therese must go on witk her lessons.—
As to what’s Lo be done, that 1s easily answered.
Go up to North Tutaw street, and walk into the -
Prane Mavufactory of my excellent old friend,
William Knabe, and order hence the handsomest
and finest-toned instrument in his ware-rooms.—
I don’t care what you pay forit. Therese give
that one to your washerwoman.’

¢ Are you in earnest, Mr. Wardell 2

¢ Dreadiully in earnest, Miss Abern. Let
that thing be got out of this house before to-
morrow morning ; and, by the way, now that I
think of it,’ said the eccentric old man, looking
around bim, ¢this is a faded, musty looking room
~—the furniture is threadbare, and it seems to me
that the carpet s worn out. Miss Ahern, you
will oblige me extremely if you will select some
new things for this place.’

‘ That is quite out of my liae, sir, and [ beg
that you will excuse me. It seems to me that it
does very well.’

¢ And 1t seems to me that it don’t, young lady.
Young folks ought to be surrounded by pleasant
associations, bright colors, pictures, flowers, and
all that. But1l don’t know how to act about
getting them. What shall T do, Miss Ahern ¥

‘Buy them, sir, if you are determined. I
suppose there are people who attend to .such
matters.’

“And see here; I haven’t time to potter
about after beggars. I bhave them driven from my
warehouse, because I belong to the City Coun-
cil, and don’t like to set a bad example by en-
couragng paupers: but I want the child there
to get nto the way of being Lind to the poor.—
Maybap she may heal some heart that I have
wounded ; so here, Therese, here isa purse full
change which Misg Abern will teach you how to
spead.’

“ Al this for me, papa 7' exclaimed Therese,
cpening the purse and lookng in.

‘Not one dime of 1t. You are to give 1t
away, miss.

¢On !’ gaid Therese with a disconsolate air.

¢I wil take great pleasure tn directiog Therese
how to invest her funds, sir.’

¢ Very goed. Lose no time in gomg up to
William Koabes, mind you, T’il bave no other,
and get the prano. I shall sead one of my por-
ters up Lhere to let bim koow you are coming.
By the way are you comfortable bere, Miss
Ahern? :

¢ Quite so, sir, and am happy to say that my
pupil 1s docile and obedieat.’

¢ That’s brave. Good-bye: I shall not see
you again perhaps for a montb, but if aoything
sheuld be wanling, write it on a piece of paper
and drop 1t ito the box at my library door.—
Therese, your graudmother 15 so much better
you may take Miss Ahera up to see her this af-
terooon.’ o

¢ Yes, papa, but let me tell you before. you go
away, for you don’t know how much delighted E
am, and obliged to you,” said .Therese, with
flushed cheeks,

‘I bave no time to be kissed. Three of my
vessels sail to-day,’ he replied, going out.

‘That is just the way with pape,’ broke out
Therese, while tears flushed in ber great black
eyes, ¢ sometimes he is like a cross old bear.

¢ You should not say so, my dear, when all of
the thoughts that he can spare from hia business
are devoted to your comfort and improvement,?
said Ellen, gravely: windiog ber arm geatly
about Therese as they weat up staws together
to put on their bats and shawls to go out, .

CHAPTER XIIl.—HOW THEY LIVED AT MR.
' WARDELL'S. A

A fine-foned rosewond piano was selected by
Elien Abern and ber pupil, which 10 the course
of the afternoon was sent home. Ellen was not
there when 1t came, aad Therese, with a natural
geuius far music, without much proficiency w-it
as a science, lingered beside 1t, touching . the
ivary keys, and runong her flogers over them, -
enchanted with the rare, sweet tones she evoked,
until twihght stole n, and darkened: the quant
old drawing-room. S R

¢ Therese, are you there ¥ ‘said Ellen Anern
—who had Just come w—as she stood .o the
threshold of the dramidg-raom door.: . | . -

" ¢Yes. I camnot bear to'go away, .Come
‘bere, Miss Abern, aad hsten: bow solemn -and

to me, that nothing: would suit if.50 iwell. aathqie ;
hymus that -:[--heard < last . Sunday- eveniogiiat~
. 4 -).": n a" - n- l’.:)‘. ':}
Vespers, " whea' 1 wef'with: poilo the: Cathe- .
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sweet it souads I’ said Tuerese; " touching-an’oc~:
{ tave at each extremity of . the scale. . ¢ I(, seems" -
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