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The tenderness-and natural fecling, as well
as poetic sentiment, embodied in the following
lines, commend themselves to every heart. We
shall be pleased to hear frequently from the
fair anthorens‘s‘ :

[For the Morning Star and Catholic Measenger]
Anniversary of Our Baby's Death,

Memories of a Mother's Heart.

I am thinking of thee, baly,

And my tears ars falling fast—
f the time I first beheld thee,

Of the time I saw thee last;
Of the many, many hours

When thy little neatling head
Lay upon my loving bosom,

Till they took thee from it—dead.

Jam thinking of thee, baby |

Omeal lay 8o weak and palo,

That the very life-blood’s gushings
In my heart had ssemed to fail;

When they brought my new-born treasure,
And I looked on thes and smiled,

Thinking life moat awest aund precious
For thy sake, my child.

1 am thinking of thee, baby,

When thy life had numbered days,
And each coming day had sdded

To thy beauty and thy grace.
Waking, sleeping, I can sec thee,

Testless, cager in thy play—

‘ing and unpiring,

Through the live-long day.

I am thinking of thee, baby—
How, when eve was drawing near,
And the day’s Inst roay lingerings
In the west would disappear.
How thy bright eyes wonld grow misty,
As o sympathy with eath,
Tiil the snowy lda would cover
Al their radiance, all thy mirth.

I min thinking af thee, haby—
Oh! my burstiong bheart will break,
Ar it all comes np before me,
A s grieving for thy sake!
When those eyes would, ploading, seck me,
As ¢ for relief from paing
Fleading—asking of thy mother—
Plending—asking—all n valn,

T am thinking of thee, baby—
They Lad robed thea all i:l whitg—
They had laid thee down most gently,
{lovered o'er so very light.
Coldly, volding were thy fingers,
Folded on thy little breast—
Ko more lifted to thy mother
From that painless rest.

1 am thinking of thee, hahy,
As my Bible aays thon art~
Clasped in tender love and kindness
To thy Savionr's hoart.
Oh! T conld not bear it, darling,
Wers it not taught to me there
Such as thou the gentle Shephernd
Mnkes His cholcest care.

T am thinking of thee, baby—
Life to me is not so dear—

All my hope and all my object
In to mest thee therve.

Pitying Baviour! when the hour
Of my death shall come,

Bend my blessed angel baly
To escort me home.

Plaguemine, La. K D,

TWO0 BLOCKES FROM THE CHRISTMAS FIRE.

BY CAVIARE.

[Concluded.]

Bome minutes must have elapsed before I
awoke to consciousness, When I did I felt
very cold, and very confused, and forsome time
unable to realize the full extent of what had
ocenrred, Was it 1 & hideous dream ! Yes;
there was the chamber, still filled with the white
mwonlight; there was the ncearsed portfolio.
Who could that man be? Luey had no brother;
nnd I wasint itely acquainted with the en-
tire cirele of her relatives. What rendered it
neeopgary that he shonld hide like a th
an honest roof ¥ What e

it 1
was dearer to me than even

{ Tenient, and only condemn bim to a fine of—a
|

and resolution, stalked into the house, up into
the drawing-reom, where Luey was sitting
with o hypoeritieal air of innocgnee at the pia-
no; where Fid with his foture wife nestled
pleasantly in a corner; where Major Whitley
and Mr. Davis were discussing coffes and poli-
tics. Btriving to smile, I stole to n corner of
tll'l? room, and mastered by the sense of my own
misery, sat down far from every ono.  Lucy was
singing. Her voice was brilliant with its ae-
customed buoyaney ; her nimble fingers chased
the keys with their nsual rapidity ; her very air
was instinet with s sense of happiness. Listen :

' Tp and dowu the world may go,
The atara dis out, suns cease to shine ;
But a lowly cot and a passionate heart,
Hwoet sage, are mine, and encogh fur mine.

There's music in bis lighteat tone,
Hie breath is like tho lighted clove,
{Give others power, and thronea andcrowns,
Butgive tome content and love. :
La! la! la! content and love."

“ Parkson,” said Mr. Davis, a8 Luey ended
and with ashake of luxuriant curls, turned
ingly to Kate, * go down on your knees and

“The prisoner is entitled to a copy of the in-
dictment. Am I not, sir 1"

** And you shall have it, my boy,” he replied.
“ How dare you absent yourself all this timo
without permission 17

“Oh! I bl‘F to offer the amplest apology.
The trath is, I took the liberty of Lreathiug a
cigar on the lawn,”

' Wrong—agninst all regulations,” observed
the Major. : x>

“The trnth is,” Lney said, “ Mr. Parkson is
learning grievous habits—becoming, indeed, a
confinned truant.” She paid this with so much
playfulness, and looked at we so reproachtully,
that I gave her the credit of being one of the
most consnmate diplomatists I had ever met.

