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WHA

K MAY BETIDE.

Help my, O Lord, to trost in thee,
Wihntever may betide,
Though health should fail, and riches flee,

ghi fricnds the dearest far to me

ke

Tl
1

5 from my aide.

aw thal slekzo

aorrow, death

onr,

Thengh In that last, that darksome gale;

1 our carthly view, i

It but Thy voice, “Yie not afraid,

B heard amid the deepening shade,
Calmly I'll jouroey through.

When this poor heart on Thee T stay,
i carth ia beaven begun ;

Tham tove leads oo from day to day

To duty's path, and helps we say,
“rhy will, net wine, bo done.

Thns would T ever trost in Thee,

1y nil Giuide ;
For ¢'en sare and sins prevail,
Thy prou pever fall,

Whatever may betide,

e ———

SISTER ALOYSE'S REQUEST.

FROM THE FRENCILL

CHAFPTER 1,

How delightfal it is to sit under the grand
ald trees of the conrtyard on this charming
widsijuimer evening! The light Lreeze §
dolent with the fragravee of the new mown
Lay, and the leaves seem to quiver with

B
re-

an atmospliere heavy with sunshine. The swil-
lows pursne esch other in play with short wild
erics, and in the folinge of the linden tree that

brown bird, the nightingale, tries her brilliant
cadences, drowned at timos by the shouts of
the children at theirsports answering her in
the silences, whom withoptdonbt they under-
stood and admired. The children, happy as
the birls, dapee and whirl abont, just like
those woetes one frequently sees rising up in a
supbeaw,. The nunssombre and silent Ggures,
wateh them, contemplating life in its Hower
and carelessness s courtyard where the
ildren play d the, bLirds sing belonged

1 1o o monustery of the order of St
but now to s cloister built out of its
ruins, whers the virtoe of ancient days Hour-
ish under the shelter of modern walls, which
are hallowed Ly the memories of the past.

Sowe youny girls, no less plgased with ghe |
gambols  of the children, were walking in |
groups to anid fro nnder the vaulted arches
which encireled the court, talking and lavgl- |
ing merrily ; but whenever they approached a
non reclining in an easy ehair, by an involun- |
tary

ynlse they lowered their voices. She
was a poor invalid, who bad been bronght out
to enjoy the sweel odors snd the pleasant)
wormth of the cvening. She appenred (o bed
nearing the end offife, though still young. |
Tar the paleness of her ehecks, the emaciation |
of her Liddy, and the transp whiiteness of

her hands, ali proclaimed th ages of along
and ineurable illuess,  Ther A 10 1N and
in the hour glass, no mora oil in the lam d
Lier heart—1 1 timnepiece about to stop—wus
whking it i One coitld not hielp be

e that Sist nined o very powerful |

»

fascinati e terrible
i Her dark |

atill elegant,
wrnpped hoeg
her voite was as |

er ddnys, |
e heing

1 shape or
sapplidre |
¢ 1 under

L tter
hnat sl

and L puTE the mrilidness of the |
a evening had revivell her.  Shesat in |
3 alwortied, perhaps, in those last |
thoughta whick she did_not confide even to
hiers and which, to one Whe-ikabont depart-
ing, v to give a glimpse of those unknoo
shores which are yet so near to her who waits |

them, < |

What is she thinking of 1 Of her past with- |
out remorse 3 of her future withont terror?
Does she regret anything which ahe hns re- |
pnonnesd for her God ! Does one last thread
Liold captive this celestinl bird ! 1 cannot say.
She appeats =ad ; yet her companions, always

so affectionately attentive, do not seem to be
surprised. For Bister Aloyse had always Dbeen
characte n in the more beauntitul days

, by a kind of melancholy. she

of her yo
angel of peace, but yet an angel

1'1-i-nzluh|el]
T R ey o e———
One yol\l\‘ung girl who was walking under the:
arches regarded her with great interest; and
finally leaving the group by whom she waasur-
rounded, approached the nun, dropped on her
knees in the grass before her, and locking in
her face, said carnestly : L

“Well, my sister, are you better this even-

¥

in,

er Algyse Llnshed slightly, just as porce-
lain is tinghd with a faint rose color when &
flame is passed” behind it, and answered in a
voigs sweet and low: .

