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A TALE OF OUUR OWN TIMES.

CHAPTER X.~—Continued.

Au expression of deep awe, ringled with sur-
prise passed over Mr. Leslie’s features, ¢ In-
deed !’ said he, 10 a tone of calm wonder un-
muzed with fear ; then raised bis eyes to Hea-
ven. ¢I have loved my Saviour, he continued ;
¢ T pave served Him”  He then closed his eyes,
and seemed communing with God. Clara gazed
1oto his face with uputterable affection and awe ;
presently he turaed round to her, and said sadly,
£ Alan, poor Alan?

¢He has beea written to; he will be here,
dear, dear papa,’ said she i an almost beart-
broken tone.

He looked up at ker: ‘and you, wmy dear
Clara, said he tenderly.

+ Do not think of me,' sad she, bending over
him, the tears now streaming geustly and silently
Jown her cheeks, ¢ God will take care of me.

¢He is the father of the fatherless; said Mr.
Wingfield,

¢ His will be done I’ replied Mr. Leslie. He
again closed his eyes, and seemed absorbed in
thought, till weakness brought on again the kind
of assoupisserment wto which he had failen sicce
the paw had left him, Clara sat by us bead
without emotier, only every mow and then wet-
ting his lips witk arrowroot and brandy, or wip-
ing away the cold perspiraticn that gatbered oz his
forehead. Towards evening be seemed ta rouse
himself from tae stupor w wiich be hed fallen,
and asked for Alae. Clara happened to be aloze
with lum at the montent, and again assured hm
that he was momentarily expected, though her
heart misgave bLer that pone of the letters bad
reached their destination, and this was the resson
of Alan’s delay. She then proposed the ad-
mimstration 6f Eoly Communier in his room.—
He instantly seemed to wake up, and acquiesced
with eagerpess. Clara went in search of DMr.
Wiagfield, and Mildred and Douglas took her
piace whiie she went to make the necessary pre-
parations. They were soon made, and Clara al-
most washed her fatber's little pocket Commua-
ion-Service with her tears as she brought it out,
and spread the wbite hinen cloth for the cere-
mony. Mrs, Wallis was called. Douglas and
Miidred koelt near the bed, and Clara, retiring
to one coraer, buried her face 1 her hands and
prepared to follow the pragers. Distctly was
Mr. Leslie’s voice beard in the General Confes-
sion, which was murmured by every one else al-
most in a whisper interspersed with sobs ; the
only calin voice was the sad one of NMr. Wing-
field. At the end of the Service Clara stole
again to'her father’s side, and ke put out his arms
and folded her in them.

¢Farewell, my dear child,’ said he; ¢ God
bless you, and keep you. Dsuglas must now be
your guardian; you must obey bum as if 1t
were me. ' May God pour upon you His richest
blessings »’

He let her go, ané she sank oo her knees by
Ins bed, while he bade farewell iz the same touch-
wg way to Mildred and Douglas.

We must pase over quickly the last hours of
that closing scene. Towards pight there wasa
shght amelioration, but the next morning all hope
fioally fled. The doctor came; be conld do
nothing more, and expressed his conviction that
another hour or two would release the sufferer.
Mr. Leslie had continued i the same death-ike
stupor, and, roused by the dector’s visit, seemed
to wish to say something. Clara bent over him,
and comprebended that he asked what the dostor
sad.

Almost astonished at ber own calmness, she
said softly, ¢ There s o hope I’

¢ For this world,’ added Mr. Wingfield’s geutle
voce.