“ He's not right this time,” said the Major;
1 demand a conrt-martial

And I wonld suggest,” eried Fid,  that Miss

e named Pr snt.”
Voted unanimor
Miss President, I
sertiom from his post.

= And what is the prisoner’s defense 1" asked

" oeried  the Major.
rgo the prisoner with de-

a keen, eold look. “ His only de-
I replicd, is—* silence.”

a mock liern
youth and ge

1 the
good condnet of the

somr,”
The decision was gracionsly received, amd I
o piano.
or sentimental, Miss Whitley, which
do you prefer 7
“ Tt is Miss Davis's privilege to choose, I be-
lieve, Mr. Parkson.”
“Not this time,” I said, with an affectation
of gaiety., ‘““I'ray choos I naver differ with
a lady on a point of taste.”
1 saw Lucy sturt from her chair, and walk to
the mantel- re
“0h, t ¢ yor. Well, let it hesentimental.”
I touched the pinno.
“ Stop, stop! my yonng friend,” execlaimed
the Major. " Givens the argmment of the song
first ; Pope always does so. What is it about ¥
I turned round. Lucy was leaning thought-
fully on the mantel-piece, her face aronnd from
—t—h-—'}ighf. i Fhe—tro
to gay, avery eommon argument. A knight
loves o lady, aud she pretends to return his
affection. He diseovers that she is false ; and
that, in his abscnee, sho encourages the nddress-
es of a rival, to whom she conveys letters by
stealth.” I paw Luey's bosom heave guickly.
“One night he discovers her secreting a letter
addressed. to his rival in a rent-roll—queer,
isn't it —and, on returning to the banquet
whers the ladies, hards, and knights are assum-
bled, he takes a harp and sings this lay.”
‘4 \What o capital idea,” said Mr. Davis, “I
hope the lady didn't die.” ¥ et
“I hope not,” I replied; * but the affair is
only a small fragment from an every-day his-
tory. Here it is:” -
# The glory of the summer time decays,
And broken moons aronnd our planet range;
Leaf, tree, and brook. and even e are, types
Of one, slow-paced eternity of change.
A little speck of canker in the flower,
A little rim of darkness on the moom—
From narrow things, the fruit of fate or chance,
The myriad changes of ths earth are hown.

Tio I reproach her if she shares the fate =
Ot all aweet natural things that breathe or blow ?
If drom th mmon to the rare she tur
Do I reproach her as inconstant | N

Ming ia a love that wakes to sacrifice,
Anid moves obediant unto her desires.

If she wonld worship one, abjuring me,
I'd cast my beart upon his altar fires.

Penee go with her and Uloasom at her feet ;
Poace go with her whom 1 love nono the lesa,
Dumb all reproach | hot, now and evermore,
The benediction of forgetialness.
“ Rather heavy, that,” ohserved Major Whit-
lex;when I had ended. * Why are youug pe
fond of raising ghosts—even at Christ
mas T

“You forget, papa,” said Kate, “ that Mr.

tud her
But, 1 ! how had Imerited this out-
rage—how o v it that she should strive to
win my h uid east it away as a thing not
w g? I heard a bell—henrd my
name called ; and collecting all my uuuugtil

3

R 2o

Parkson was requested to sing o sentimental

7 Mujor, i8I regret

song, and that before mmg}ying he explained
its purport at your desire.”

“ Right, my dear,” replied the Major, with an
abashed nir and a penitent tone, “ Right
always., Come and box my ears, Kate.”

“ Wasn't the knight very forgiviug " asked
Mr. Davis. “Now, if I ecared for a lady, I
conldn't find it in me to let her off so easily.
For instance, I should challenge my rival to
the combat, unhorse him, and cot n& Lis nose
as a trophy.” =

“The age of chivalry is gone,” said Fid, “and
God be with it,” e added; * its cant and fu-
sion would not hold water in eur dayn,”

‘‘ Right, sir,” observed the Major; “and yet,
when we were stationed in Ceylon, and had
nothing better to do, we revived it a bit. We
had duels over disputed cockatoos and camp-
kettles, Bome were wounded—some killed in
those little affairs of honor ; but anything rath-
er than be bluse.”