“Thank you, Comille! I am not well, and
1 shall never be any better till I come into tha
presence of our Lord, Look! Does it notsgem
indeed as if the gates of heayven were opening

| and after along silence she said:”

| mother, Madame R

e still suffored, |

| & barrier In

| of

Y Yot one cannot o there,” answered Carmille
A caressing toue,

“ 0, yes! provided the great God will receive
us, And something warns _me that.l shall
shortly go to Him.™” L4 ;

Both now became silent, Camille sadly re- |

iion,  Edneated in thisco

garding her com
‘s been accustomed to sce

vent, she had alw

Sister Aloyse there, wihere she was mueh be- |

loved, Bhe wonld ke
pleasuré; bunt what
conld sie

to have given her some
uld she give, or what

fixed on joys eternal 7

The aun was still thinking, praying perhaps,

“ Camille, you must coma and see me some
time before I go away (rom here. Dut now
goodd nmight, deart™——

Two unns now cane It rd to lelp the sis-
ter into thoe howse, while Camills, who had
gathered some white roses, carried them to
Aloyse, aaying,

“They are from my own little garden my sis

; therefore tuke them, [ pray you™
CWillingly,” swid Aloyse; “and 1 will offer
them to the Holy Virgin. And Camille, do not
forget to remember me in yonr prayers to-
night,”’

CHAI'TER II.

“ Go, my child,” said the old abbess to Ca-
mille, “goto theinfir v amd ged Sister Aloyse;
ghe has something to say to you,"”

“Is she going to die? asked Camille, with
tears in ber eyes. x

“Shae will go to her eternal home soon, but
not to-day. Have noe fear, child, but go and
listen earefully to shat she tells you.”

C le, with-agit 1 heart, (for this poor
lLeart is so guickly stir at sixteen years!)
ascended the stairease which lad to the cells of
the nuns.  She passed tarough a long corridor
ont of which opened the little doors, all of
whieh, instead of o number or’ design, bore
some holy imuge or pious inseripti At the
end of this corridor she tonmd the i LY, &
large Toom, quiet and retired, whose windows
opened npon the conrt and garden below. At
this moment it was almost vael she fonund
only one bed occnpied, that of Bister Aloyse,
who, as she had no fever, had been left by the
infirmarian while she attended vespersin the
chapel. ‘amille noiselisgly approached the
bed, the curtains of w L ‘were half drawn, so
that Aloyse conld see ont,  She was sitting np
supported by her pillows, aud -her_hands were
juined before her ou the eross of Lier rosary.
Shesmiled on the young girl, who timidly em-
traeed her; and then Camille vbry ‘earnestly
asked her why sbe had sent for her to come 1o
her bedside instead of any other of the girls,
or her friends or companions; for she was
afraid, as one paturally dreads what. is nn-
kunown. The nun fixed upon her those seareli-
ing eyes which seemed to look through and
beyoud anything present, and said with much
sweetness @

4 8it down, Camille; I have something to
say to you” She hesitated, but finally said,
“You have never heard any one of yonr family
speak of mg ¥ L

Y Never;” answered the child, somewhat sur-
prised. :

HI hmve known romething of your fanily
your father,” she said with an effors. " But it

| to ery *merey ! Think of whut it is to have a
| sonl nud an eternity, and that seal your
futher's 1"

¥ to a person so detached frow |
earthly things, aml whoke aspirations were |

quiet in the future, and te leave to God

Was o loug time ago, o very long time—hefore

you were born, T was reluted to your grand-
le

r, hint

Cagnalle,

“ 1t :Hmr._- reen her g

povirmit,
oy

it ha nthe red deawing-reom, doe
it not d ae, with a sad smile, |
|l At evivid me inlnl
her (awily ns o lady’s slr—
Your |
miotlhier, i

vory 5
d, breathing with diffienlty, |

spposcd B |
¢ his 1

11 ok mys
oil, He did not
Iate Donrt, buat 1e-
me into this home, and plagod this=h
ween the workd anid myself. ]
ed sometimes with Lit-
s for it
' ¥ t: it was the pr of my sacrifice, |
And I was able to see, in the clear light which
streqned from the Cross, how all joy 18 deceit-
ful, and all pleasurs empty and false. After
two years ad passed, T eane to consecrate my-
gulf with irrevocable vbws to God's serviee,
when the friends who now and then came to
see me, and public repert, which in our day
finds its way even into the cloister, told me of
the only thing which had still power to afllict
me.  For Camille, your father—but what can [
say to yon who bear his name! M. Reville,
angry st my departure, and grieving for the
losa of the poor creature that [ am, muﬁht for-
getfolness in dissipation. Undoobtedly, he
forgot me—I trust and hu?o he digd—but hoe also
forgot his God ! Youor father is not n Christian;
nay, he is an enemy to Christipnity ! Ahlsince
the day when I first knew that oor prayers did
not meet in the pathway to beaven, how have
I wept, how have I prayed, bow have 1 done
pennnes ! Alns! my tears, my blood, my vigils,
my sofferings—nll have not prevailed, wod 1
am pierced to the depths of my hoart with the
terrible reflection.”