Again that look of awe passed over Mr. Les-
lie’s face ; again be raised bis eyes with the same
fixed expression, and this time the words he mur-
mured were unintelligible. From that time con-
sciousness seemed, in a great measure, gone ; his
eyes assumed a brightness they had never wore
i hife, and his smile 2 marvetlous sweetness.—
From time to time be would lock round and mo-
tion away with a kiwmd of proud superiority some-
thing vear him, murmuring the broken words,—

¢ Away; I bave nothing to do with thee !’ then
turn and clese bis eyes, or attempt in vain te say-

something they couid not understand, and gave

it up w despair. Aad then there was the labored

breathing, the vwneasy movements, the cold fingers,
-and the unconscious playing with the bed-clothes,
that alt betokened approachmg death. At last
the death-agony came od ; but the terrified Clara
could not " be persuaded to leave the room. In
the intervals she thought she saw a gleain of con-
.Sclousness, and approaching her face to bis cold

lips, she received bis last token of affection. - -
¢ He recognized me then !’ she exclaimed, burst

ing into tears, .
- Mr. Wingfield would bave removed her, but
she composed herself, and again took her place

to watch the last spark of life ebbing fast away.
The evening sun streamed through the windows
of tbe bedroom, and lighted up the room with a)
soft brilliancy ere the sad scene was over. Can
“one imagine the double agony of Clara as she
hoped agaiest hope for Alan’s arrival during those
last few bours? The eyes of the dying man
were now fixed and balf open ; s chest heaved
with a labored breathing ; kus lifelese arms lay by
his side. Clara’s bands shook with nervous agi-
tation ; Douglas supported ber in s arms, ber
tearless eyes riveted on ber father’s form, while
tbe fong breathing came slower and slower. At
last the solemn nstant came ; the last long sigh,
aod the naked, trembling spirst stood before its
Judge. A theill, that ran through Clara’s frame,
and tbe awful unknown sensation which the first
sight of death makes on every mind, told ber
toat all was over. Mr. Wingfield instantly
bound up the fallen jaw, and gently said, ¢ He is
gone,” There was a long sigh, and Clara lay
fainting in ber brother’s arms. She had borne
up tiil that moment, aed her friends, almost 1n
thankiulness, saw ber insnimate form carried
from the apartment, while they knelt around the
bed acd thanked God Tfor baving deliverec the
beloved one from °©the mseries of this sinfal
world,” and place lum at once ¢1a bappivess,” as
they fondly deemed. ‘

Even to a Catholic there was no Zope 1 such
a death! Mr, Leshe had been born and aur-
tured 1 the bosom of schism, and o good faith
had believed the errors there taught (iwithoui a
shadow of doubt ever baving crossed iz mind),
and acted faithfully up to every thing be knew.
His life had been pure and blameless from eariiest
ciildnood ; when truth came with cosviction to
bis mind, he bad not put by that conviction be-
cause it clashed with his early prejudices, even
though presented by those who were younger and
less experienced than bimself. Was not bis a
sin of ignorance,—one wizich-the fire of purgatory-
might cleanse, aud admitted him, after bis tume
of purgation was over, to the sight of that God
of beauty and boliness Whom he had longed
after so earoestly and so sincerely on® earth 7—
Oh, who could depy hope to such a death? M.
Lieslie uncomsciously was numbered among the
children of Chnist’s Catbolic Church—partjof the
soul, though not the body of the Church; bis
good faith and blameless hfe in the midst of error
and prejudice gave him a place within her spi-
ritual pale on earth, and a part in those infimte
merits—ber glorious heritage—which were pur-
chased by the priceless sufferings of a (God-Man,
and alone can open the gate of Heaven to the
sto-soiled soul,

Tke mournful preparations were all over, and
tbe beautiful corpse laid out o the bed with yet
the warmth of hfe in it before Clara recovered
from ber unconsciouspess. Her first question
was the usual one,~f Where am I 7’ and when

Tildred’s soothing voice bad assured her of her
being 1 her own room, ic ber own bed, the next
was with the balf-consciousness of what bad hap-
pened—* Papa ¥’

She had scarcely uttered those words when
she turned away. '

¢ Qur dear fatber is at last at rest,” said Mildred,
gently but solemnly. ¢O Clara, let us thank
God. Think what he bas exchanged for that
poot worn body, that couch of suffering?! Allis
rest now.’