1 weized on the first pretext, and descended to
the Green-room, A light was burning on the
table at which Lucy sat, writing, 8She lifted
up her head as I entered, and tears were visible
. eyea. 1 was about to retire when she re-
quested me to remain,

x hours age, Mr. Parkson,” she said,
rising, “Iimplored of yon not to judge me

rahly. I as much as told you that I was
bound to follow circumstances, and asked your
good opinion to help me. Youn have broken
your promise. ‘When my beart is filled with
anxiety for the fute of one to whose welfara I
cannot be insensible, yvou came to strike me

“1Ip,” eried Luey, taking the latter’s hand;
“ unfasten the nursery window aud leap into
the walnnt."”

“ God blesr you,” he cried, and kissing her
hands, darted np stairs.

“ Ellen,” said Luey to a terrified domestie,
“take all the books and papers you will find in
the Blue room, and hide them in the air-bed.
Be sure to fill it.” The servant disappeared,
and returned ina few minutes loaded with
pu&mm, amongst which I recognized the acenr-
sed portfolio. Bhortly afterwards the hall door |
wus throw open, and the police entered, There |
was a great clatter of fect in the hall, aml a
loud banging of doors,in the intervals of which
the hum of coarse voives, moditied by an oeea-
sional shrieking order, reached us.  In less than
a minute, a delicate koock was given at the
drawing-roem door, and a mau of some thirty
sumners, of slender person aud affected air,
entersd. Placing a glass to his left eye, he
swept the room, when, seeing Mr., Davis, he ex.
claimed. in n mincing, snobhbish style of de-
livery :

“Bo% awden. Ve'y disagweeable, Mr,
Davis, but my dooty, sir——"

“7 can smluiﬁube all your apelogies, Mr.
Inspector,” said Mr. Davis. *Pray discharge
your duty.”

“My dooty, air, is of a pecoolarly painful

nature. But a man mnat not shrink, as yon
Eknow, on that acconnt.”

Our host bowed.

“I am instwucted that you harbwa’ a rebel
here,” he continued, directing a look, meant to

down with severe words and mortifying acen-
[(:llltiol'l8< I know what you have seem '%‘krmw
all.” .

“ Laey," I aaid, ©° will yon E:mlnn me forsay”
ing that there are limits to the blindest eredu-
lity T Perhaps I hod no right to think I had an
exelnsive claim to your aftections. The proof
is plain that I had not.  And yet, fool as I am,
I have enongh generosity to resign all my
hopes, to bless iy wival, and accept the de-
feat.,”

I satdown; Ile

| *You have my answer, sir,” said our host.

be facetious, at the Iadies,
i M- honse; sir; "

Mr. Daxvisd Tl
hereplied, with the least tinge of irony, “ never
harboured & man who wasashamed to show his
fage to honest people.”

* Ve'y pwobable,” abserved the inspector;
“’spose [ nm 1o unde’stund that you hawve no
rebel in your honse” |

“ Donbting that, have the goodness to satisfy
yourself.”

“ Boesusemy
went oo,

nstwnetions are,” the inspector
ak

ant my head on the back of

the chair, and
“1le is no

you,”
tis he !

- does he
Whao

< plied, in o tone of trembling
ilecision, ** I cannoet tell”

“*Yon will not tell 7

“1implore yon not to ask me—now.”

“ ot Misa Davis,” Lsaid, with o ealm
tonished myself, * we will say
Uuder the eircmmstance
i and humiliate m
med, “we shall, i

“ No, ne,"” sl

‘not. Trost me a day longer—one day, Rich-
ard.”
“ To-morrow morning I shallleave for L. :

May his love make you happier than mnine ever
conld.”

Y And if,” sheplemded
you entertain sholl |
tnow you hs Wronge
atonement be

“In the conscionsness,” I replied, “that I
have acted from no merbid feeling of jealonsy—
that I have nsed my senses, and been convine
that my condnct hias been just and honeo

“ And yet yon have been deceived.”
| Deeeived? Miss Davis.  Is it deception that

I scense n luly of carrying on a secret corre
sponience with a gentleman, and she acknow |
ledges it ? On your honor as a woman, did |
you not kiss a note, and bide it in his portiolio
an hour agoe 1"

* Thut 18 true—true.”

“Well, let' the quarrel emd here.
give you”

“ Hark!" eried Luey, springing from her seat
and fixing alovk of terror on the windows,
“ My God | he is lost,”

The tramp of horses’ feet, and the dall erash
of grounded arms on the graveled approach to
the hounse startled me, '

“ Gwad all the appwoaches to pwevent es-
cape,” eried a shrill, half feminine voiee, in a
eommanding tone, ontside. I heard the tread
into the avenues that skirted the
lawn, and the commotion whiclh the cireum-
astance canseill amongst-our friends overhead.
Peering ont through-a slit in the shutters, I
could distinetly see the hlack uniforms and |
bright hayonets of the police, drawn up ina
donble line facing the house.