Bhe was unable to continneg; her voice died
upon her lips, while tears, clear and burning,
Folled down her cheaks. éau:illu, kneeling by
her bedside, wept too; for she began to see
what this sell-denying hoart had sutfered.

“ My child,” finaily said the sister after a

1 found peace,

; Mudame Reville |4

ed the depths | it

long silence, “Ishall soon die, and there will

youder ¥ Z
She pointed to the West, then filled with the
glory and splendor of purple and gold and flame

coloxs,

then be mo oue to pray for Lim, since your

“HOW BEAUTIFUL ARE THE FEET OF THEM THAT BRING GLAD TIDINGS O
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mother, who onght eapecially so to de, is dead.
You love your father, don't Jou : i
~* Yea, with all my heart !
SH%Well, then, promise me thit yoo will nu-
esasingly pray for his. conversion—that you
will offer for bim your every astion and your
every pain ; promise that there shall always be
# supplinnt veice to take ‘the place of poor
Alogse’s, which will soon be honshed in death,

She had seized the hunds of the ehild in both
Ler own, and fixed open her a look in which
the last forees of her life were concentrated.
Y Promise I said she. Camille thopght @ mo-
ment—her yoong face wore o grave amd steru
expression. Finally, raising one arnm towand
he crocilix, shiesaid ina distinet voice : ¥ Isal-
ewnly promise you, my ter, I will eontinne
what you bhave commenced. 1 will pray,
I will labor all my life for his eonver-
sion” A roy of hiavenly light illumined Sis-
ter Aloyse's gountenance, auild she 1k back
upaon ler w8, murmuring, * I ean die now.”

Two da ater slie pissed away, with o peace
and serenity worthy of the Llamelessuess of
hepwhaole §ife, thongh in Dbreathiog her last
slip cried, * Have mercoy I =

Was it of herself she thought T

CHAPTER 1IL

Many yenrs have passed away. The grass
grows thick and green upon the bed of clay
where sleeps Aloyse. Camille, grown into a
fine yonng woman, keeps house for her futher,
She has traveled with him, slie has seen tho
world, its balls and its routs, but she has never
forgotten the promise made to Sister Aloyse.
This promise has banished the sirength of I
limbs and of her youth. ~Bhe has become se
ans all at once. She has given to her life but
one aim, and that sublime and difficolt ; and
from—that moment when the stronggle which
T animated the life of Aloyse passed into her
own, nll her actions, all her thonghts, hwml been
devoled to the redemption of one sonl. At
first, overflowing’ with ths thoughtless and en-
thusiastie zeal of yonth, she would walk to him
af that religion-whose argnments her heart
found so natoral, and which secemed to her so
irtesistible, Her father would lasogh at her,
and she would ery; she wonld pérsist, how-
aver, until he became so augry that she was
frightened. Finally she decided to be molm

condnet of her canse. Bnt with what vi
with what prayers, what sighs, what agony of
hewrt, and with what fervent desire shensk
God for that precious soul! And what vowa
did she make to the procious Mother! What
ors she offered upon ber altar!  What
rs, in which she thanked God for the
sindness that had given mortals this all-pow-
erful Mediateix! Her fafher's gunrdian angel,
what careful conversation did she hold with
i How she labored and prayed for that of
1 hie never thonght !

As years pass, Camulle’s picty beromes more
rigid; self-deninl joins itsell to acts of carnest
charity, in their turn snpplemented by gendr-
ons alms.