Iildreds geatle eyes were averflowng with
tears as she spoke ; and even the bheart-sick
Clara yielded to the inefluace of her words, and
said amid ber tears,—

¢ Oh, 1t is selfish, selfish ; one cannot grieve
for him, Mildred ; it is selfish sorrow ;* and little
by little they subsided nto a low sad moaning,
and Mildred watched by her til} she had fallen
into a troubled sleep, and then softly left the
rocm, .

Scarcely an hour bad elapsed ere she awoke
with a start—this time with a feeling 2s if goth-
ing could ever make her sleep again. Thescene
she had gone through haunted ber like some fear-
ful dream ; and every breath of wind that sighed
outside—the very waviog ot the lamp that stood
in ber room—seemed to ber excited imagination
like the breath of the.disembodied spirit still ho-
vering near its mortal tenement. She could not
lie still, and, throwiog on her dressing-gown, she
leit her coom, and staod at her fatker’s door.—
How many times bad she heard that door open,
and bounded from her own room at tie sound,
the sooner to receive his morning kiss, as he went
down to his study to dress! She almost hesi-
tated to enter, all was now so still ; and e strange
awe came over her. She hesitated but a mo-
ment, and then stole into the room. Noone was
there; and Clara- thought she could distinguish
their subdued voices iz conversation below, A
solitary famp was burning 1 the room ; the.cur-:
tains were slightly agitated by the wind, which
was stealing-in through a crevice left-purposely

| clean théets, and on 1t lay the corpée, ‘the thin
white bands joined on the breast, the features
wearing an expression of calm and repose which
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death alone can give. Clara stood long there, ! bricks on the floor, and screaming with delight as | to the bedside.
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every feeling swallowed up in awe—for a corpse | bis companion (a young girl in 2 deep black

was a new sight for her—almost expecting tbe
eyes to open, the pale lips to articulate a sound.
But no! that beautiful form was at rest for ever ;
and so stiil, so placid looked it m that dim hght,
that Clara felt she would willingly have imid dowa
in its place, and bade adieu to the world, of which
she had now just begun to taste the bitterness.—
A stealthy step along the passage aroused her;
she shruak aside, unwilling to be seen by or speak
to any one. The door opentd; a slght dark
figure glided in, and sunk on bis koees with clasp-
ed bands by the bed; and Clara’s beart sank
with anguish as she recogmzed Alan, and thaught
of the double weight of grief that sight must
now give him.  Fearful of intruding on the first
burst of his sorrow, she stond motionless, while
sob alter sob escaped frora s bosom.

¢ O my father !* he exclaimed, lifting us eyes
with an expression of miogled awe and resigna-
tion, ¢ hadst thou been still on earth, I should
bave been at this moment perbaps wringing thy
aged heart with greef ; but wow, in thy place of
purification, thine eyes are opened to the great

dress, and a curious httle musha cap, with a deep
border, on her head) balf lay beside bim building
them up into an airy castle. .

¢ Ab, Dougal must not throw them down,’ she

i exclaimed, as with one flourish of his tiny baed

he laid Ler architecture in the dust, ¢ See, poor
auntie cry ;" and che put up ber pocket-bandker-
chief ; and then, when the hittle boy came to
peep bebind 1t, suddenly put it away with a play-
ful poise that sent bim screaming with laughter
to his motber’s lap, only to return for some more
play. And now the nnrse, with the baby in her
long wiute {rock, came in, and Clara (our read-
ers will have recogmized their old friend) jumped
ui? to hug it belore it was given over to ils mo-
ther.

¢ An, the little Christian! my sweet Dlade-
line !* said she, cradlag it in ber arms, and walk-
ing up and dowun the room, as if she could not
take her eyes off its soft sweet features and
bright biue eyes. ¢ Mildred, I do love this baby
so.  Sle is such an mnocent hittle thisg! She
is so pure ! Sbe has never soled her baptismal

truth that Christ’s seamiess garb 15 oue ; and if | robe.

messages from this world of sorrow are stll
borne to chear thine exile from the face of God,

r

t

And Clara kissed it again, looking down upon
it with a pensive expression of mingled sadness

thou wilt regoice that God has vouchsafed to give | acd affection.

to thy child grace to see clearly the path which !

leads to Iis preseace ; and thou wit still bless
thy child!—still bless thy child " he repeated,
his head sinkiog oz bis spread bands,

He then began repeating that beautiful old
Catholic byma, ¢ Dies irze, dies illa.’