“Luey ! eried Mr. Lavis, who had roshed |
down stairs, and stoml agitated and palein the
hall 3 * can anything be done to prevent a cap-
ture T

ms which
« yon shall
where will the

the
Tain
mie,

Geul for-

the walnut, Go, go—oh! save him,”
A seeond crash of musket-buts at the door |
le onr hearts leapwitl iety. Ruoshing np |
stairs we found Miss Wl
and the pale young ma
ing group onthe draw

Fid, the Major,
Nected in a whisper-
g-room landing.

| tapped all the w

sgainst the
has been hidi
Cottage.” i

“Act upon your instroctions, sir,” saids Mr.
Davis. *You shall have eve acility if you
wish tio se i

il—very pwainful,” soliloqguised |
as he tapped his dreess boots |
swaopd,  * Have the men fonnd |
T askiend, furning fo a constabl
weloet in hand, on the door mat.

any twaces
who stoml

=

all the beds, fired npall

a—have v 1
= Yes, siv,” replied the man, with an ineffectnal

attempt to suppress  a laagh,  * Se

Watson pinked an air bwal with his 1

and you shonld hear it squeak. My oye

“Ah. Then draw  off and repo’t in the
morning.”  With these words the inspeetor

slaced hissword under i, bowed separate-
¥ to each of us, and stalked ont of the rec
The men, who had tumbled dewn stairs
all parts of the house, quickly followed him;
andl, in less time than it takes to tell-it, peace
and quiet was restored to Sonthhank.

“1 breathe freely again,” sail” Lucy. “Mr,

has esoaped. There is-no one in the
walnnt.”
* Major Whitle; saidour host, “ T may tell
vou, as nn honorable man, that o bra g
tellow, gifted above his years, the hnsband of
a charming and accomplished woman—a man
wlhose only erime is that he has been too faith-
ful to his nnhappy conntry. has beon my gnest
for the last two days.”

* God bless him," exolai “ God-
bleas him."

“PDoss the circumstance compromise Major
sled Mr. Davis, with some anxiety.
ried the Major, *“ box Mr. Davis's
ears.”  We all langhed.

“ 1 hope he niay eseape the patrols,” said Fid.

“ And his papers,” eried Luey. - “ Oh, papa,
I fear he has no money.” !

“ T have taken eave of that dear,” said Mr.

the cliimmneys.,
iy

ed the Major.

Davis. “ Ikuéw he was prond; but 1 éon-
trived to force tiwe Mnellvt.nncu of ﬁltf pounds |
on Lim this morning. His papers will be safe |

inyour eustody, love :

*Heaven prosper all brave men,"” (-.nm_'l the |
Major, enthusiastically. * Whetler they forge, |
or wenve, or fight, or write, Heaven prosper
them."

‘¢ And a doubla blessing,” exclaimed Luecy,
with an inspired light in her eyes, * erown the
men who are not amed to forge, aml weave,
il write for Ireland

Nid Kaie box hias
1% nid reverently.
n, and led he

ah,

sghter's lap.
she kissed lli!ll tenide
nniediately gave
| the Major out on the ve
the bell.

“ Oh ! I have such a wicked seeret to tell you, |

1

—Mr.-Davis

papa,” she said, knitting her hands on the old
gentleman's shoulder, and looking at him ap-
pealingly. — =

“ Pray, don't go Mr, Parkson. Our friends
share onr confidences,” ”

* A secret, dear ¥

“ Yes, paps. I have been so naughty, so
imprudent, ?‘ou. willnever forgive. Ellen foteh.
that portfolin.”

“ I think Luey is getting up
mystery for eur wditication, J§h‘.
Mr. Davis.

“ Indeed she is not. Now you will jud
and Mr, Parkson will ple.tud for me. Poor -

# Christmas
Parkson,” sald

. You know
“ Yes. I hope he is safe by this time.”
“Well, papa, a hundred little things, which

only a woinan sces, made me think he 1 ne

money, and I pitied him from my heart. This
morming _yt:u g-mie me & ten-pound note as &
o

Chri x. losed that nots in a Jetter
to Mr. , begging of him to accapt

nne who wished mm wall. I placed it in &
letter and 1 2 i i. ;

7 Lucy 1
“Well, what did yon do with the letter 1

“ 1 kissed it.”