One would naturally ask why Canille, rich
and young, chiarming and admired, should rise
s asrlyoin the morning, should spead so wany
hours upon lier kuees in clinreh 7 Why she
went with tl Sist of Charity to visit t

) the

sivk, why ber attive was so plaio and
why - her room wiw so little ornawente
she labored withont any 12 i
1y, why with
COnYVErsLtion
No e
Liotin e%
down th
foy ¥

ity to Che

I, for hex
w9 whi
etiara,
ol divi

smiles ol 1

ny other
neglectad to -
¢ of belng compelled to be
il hal literat el eomn-
readlong diss
hier mar ity
His Lirtli, fortnne, and indisputable s
ed him to public offices.  And, to be
t with his principles, nnd congenial
i he hod to be inimical to all re-
minaries ; the Drothers of the
Chria trine; the Sisters, hospitallers or
tenchors ; the free establishwents ; the Carme-
lites, who ask uothing of a person ; the Claris-
ses, who ask only a plece of bread; the Little
Bisters of the Poor, who gathered food for their
old men ; the foreign missions; the sermons in
Lent in the parish; the wral induigences
granted by the Pope ; the Car inals in the Sen-
ate ; awmd the Cn&mul:inn who went barefooted
—wera all equally the objects of his strong
aversion. He read continnally the Journal des
Debats, the Kevue des Deux Mondes, nud the lib-
eral journal of hisdepartment—of that depart-
ment in which he pln.ged a prominent part.
Shall we eay, in excuse for him, that his impie-
ty had never been tried by adversity ; and that
lie had found the world =o (le.lilfhtl‘u]. that be
had wished to live for ever in it In youth he
bad lived in the midst of noisy pleasures. In
more advanced life he lived for comfort, for his
hoWse—oool in summer, warm in winter, splen-
did st wll times—for his grand dinners, -hgu
good wine, his fine horses and elegant oqui-
ages. He epjoyed exquisitely those ex-

e Ll

through
el socicty
L the work

neit
him.

the puardian aueel™who writes |
prconut of theic
st Thilher, |t
: | old man of si

| interpret his

gelleut. thipes which

the publiec gomer-

ally esteem, but in  which divine grace
does ot moch apr . ~The ies  of
youth he did not often recall.” e wow searce-
]_v recdllected the name of tliat poor cousin
whom he had Joved so passionately, bot who
had vever forgstten him, who, even in the
arms of deatl; had displayed an angelic Jove.
U;J? ;lny Cawille spoke of Sister Aloyse, and
added, -

" Was she not related to na, father 1

“Yes, ves—a romantie affair! Bhe threw

pherself into a convent ; she became weary oven
‘there ! %

He took soveral turns through the room with
a preoceupied air, and finally stopping before
the picture of his mother—a withered and
baughty figare—he said,

“My mother did not love this poor Aloyse
much! Poor girl! hat a charming wvoice
she bad! A voiee which onght to astonish the
convent when she chants the Miserere. She
will sing no mware 3 she has a pain in ber chest !
Zounds ! Thediscipline of the convent! What
a pity for this]pmtlry Aloyse to heburied alive!
Oun the stage she wonld cqual Malibran 7

And this was all!  The remembragee of
Aloyse was only that of a young girl who coulid
sing charmingly, and who, perhiaps, ‘might
have commanded a sitnation in a theatre!

He loved his danghter; but, for all that,
she troubled him, and he was dnxions that she
shonld marry, so that he nlight be relieved from
the care and responsibility. BShe did not op-
Kunc his wishes, for she did not feel that God

aid not appointed her to lead the life of anun;
but she wished her husband to Le a Christign,
and sald 80 to her father. Ho only shrogged
hi= shonlders, and oried :

“* BLill these absurd ideas!"

The Clristian, iowever, presented himself,
and at twenty-two Camille Reville became
Madame de Lavel.

CHAVTER 1V.

Camille is now no longer twenty.
has passed on swift wings, and white is begin-
ning to streak her dark hair; bot her pleasant
face preserves the repose of Tormer days. She
hns been blessed with mixed and imperfoet
hnpirinm, such as every ome taates iu this
world. For in this life the black squares aro
never far distant from the white ones; and in
its tangled skein dark threads are woven in by
the side of brighter colors.  She had lived most
mppily with her husband., Togetber they had
langhed over their little childrea’s gambg#a,
and together wept over them in sickness, They
had brought them np with the lubor and eare
which, in onr day ially, accompanies all
true Christian edugalion. Their eldest dangh-
ter, Amelin, had been married about a year;
and they were now very Lappy in expectation
of her npprmm!]i1'.lp$;I mzternielg 3 the second
danghter was finishing her eduneation in the
same convent of Benedietines whers her mother
had been in her yoothful days ; their son Andre.
was inapolytechnic school; and their youngest,
Maurice, was pursaing his Latin studies in his
native village. . E