Clara koew it well; they had often repeated
it together 1 ifs ‘ofiginal language. She came
forward, and softly kneit unperceived by hus side ;
and when, at the conclusion, ke began repeating
the Latanies of the Saints, almost unconsciousiy
ber low tones gently responded, ¢ Ora pro eo.’—
-Alan’s voice faltered ; but, quickly recovering
hiunself, he went on: ¢ Sancta Del Genetrix;
Sancta Virgo virginum, ora pro nobis. . . .
Requiem zteroam dona ei, Domine ; et fux per-
petua luceat ei . Agous Dei, qui toilis
peccata mundi, miserere nobis.’

When they arose, they gazed 1u each other’s
face for one moment, and then were silently
locked in one long, long embrace.

¢ Farewell, Clara, best and dearest,’ said he at
last, in an almost inaudible towe, ‘I did not
think I should see you atall; for I am away
again to-might.’

¢ To-pight, Alan! where to ?’

¢ Back to London, he replied. ¢ The news
of lus illness only reached me a few bours ago,
almost by accident; and now I am back from
whence 1 came. God has spared me whatl
most dreaded—giviog hem pain; and now'—he
looked up, and a brightness gathered over his
pale and haggard features—¢ the light on my
path 1s clear indeed. Can you love we still, my
own Clara P

¢ Love you, Alan I’ she repited. ¢ Why should
I oot love you as ipuch as ever? Go, Alsu ; do
what you wil} ; and God be with you. No coe
will ever make me love you rue iota less than I
have ever doae.” Sbe turoed to the corpse.—
¢ ' Would e have loved youless, Alan? Never!
So help me God, I gever will’ she added, wity
a touching sulemflity.

Alan’s tears flowed. He stooped and kissed
his father’s pale forehead, leaving the tricklag
legacy, like pearls, to gem his brow, and led
Clara {rom the room. They wandered 1to the
sanctum. A}l was much as they had been ac-
customed to see it ; and they both looked round
with a feeling of utter desolation; but neither
spoke,

Approaching steps were heard,

Alan took from his neck the crucifix he wore.

¢Clara,’ said be, ¢ you know how I prize tins 3
will you wear 1t for my sake

She pressed it to ber lips.

¢For yours and its own, said she [faintly.
¢Earth 1s aow a voud to me.  But it 1s all well—
just as it should be. God means me to love
none but Him. Farewell, dearest Alan ; with you
the last tie is broken.

He could not speak, but kissed her again and
again, as il be too were tearing away the last
bond that bound him to earta.

A few minutes after, he bad left us home for
ever.
CHAPTER KL—TENDIMUS IN LATIUM.
¢ To thee we yearn, O Rome, O Roma!
As exiles to their home,— .
Wilt thou not, then, be reconciled ¥’ -
B Willams.
- Months and years spassed rapidly away. It
was a cold raw morning about the begioning of
» Breakfast bad been over some -time in
one of the houses in Osnaburgh Terrace, and 2

.bright_ fire was burning 10 the dining-room, where

some-of the family were assembled: .- On a chair

evice  somewhere between the fireplace” and ‘the table
open’; the bed had been aewly’ covered with |

sat the mistress of the.houge, a little-older thau
when we saw ber last, 3nd with an air* of “sweet

niztronly digoity in her maoner; wiile a little
way off sat a beautiful child, playing with some

Mildred =miled and beld out ber arms, while
Clara seated herself on the floor at her feet, and
the baby took its worning meal. She did not
sit there long, however. She was watchiog tne
clock on the mantel-prece, and now rose, tied on
her coarse straw poonet, and wrapped herself in
her large gray shawl.

¢ Are vou going cut agam, Clara,” asked Mil-
dred, ¢ this cold morning 7—wth that cough, too !’