“ Was that 211" asked Mr. Davis.

“Oh, papa, that was a great deal. But I
kissed it ouly for the sake U?ﬂ.ﬁlﬂ' Ireland, and
then hid it in his portfolio.”

“ You darling,” said Mr. Davis, ounntely,
aa he pressed the noble girl to his buosom, ¥ you
darling.” .

“ And, papa, and pray, look, Mr. Parkson,
thera is the portfoliv, and here i the note.
Read it, I bewcech ynu.h A i L
“gpened-the letter, am o
the bank-nots, and read as follows :—m

“DeEsk Mir——Will you forgive the frae-

dom I know L am guilty of in begging yonr
agceptance of the euclosed | Even should yon
not keep it for yourself, do so for the 8 of
others who havo ineurred the displesasure of

t';n ernment, siul have noe means to escapa it.
With this go—wherever it goes—the best
wishes ol Lucy Davis”
I heard the letter remd, i
fupor, thr
roaclies
paintinl furee,
Hrave, o

the recollections
ne flashed with
ant and lhumble,
ittle woman, nobly

=il
Everwhehoed with sl
away, oirly to enconnt
and forgiving. Wew
3 :iilflllhli.l.'l', a low vo

alomne.

Tieen 1
ron— careld for me.”

“ Luey,” I said, and thedear name thickened
inmy throat, * you mre all goodness, you are
all grestness, n{lg roxity. I—0 God pity
me ! pm unworthy to know youo longer,"”

“t No, uo, s obbed ; “ the trinl was. bitter
—it was uel ; let it strengthen while it
humbles s, Who is it that has net had some-
thing to regret—something to atone for? We
all need forgiveness.,”

Y1 know,” 1 said, “how you must despise

how the insulting words I uttered must
1z and hurt you. Let my forgiveness
your silence—my penance your forget-

re b
al I could scartely thionk that

" slie whis er&'i. Ware it a bundred

times worse I conld forgive you; forget you I
could not. hard,” aud she laid b
head upon n me-ind

fin —
t I not love you-Fahould never

speak

have wred this terribledebasement,  'With
vou have been assecinbed all the plans, the
hopes, the aspiralions which have grown up

within mwegince I shook off the wishes of o boy
and-wssumed the cares of manhood. If T have
ambitioned riches, independence, whatever
the world respects and applands, it was for
you, that yon might wshare them. For many
years I have been buililing np a home, thak
youmight sanctify it. To purt from you would
indeed be misery ; and yet I deserve it.”

‘ Look at me,” she whispered.

I raised my head—I gazed into her forgiving
eyes,  All resoluti all dreams of parting
dissolved in their pura light. Dear Luey,
fhere was no parting,. Whom God has united
hy such tender sympathies, though one should
err, let no one separate. Place thy dear hand
in mine, and trnst in me”

" Dear, darling Richard !”

“ Ouly think of it,” cried the Major, bounding
into the room, and drawing in Mr. Davis by the
hand., “Up comes the young rogue, sir, and
asks me for Kate—to 1y And up comea
late, sir, with a leok which thre ed that
she would box my ears if I refused. What
conuld I de but strike colors and surrender 7

The sh o nsket-but against the door | and fight, -4 410 ik z 5
rﬂ:-:::rl‘:‘li:fld]ll.lui:::,l;ll: the hiouse. e % Uri::\'u " gried the Major, striking the table. t “ Well aid Mr.-Da ,.ruhlnlmg his hands

# They will reak in in a moment, Lucy; 18 s the stoff that makes revolutions— | amd smilin ‘I suppose ¥ i thtx‘ hu:ﬂ.l for
the: 1ope T anid be struck the table ayrain. | the young enlprite.” Here Fid, lovking very

She knitted her hands across her forehead, | © Papa,” exclaimed Kate, “ I declare you | important—emtered—the roonr-hate-teaning-on

ad for o momest was lost in re n. | have broken o sugar bowl.” . Y | his arm, flushed and difildent. . i
“ Papa,” she said, with startling - w5, | “Then box my s, darling,” said the| **Mr. Davis” I said, taking Lucy's hand, “ I
 he muat swi rom the narsery windows inte !')i:t";ur, thrusting noble head inta l‘ aid there are more culy J

r

enils, present,  Look on us, sir, amd be merei-

¥ Jove, Major, this is too much of a good
1 our bost, “ Why will no one marry

(Continued on Eighth Page.)

srend, nobly had she triumphed !~

i