Throngh the disappointments and joy of her
life, throngh days ul%' rain and days of sunshine,
Camwille had pursuad one thooght faithfully—
the grand aim which she had proposed to her-
self Ju early life, her fathor's conversion. As
a young wife she had proyed swith her bushand,
for his heart beat in unison with hers, As a
young mother, she had I..mlﬁht Ler children to
pray with ber. And mow, baving reached the
antumn of life, she still prayed—prayed con-
stantly ; but as yet her prayers bad received
1 ISWOr. i
o old man lived with her;
moment she sorronnded bim with care aue
tunderness, She  watched bim, aud brooded
i more 1i er than like a dangh-
And it wa

. Bl W
citiie ar denth.
to tarn his words frou

wonhl nof shock hed inn
At this moment we find Canille in
drawing-room, with her father, who is
i ire, with i

BOWINE Ol S0
twice Blops

o reml tw

dren.  After a thoussod de-
tails abont boarding, upon the compositions in

listory, upon the new picee of tapestry which
Clothilde had jost ez i the sermons de
livers v mow fat whose name she did

not know, she went on to sa; b | sor Torget,
dent mother, o pray with yon—yowkoow why !
1t seams to me ihat the moment is approaching
when the gentle God will answer us—nas it
grondpapa was going to be astonished that he
bad been abla to live so long without thinking
of (fod

The second letter was from Andre, and would
have been oniptelligible to any ons whao did
not possess the key to a school-boy's language.
But st the end thers wns n passage which
Camills kissed often : * Dear mammis, I love
you, and I always pray with you, just like
you." A stick of wood which just now rolled
down with & great noise, goickly awoke M.
Reville, who, after rubbing bis eyes, naked his
daughter: * Where is Maurice 17

* He is skating. Do you wish me to take his
place, and do anything t¢ amuse you 1”

“No, thank youo. ut atop, you may read
instend ; read this discassion in the Chambers
upon the military law.”

Camille took the paper afid rend slowly;
and the old man's eyes were still closed, #hen
the vialent ringing of the door-bell woke him

.up completely, sud made Madame de Laval

start.
“What is the matter with you 1™ ssked her

“father.

F GOOD THINGSI™'

Her youth

" Baeritico b

iard indesd for her, that this |
ix years wonld not listen to |

ived that moerning foom two

.

only the sadden ringing

“Tdo not Know ;
frightened ne.”
© Bhe jamped up and rap ipto the hall, and at
the same instant kér basband entered from the
street.  She moved-towards him, but suddenly
stopped, frozen-with an inexplieahle horror.
M. de Lavel's face was of an a«ﬁ paleness—he
tried to spesk, he stammered, ﬁ'\:n words died
upon s lips, and his wife, in oneof those quick
transitions which thought makes, believed Le
was going to fall dead at her foet, ;

" What ails you ¥ she ¢ried, reaching out
her arms towards him.

‘Do not be frightened, Cawille,” said he;
hmt Manrice—"

He was nnable to finish.

“ Maurice!” she echoed. “Where is hot
Why does Le not come home? O great God!
hie-is dend—he is drowned |I”

M. do Laval had now somewhat recovered
himself, and he explained: * Heo resened o
child who was drowning, and was woundad'in
the head, They are b ngi.ng him kome. My
dear Camille, keep up heart! Helives! God
will restors him to ns!?

Bhe staggered and looked at her
with fixed eyes.

! Have courpge,” he erled. !

The servants, already called together by the
and news, had opened the gates to the relatives
and friends who were coming inevery directi

husband
)

NUMBER 50.

“* A prouder position than that now. .

by Ruginatfl Pole ug an indi ﬁ.:hl,'ﬂ' ot | :

dogra iu%to the natlon, can scarcely be im-
ned,  OF 1 the assembiy ho alosio retained.