¢ Ob, I mus}go,’ replied Clara. ¢I hurried
home after cbhurci*for fear of being too late for
breakfast, and poor old Mrs. Clark will be wait-
ing for me, [ Lave not seen her- to-day. DBe-
sides, ] want to take this piece of meat to old
Hawkins and bis family. My cough is not very
bad, and T am well wrapped up.’

¢ How 1s Mrs, Clark ? asked Mildred. *Is
she better

¢ Not much,’ replied Clara, “1f at ali. Every
attack we expect to be her last, and she suffers
so patiently, poor old thing! She 1s always
wanting me to read her some of the prayers out
of the ¢Paradise of the Christian Soul.’ O
Mildred, how is it possible for you not to hke
them ¥

¢ T looked iulo that book once,’ said NMildred,
¢ and, dear Clara, I was so shocked I told the
person to whorm it belonged she had better put 1t
behind the fire.

¢O Midred " sad Clara, coloring, but in a
subdued tone, ¢ what could you find to object to ?’

¢ There 1sa famiianity aud grossaess, to my
mind, in its way of speaking to our Blessed
Lord,” replied Mildred. 1 could not bear it;
ta short, | was quite shocked.’

¢T know uot what you mean,” said Clara, with
a sigh; ‘you mear the prayers to the Five

!

! Wounds, O Dhidred, did you but know how
| beautiful they are when you use them,

My poor
Mrs. Clark finds relief in all her sufferngs in
those prayers.  You would never use anything
else were you accustorzed to them.’

Mildred was silent, and Clara, taking up her
basket, after a moments reflection, left the room,
saying,

¢ Don’t wait luncheon for me, Mildred. If 1
am late, I will go and eat my lunch with Cather-
we Temple.

Aad now we shall follow her as she trips down
the Terrace, crosses the New Road, and dives
nto one of the {ong streets that run parallel with
Regent’s Street Tottenbam Court Road,—her
black-crape veil drawn over her face, and look-
ing neither to the right hand nor to the left as
she quickly pursves her way. A casual observer
mighi take her for 2 maid-servant; but who
couid mistake, on a closer imspection, the lady-
like luttle feet, though they were ud up in thick
water-proof shoes, or the light tread, and the
little dehicate band that tightly held the handle
of her coarse basket, though it was rather red
with the cold? Oa she passed, unaoticed and
unnoticing, and suddenly turned up a dark court,
rung twice at the top bell of a dirty door, and on
its being opened by a little girl she made ber way
up three flights of steps, each dirtier and more
rickety than the last, into a back attic, where
lay, oz a clean but poor bed, an old woman. A
table, two chawus the warse of wear,a’'little can-
diestick, ana a few cups and saucers, were all the
furniture of the room. She put down Ler basket,
and pressed the old woman’s out-stretched hands,
saying, T O

¢ Well, Mrs. Clark, and" how are you to-day ?
Yousee lawcome . . . . . .7 T

¢ Ob, miss, I am so giad to see you;’ said the
old. woman. I bave ‘been counting the:kours
since you went away, and I thought'the moring
was so cold you would not come, and then’the
day 1s so long when I do not see you. Sit down

miss ;" and she tried to pull the old chair close
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¢I wish,I could get it for you,
miss,’ she added, as Clara quickly prevented her,
“but Lam a poor useless old body, only fit to
give every body trouble.’

¢ Not quite that,’ returned Clara gaily ; ¢you
give me pleasure by letting me come to see you,
and now you are to eat this pice jelly I bave
brought you, and I will rub your poor legs, whick
must want it sadly.

. She began her work of charity, in spite of the
old woman’s exclamation and resistance,

¢ Oh, miss, this is not work for you to do. }
cannot let you do these things for me.?

“Well, then,’ said Clara, looking up from tie
foot of the bed,~—where she was already kneeling
with her bonnet thrown off and ber sleeves tuck-
ed up,—with a sweét smile, ¢I will not do it for
you. Yon kaow, whatever we do for the poor
in IHis Naine, our Blessed Lord wili take as done
to Hiwm in that last day.