bis seat. ~ Defore him knelt the Queen of Eng-

land and her husband, the éon of the Emperers

the -nation, representod by t-hn_m}i'm'-in!f e

t were, iefore-

liament, was on #s kn a4 i
the minister ofh'!omigrpm' an
mujestics, a8 individuals nocon
the schism, were the supplinnts of a
tion soliciting for slavery.— Pole pro
marked: *Much, indeed, has this
tign to thank the Almi ht{ for reca
tollis fo'd. Onoeagain hath God g

tha real

of His special favor to

nation, in the time of the. primiti
wats the first to be called oif of

of heathenisin, so now bave thay been
to whowm God has tﬁi“n grace to repant
schiso 3 and if their repentance be
how will the angels rejoios at the com
s single sinner, and trinmph at tha reco:
n great aod noble mﬁ I The K
Quaeen veturned to their throods.
soinething approaching to
calmness digplayed on this i
He had learned in Italy the valne of &
theatre. Heremained sitting.
seoretary to read the bulls and briefs b

and also to those who were bringing Maurice,
They bore bim on a litter; coversd with o mat-
tress, and his head, all bloody, with eyes wido
nﬁau. Tested on & pillow made of the coats of
the brave men; while behind the litter wallked
4 man all covered with blood. He was the
futher of the child whom Maurice had saved at
the price of his own life, 5 '

The boy was quickly placed upon the bed,
and the physicians were socon by his side, fol-
lowed by the parish priest. Camille, kneeling

beside him, saw, as in an ovil dream, the
sargeon dress the wonnd which Maariee had
tall im.a seric

1 the temple, end-afber wands
manner to the other physicisns bLehind the,
curtain. She saw the priest go up to Mauri
and; after talking to him in nlow volee, ben
over him aud raise his hends in the bepedicton
of the dying, and—immediately after give him
the holy oils. As-in o dream she bheard ler
husband’s voice, saying, * Dear wife, the good
‘God wants him ! Look at our Mauries ™,
. Bhe then looked at him. Maurice, aroused
h?' the words of the priest, hid regained com-
I‘! ote consclonsness; snd knew that he was
dying. He seemiéd.sobre than trangoil—happy;
amd, looking aronnd en-all present, said :

“ Good-bye, papat- I ouly did what you
tanght mo. AR

& then discovered the father of the r

A

m‘lv .

he was nok, and by whi
was invested with the fiower of & plen
tiary, Probably.enly an abstruct
documents was i ;aven
some length of thwe mnst have
fore the legate Himself s

el s L £
o_nation, e, [
trimuph nf i 'I‘lu e [
mightphn-va oo thelr xi::'ﬂ o

regarded :
ed, for the abaolution about t0 be
had no direct reference to them—hat
on _their knees. The. Queen of
the three es of the rEslm |

That the Cardin il afer thils did nob play &
more im nt part in the transsetions of

Mary's reign, and prevent it—as he wonld have
done—from being the reproach ¥ r ¥
lieism that if is, was due to mu-mhmm .
He did what he conld to restrain the "burning
of heretics, and Dr. Hook shows tha £ y b
did not staud alens, for that the e
archy as a boidy set themselves agal el
of the Parlinment for the extirpation of knﬂi 3
On this subject the remarks of De. Hook
be read with great ioterest. s

' 8o dear to our hearts,” he remnrks, *sre
the interests of commerce, !:lll-!,h:'iﬂlln onr

child, who had concealed himself behind M.
dé Laval. - " Give my love to your little boy,”
said he.

His eyes then sought for his mother. Bhe
Eot up, and, bending over him, took him in her
arms. Y Do mo an offeri

, I leroy was hanged 2

:g vi ﬁi:;‘;“ u:;t fn:":leﬂ'lnthd! zenl for
[ prop wt many o staryin

fel.lnws % has 'I.n{t'm Anmin d to d

for shieep stealing ;o sacred are the game laws,

L

r mammn, make

for grand ‘s converai Say to him—"'

He stopped. His mother saw the light fade

from bis eyes, and knew that his breath was

bushed in death, For a long time she remained

holding him in her arms, hike that most des-

olate of mothers, Imr.hirlﬁl him with her tears,

and noable to listen to the comforting words |
of either hushand or father, both of whom

were overwhelmed with grief. At Tast ler|
piety,” those religious sentiments which had
| always animated her life, prevalled, and she
| sn id nlond :

I
tendom,

*Yes, my God! T ot the sacrifice, and I

m for my futher. Save Lim, Lord, |

| save hic |
| Twodays later they buried poor Maurie |
[ the whole village attending his-fanernl. I

4t who hgd been |

The samo evening the 1
resentiid him- |

with him in lis-1

Yon , bat yonr prayers are |
Pivine grace has pursued your father, {
1 this very morning, when the body of your |
i i , Eeoalled me to bim |

He eonlit hold ont |

his con

he sai i, ee; then, |
1, i the midst of your griel, :
did indoed rejotes, thoogh she BHIL

| wept.

| Y6 Aloyse,” saitshe, “and my doar Maurice!

are then tnken away, but ot what apriceld”
ank God ! erted the priest, * H‘u sop

arates n family here only to reanite them in

aternity I

REGINALD CARDINAL POLE,
(Coneladed. )

From this time until the death of Edward
VL, the career of Cardinal Fola became com-
paratively unimportant to the student of his-
tory, except that he was nearly elected FPope,
in acknowledgment of his ability and agtsin-
ments,  ‘The accession of Queen Mary in 15563
made the Unrr.'linnl‘n very important MagEe,
for, no doubt, moved by considerastions Gf:gh
ralationslip to the Queen anil persondl popu-
larity with many in Eagland, thedope at once
appointed him-isgate to Bagland. Hat his a
g.amlme in thia éapacity foo suddenly was,,

ary nnd her advisers, considered to be fraught
with dsnger, and he was requested to take up
his abode at Dillingen till publie opinion conld
be sounded and steps taken to make opposition
barmlesa; By judicious st.u‘lill which m‘wé‘k
to disarm onposition, cially by pablishin
the Pope’s scquiescenee in the snles of ecclesi-
astical property that had taken place, he grad-
uslly overcame all opposition, recelved & por-
fect ovation on his hm'ding ns Papal legate,
and received from Quesn And Parlinmeng their
submission to the Holy Bes. Wa quots Dr.
Hook's nccount of this proceeding, becanse the
Catholie reader will know how to make the

necessary allowences for Protestant prejudios:

that men are killed like vermin who cannot be
mad derstand that the righ :

e to u ta of pro =
ty extend over birds or beasts which im
gard as being wild.. We muost mete oot the
same inensores to Pole and to Mary: they felt
that the conntry woanld comse to bo n Christian
lpnd if men were mitted to - their
private ji mntters, contrary -
to the deel ils which wera

of those
expressi
We ure, at the sams time, to remem-
ber that, nonde? the croel code then in actusl
existence, grent as was the number of thoss
who snffered in the canse of religion, it was as ¥
nothing in comparison with the number off = -~
those consigned, withont compunction, 1o &
death if }msaihlc more croel, for tioal
fences. Hondreds were condemn for u
ing senfiments which we shonld now regar

patriotie, but, whish were at that timetreason-
able. For one person executed inthis reign for
roligion there were a hund Butohe for -

tresson § that is, for a contention on behalf of
eivil liberty against an iptolorable despotism.
Wi express disgust, sl we are justifled in
doing so, at the-wopfeeling conrsaiess of Ben-
ner; bot snrely we onght to feel equal disgnat-
atreading sueh a sentence ns _the follow tﬁ;:
“The Quepn granted p genernl pardon to

people of Kent; nfter haying caused five score

of the most guilty to beexecoted.”  The ken-
tente oecurs in e letter from Ronard to the Boi-
peror, This is not said to palliste the law's
extreme severity, but to ssoount for the ek, -
that neither Mury nor Pole, nor any oiher
member of the Privy Conneil,ever felt any com————
punetions visitings of conscience fir having ~
permitted the law to talkid its coarse,  To exe-

te five score wia considered an act of mersy,

o
and in sparing the other guilty persons Mary |
felt entitled to call hersell merciful ; and reall
mercifnl persons will admit the fall foree's
these pallisting and expian clrenm-
stances, and, in my desire to do juatice to all
person, I have alladed to them more than
Onoe, - g X :
Of the provoeation received foo from the

“reformers,” the candid desn leaves » very val-

uable record, following in that the able and

exhnostive work of t.l:ua late librarian to the

Arcnbishop of Canterbury, Dr. Maitland, in his

Reformntion : i e ; bl
% Tolerant as we are sajd t6 linve beeoms im |

the 19¢h centory, we must admit thet mm !

the soi-disant reformers of

were dome b ¢
vt eontary whish no Government oould
tolerate, if it be the duly of B govéernment to
sl ‘Whather

to insolt wod mal of & —
hapel, might, if we aal to out sxperisnoce,
:&i‘u\rﬁ of > t‘u&ion-‘ggl- ) one witl eon- i
cede the .pn?:l. that it was time :

ment to interfore when, at

chaplsin was shot at | and w

beon clerk of the sonnecll in ‘the i

Teign, attowptod himself, avd urged ofhars te -
{Coneluded on oighth page) -