¢ Yes, muss,’ said the old woman ; ¢ very true,
as you read to me the other day. I was thinking
of you so last night, miss, whee I was Iytag
awake, and longing for you to read me some ot
your beautilul prayers; and then I took out oze
of the books you lent me, and Iread themto my-
self, and they seemed 1o soothe me.”

¢ Hi: sufferings do, indeed, moke all ours ap-
pear very, very small, said Clara, the tears glis-
tening in ber dark eyes. ¢ Think how He was
scourged, crowned with thorns, ILis Hands and
His Feet prerced with nails, Bis side opened with
a spear!  Whatever part of our bodies are in
paio, we can think how much-greater were His
sufferings in that very part.’

She finished her task, and then, taking down
an old Bible, began reading the Second Lesson
far the day, stopping at every verse, and mak-
g a kind of running commentary on it. She
then knelt down, and began repeating the Litany
of the Name of Jesus, the color gradually ga-
thering in her cheek, especially when she lingered
upon the sweet words, ¢ Jesus, Spouse of. virgins,
beve mercy onus!® She had scarcely risen when
there was a tap at the door, and a young clergy-
man entered. There was a sweet, subdued ex-
pression ta tus pale features and gentle manners,
an almost besitating bumility and lowhness in’ his
address and way of speaking. Clara blushed
deeply at being caught, and was running away in
a great hurry, with a very low curtsey, when he
came up to her, hoped be was not disturbing her,
offering to come at anotber time. She colored
still more, saying,

“Ob,no, I had just finished ; and, besides,
my time is nothing, I am always at liberty;
it is gour convenience we must think of, Mr.
Morris.’

She curtseyed again and left the room, hurried
down stairs, and was soon threading her way to
another court, where another dirty door invited
her entrance, Here she gave two kaocks,
and up sallied a mddle-aged woman from the
kitchen, with curtsey and a smiling face, to wel-
come her, - '

¢ Miss Dalton is down stairs, miss,’ said she, as
they groped their. way down the dark steps,

Miss Dalton arose as they entered, ind greet~
ed Clara with 2 warm embrace, which was as
warnly returaed. .

+¢ Dear Elizabeth, I am so glad to meet you !*
and ¢ Dearest Clara, what an unexpected plea-
sure !’ they exclaimed at the same moment.

They approached the bedside MissDalton bad
Just left together ; and Clara mede many loving
wquries after the health of the poor sufferer who
lay there.

She was an interesting-looxing young girl,
evidenlly ma state of great sufiering ; though
she smiled sweetly on Clara’s sympathising face,
aad feebly pressed the hand she bheld. out to her.

“ [ am so sorry to see you suffer so, said she,
as she bent over Ler. :

¢ Why should you be sorry 7° she replied.—
*You should rather be glad, because it 1s the
Lord’s will.’ ) -

Clara’s eyes filled with tears.

¢ Yes, she replied ; ¢ the Saints have thought
suffering Tis most precious gift, and learnt to
love it so, that they could not live without it.’

¢ It is a precious gift, sad the poor sufferer
with difficulty.. o

¢1 kave brought you a little picture, whiék T
think will please you, Fanny,’ said Clara, taking
a little print of Saint Francis d’Assisi out of ‘her
pocket ; ¢1t is Francis, who burned so-with:the
love of our Lord. that be was. vouchsafed:the
honor of being marked with His Five!Precious.
Wounds.© You kaow you: bave the.pame of
Frances.! . R
_ :The young girl opened her sufferingieyes-upon
the picture with evidgnt. pleasure, aad fawtlyar~
ticulated. . oraie
. ¢ Thenk you, Miss Leeslie.>. .. <. |
. % Do you remember-the}:story;about St Frane
cis d’Assisi,[; was; begtoning. to tell.you; lasttime
I was here? smdiClara.- < 1, .. aitd syvdnd

¢ Yes, you were interrupted, said Fanny ; ¢ telt
it me now.’ ‘ L
“He, loo, loved the will of God,” replied

e
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